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nvi aTIVE positions OF THE HAND A.ND ABM IN 
^ MOTION.-(See Par. 123-125, and Page 29.) 
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Arm rising—Hand hanging downwards, 




Arm f.iUing—Hand pointing upwards, 


i 



Arm moTing ontwards~HaDd pointing across tho body 
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PREFACE. 


The following Work embraces, besides a largo variety of 
Original Selections, Condensations, and Adaptations from 
IVIodeni Authors, a copious collection t>f Extracts from older 
compilations ; the merjts or peculiar htness of which for Elo¬ 
cutionary Exercise have established them as favourites for 
Reading or Recitation, v ) 

To Authors and PubH8hei*s the Compilers return thanks 
for the readiness with which pennia.siou to introduce new 
prissages has been granted. 

The attention of Teachers is specially directed to the Tabic 
of Vowel Sounds, at page 4. and to the principle of a Nu¬ 
merical Nomenclature of V<jwels as a simple means of impart¬ 
ing a dehmle and accurate pronunciation (jf syllables. The 
hrsl Table of Intlexions, at page 10, may bo introduced to 
the 3'ounge3t Classes : it will be found eflectual in developing 
the voice, and imparting tloxibility and natural expressive¬ 
ness in reading. 

The prosaic mode of printing many of the poetical Extracts, 
bcKides tending to prevent or correct the habit of reading 
Verso with sing-song tones, may be also rendered subaei-vient 
to the study of Measure, by exercising the pupils in dis¬ 
criminating and marking the i>oetic lines. The present 
Edition has undergone a thorough rovisal. Now Extracts 
have been introduced in the various sections of Recitations ; 
and selections of Dialogues from Shakespeare, and Extracts 
from Milton, have been added. 

The Draniatio Humorous, and other Recitations hava 
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been cnrcfully adapted for use in Schools, by the avoidance 
o£ (»ljjectioQable words or phrases. All the Extracts have 
been chosen with special reference to their practical value 
as Elocutionary Exorcises ; and they have been condensed, 
or sometimes extended, wherever increased effectiveness in 
delivery could be secured. 

DAVID CHARLES BELL, 

ALEX.<VNDER MELVILLE BELL. 

ir. \Va*hingt<n\, D.C., U.S.A. 


NOTE TO THE NEW EDITION. 

Tins work has been enlarged by the addition of sixty-four 
pages, introducing a 

New Selection of Classified Recitations 

in the Junior, Senior, Advanced, and Humorous Sections. 

D. C. B. 


Lmidon, Sept. 26, 1892. 


CONTENTS 


SECTIONS. 

r*oa 

1 

OVTLINR OF THE PBINCII’LES OF ELOri'TION, WITTl 
BELATIYE EUECISFS ...... 1 


U. 

Mr8CBLLAJ«T.OUS READINGS IN EXPRESSIVE. PROSE . 

III. 

READINGS IN PULPIT ELOQUENCE 

lY. 

aEADINGS IN ANCIENT AND MODERN ELOQUENCE . 

V. 

UI80ELLANE0UB HKAD1N08 IN POETRY . . 

YL 

BECITATIONB FOR JUNIOR PUPTIR 

VII. 


. 3.3 

. 101 

. 328 

. 161 

. 208 


BECITATIONB FOB SENIOR PUPILS 


. 230 



CONTESTS. 


VIU 

riSB 

VIII. 

RECITATIONS FOR ADVANCED STUDENTS . . . 289 

IX. 

SELECTIONS FROil MILTON’s “ P.ARADISB LOST ” . . 383 

X. 

MISCELLANEOUS DRAMATIC SPEECHES AND SOLILOQUIES 389 

XI. 

8PEFXUE3 AND SOLIL<1QUIi:3 FROM SHAKESPEARE . . 396 

XII. 

MiSCRLLANEOUS DIALOGUES AND DRAMATIC SCENES . 426 

XIII. 

DIAIX'^QUES FROM SHAKESPEARE ..... 446 

XIY. 

UUMOUOVB RECITATIONS 464 



CONTENTS OF SECTIONS. 


I. OUTLINE OF THE PUINCIPLES OF ELOCUTION. 

TII15 BREATH.—luhalritioo, par. 2*C. Expiration^ 7, 8 . . j>. 1 

THE ORGANS OF A RTICin.^ATION. — Active and pafsive organs, 
par. 0, 10. Oral po^ition9 and action.^, 11-13. Opening the mouthy 
14-18. E:^erci>’ef*, 10-21. Oral GjinnasticS) 22 , . pp. 2, 3 

PRONUNCIATION.—Vowel quality, par. 24. Tho a^pirato H, 2a. 
ArlicuIatiTc quality, 2^. Dii^tinctuess of articulation, 27. Table 
of Vowi'la, 29. Exercises on Vowel?, 30. Exerewea on Diphthongs, 30. 
Tabic of Articuktion.4, 31. Excrciacs on Articulations. Sri.bAUl.KH. 
ConstitnenU of ^yllabb s, 33*32. SYr.i..\iiic R£AD]N(;, 40. Accent. 
Aco-'tjtcd syllables in words, 41-13. Exerciser on accent. 44. 
Dilhcult words and sentences, Kmmmris 45. Aco.*nted words in 
sentence:^, I5*IH. Or.iinmatic;iI clausing of senteDccs, 19*52. Eoun* 
ciatioD of 53. M. Ex:iiiiplc of emphatic analysis—“TI jo 

buri.al of Sir John iloore*' ....... pp. 4*12 

THE VOICE.~Mechanisrn of the voice, par. 5th 57. Mo<lifications of 
the voice*, 57*62. INFLEXION. 6im|)lo and Compound Inflexions, 
53, 54. ExPit»sivENF:fts ok the Biuplr Inflexions. The rising 
termination, 65, 66. Tbe falling termination, 67, 68. EXFKEasivn* 
NKHrt OK TIIK CoMPOUNO Inflbxio.xs. The compound rising, 70. 
The comjioiind falling, 71. Extent of the inflexions, 72. Accentual 
pitch of the iLflexions, 73-7H. Diagram of the essential varielies 
of infl^'xion, 79. Dii fram of a complete gamut of inflexion, 80. 
Notation of the inflexions, 81. Rising double wave, 82. Applica¬ 
tion OK the iNPJ/EXiONa TO Sb.ntrncm. Tho rising terraination, 
83. The falling termination, 84. Tho melody of speech, 85. Clossi* 
fication of scntenocs, 86. InflexioD of interrogative sentences, 87* 
Inflexion of aMcrtivo sentences, 88. Inflexion of imperalivo sen* 
tences, 89. Inflexion of quostioos that cnonot be answered by 
^‘yea’' or 90. loflexion not dependent on the forms of eon* 

tence®, 91. ExBncrsES on Inklexios«, 92. Logical formulm for 
inflexion, 98, 94. Exercises on homogeneous words, 95. Exercises 
on the notation of the in flexion 0 » 9C. Moddlation. Emphatic 





CONTENTS. 


modulation, 97. Expressive modulation, 98, 99. WTien change of 
modulation is necessary, 100. Table of dep-ees of modulation. 101, 
Exercises on modulation. Power of poetic measures. Force, 102, 
103. Table of degrees of force, 104. Time, 105, 106. Table of 
degrees of time, 107. Variety of modulation, force, and time essential 
to intellectual reading, 108. Exercises on inflexion, force, and time. 
Expuesisivk Samf.nes!5 of Tone and Force (Monotone), 109. llO. 
Exercises. Staccato Prondnciation and exercises. 111. Break 
or Sudden Paube and exercises, 112. Oratorical Words, 

..PP- 

GESTURE.— Attitpde. Tlie head, par. 115. The chest, 116. The 
arms, 117. The f.'et, 118. Poise of the body, 119. Motion. Grace. 
The motions of the arms. 120-122. Separate movements of the arm 
.and hand, 123. Preparation for accentual motion, 121. Mode of 
presentation of the hand, 125. Relative position of the hand and 
arm in motion (see frontispiece, opposite title-page). Principal 
positions of the hand. Angle of separation of the feet, 126. Rela* 
tive position of the fcit, 127. Turning the body, 128. 129. Diagram . 
of position and shifts of the feet, 130. Expressiveness. Indefinite 
motions to be avoided, 131. Isolated movements unnatural, 182. 
On “suiting the action to the word,” 133. Summary of expressive 
moticna, 134 .PP* 28-31 

Miscei.laneous Directions for Beading. Holding the book, par. 
135, 136. Opening the month and brc.athing, 187. Separate pro¬ 
nunciation of thoughts and clauses, 138. Clausular grouping of 
words, 139. The eye, 140. The last word or clause of a page, 141. 
On words and thoughts, 142 ...•••• p. 82 

ON THE READING OF VERSE, par. 143 ... - P- 88 

MISCELLANEOUS DIRECTIONS FOR RECITATION. Leisurely 
commencement, par. 144. Realization of mental picture, 145. Ar¬ 
rangement of gesticnlative pictures, 146. 

Table of symbols for the notation of gesture .... p. 3-1 


II. MISCELLANEOUS READINGS IN EXPRESSIVE PROSF.. 


Fifteen Extracts. 


1 


Ou Study . . • , • . • 

Means or Acquiring Diatlnction ^ 
Uncertainties of Fortune . . ti. 

The lAmp ol Truth # • .87 

The Fate of Burns .40 

The Blank Bible . • .42 

The Reign of George III.. .4 

A Wild Night at Sea. • . 4‘ 


*c 


On Human Grandeur ^ . 

The Approach of Evening 
~ >rrow for the Dead . 
,_._jrty and Slavery . 

The Acquittal of the Bishops 
^taian’s Address to the Sun 
kbour .... 


PAQB 

. 49 
. 50 
. 51 
. 52 
. 54 
. 66 
. 67 




CONTENTS. 


EMOTIONAL AND CHARACTERISTIC PROSK READINOS. 

Twelye Extraiti. 


rbe Elders Deatb-bed 
One Niche the Highest 
Gabriel Grub 
Topsj’s First Lesson . 

The Death of Little Domboj 
The Funeral of Little Nell 


riGi 

C'i 

71 

76 


An Private Secret ary 

The Emperor's New Clothes 
The Eatanswill Election . 
Our Guide in Rome . 

The Boxe<. . . . 

Mrs. Caudle’s Curtain Lvctuic 


p tr.x 


ni. READINGS IN PULPIT ELOQUENCE. 

Sixteen Extracts. 

• . • .101 ^Tie Pursuit of Happiness 

I of Religion . i6. The Doctrines of the Gosprl 

he Rf.'decoier . . 102 The Crucifixion . 

of the Dible . . iOi On Infidelity 


God is Lore . . . . 

Consolations of Religion . 

Majesty of the R<.'decaier . 

The Poetry of the Dible . 
inefficiency of Human Works . 
tin significance of this World 
^ Wealth not productire of En* 

joym'/nt . . . , 

Uncertainty of Life . 


106 On War 

107 On Autumn 
‘ On Death . 

109 The Death of the Wicked 
HI 


IV. READINGS IN ANCIENT AND MODERN ELOQUENCE. 

Twonty-two Extracu. 

n CaiuH Verres . . 12^rBrougham on Negro Slavery . 1 


On CaiuH Verres 
^ Oo Pbil^ of Macedon 
On the Uatiline Conspiracy 
^^annibaJ to his Soldiers . 
^ritt's Reply to Walpole . 

Lord Chatham on the Amcricau 

War. 

/ Burke on Conciliating the 
' Colonies . « . . 

Lord Erskine on Precedents 
\f Canning on the Slave Trade 
y*. Rhi^riHftn nn IndiA 




Sheridan on India 
Hall 00 Defence of Britain 


129 Mackintosh on the British Pre^s M8 
180 Phillips 00 Bonaparte . . 149 
133 Curran on Emancipation . . 161 
13*1 ShicTs Reply to Lyndhur&t i6. 

Webster on Great Actions . 153 
136 Chaoniogon the Present Ago . 161 
Longfellow on the Poetry of 
138 / City and Country Life • 165 
140 ^Henry on British Government. 166 

142 'Everett on National Chanicter . 169 

143 Lovell ou True Eloquence . IfiO 
146 


V. MISCELLANEOUS READINGS IN POETRY. 

Forty Extmru 


On the Being of a God*. ^ 
The Messiah 

Thanatopsis, a View of Death 
Human Lifo^ its Four Stages 
On Procrastination . 

/ To-morrow 

YAddreas to Independence . 
V^On Slavery 
f 'The Bridge of Sighs . 

>®aTid aoQ Absalom . ^ ^ 

On Man . . 


161 The Dying Christian to hU Soul 175 

162 The Skybrk . . .176 

164 The Three Sons .... i5. 

166 The Mother and her l^d Cliitd 173 

167 Death's Final Conquest . 179 

168 Retreat from Moscow . lb<l 

169 Ode to Ad vers ihr . . . 131 

170 Instability of Friendsbip . • 182 

171 Ode in Imitation of Alcanna . i5. 

172 The Cloud.183 

178 Address to the Ocean • 185 






CONTENTS 


^ A 

XU 


PACE 


To the Nightingale • • • 

The Skylark ♦ . . .187 
The Holly-tree . . 189 

Thuuderstorm on Geneva. . 190 

On Revi^itiog the Wye . 

Beauty and ExprcMioa . .192 

Tho Deserted Villago . . 193 

The Couotry Clergyman . . 194 

The Last Minstrel . • • 195 


PAOR 

Hymn in Chamoani . . .197 

Greece* Present and Past* . 199 
To Mary in Heaven . • • ‘-^90 

The Pulpit * • • - 201 

Waiting for the May • . 208 

Flight of Imagination . . t5. 

Tho Forging of the Anchor . 204 
The Cataract of Lodoro . . 205 

Our Country and oui Homo . 207 


VI. RECITATIONS FOR JUNIOR PUPILS. 


Eighty Extracts. 


Miriam's Soog . 

. 208 

The Minstrel Boy 

. tb. 

The Harp of Ireland 

. ib. 

Saurs Aadrcs.s . 

. 20S 

The Star of Bethlehem 

. 209 

The Spring Journey • 

. ib. 

Tho Slugg.ard . 

. 210 

Destruction of Sennacherib 

. ib. 

Casablanca 

. 210 

All Hollow . • 

. 211 

The Angels' Wliispcc 

. ib. 

The Infant Orator * 

. ib. 

Bruce and the Spider 

. 212 

The Fall of D'Assas. 

. ib. 

Tho Soldier's Funeral 

. 213 

Gertrude von der Wart 

. lA. 

Conrago in Poverty . * 

. 214 

Peri at Gate of Paradise • 

. ib. 

The Star of Heaven . 

. 21& 

Tho Mother of the Maccabees 

. iA. 

Jepbtha's Daughter * 

, 210 

Old Ironsides . . » 

. ib. 

The Pilgrim Fathers « 

. ib. 

A Psalm of Life « • 

. 217 

Christian Warfaro • 

. ib. 

The Sailor's Song • 

. 218 

Tho Lessons of the Birds . 

. t'A, 

The Ship on Fire 

ib. 

Elegy on Madame Dlaixe 

The Jackdaw . , • 

. 219 

. ib. 

No Work the Hardest Work 

. 220 


The Patriot'a Monrnera . . 220 

The Wind and tho Weathercock tA. 


The Bonded Bow . . . 221 

British Freedom , • . tA. 

The Mariuor:^ . . , . 222 

The Orphan Boy . . . tA 

Conddeocc in Ood * . . 228 

Jerusalem. ib. 

The Homes of Eugland . i6. 

O'Brazil, tho Isle of the Blest . 224 
The Mariners of Eugland . 225 

The Treasures of tho Deep ib. 

Excelsior. ib. 

The Soldier's Dream . 228 

Tho Temple of Nature . . 227 

Tho Dying Chief . * . ib. 

Song of Old Time , t6« 

Wh.at is Time? .... 228 

Look Aloft.229 

The Land of mv Birth * lA. 

Tho Mariner's ftymn . . 2^0 

The Common Lot « * • ib. 

Freedom . . , ,231 

The Pillar Towers of Ireland . ib. 
Tho Village Blacksmith » . 282 

The Battle of Blenheim . , i6. 

Home for tho Holidays • • 283 

Tho Gluttonous Duck . . tA. 

Tho Cow and the Ass . . 281 

Occasional Prologue* . • 236 

Occasional Epilogue • * . ib. 


Addiiionat Seltolicn$ {New Edition)^ 


Henry I. and Prince William 
Bernardino do Bom • • 

The Setninolo's Dc&anco • 
Allon-a^Dale 

The Ivy Green * * • 

The Pilot . » • . 

The Three Fiahors * 

Qilderoy . • • * 

Tho Slave Ship * 


* 626 
. lA* 

* 527 

* ib. 

. a. 

. 528 

* a. 

. 529 
. «A, 


The Boys' Return • « 

BoUs of Notre Damo • 
Paddle your own Canoe « 
Somebody's Darling * 
Rescue by Three Bella'' 
The Foot’s Complaint • 
Katie Lee and Willie Grey 
The Smack in School 


* 680 

* lA. 
. tA, 

* 681 
. »A. 
. 532 

. ib. 

. 683 











CONTENTS. 


xm 


VIL RECITATIONS FOR SENIOR PITIL^. 
Oijc Exir«<.w- 


Tbe Voice and Pen . 
Bnriiil of SirJoLn Mojro 
Bruce to liL« Army 
Battle of Hoh 'olinden 
Battle of the Baltic . 

The Oruoi . 

The Iiicocape Bell 
The Bc.nroying Angel 
Crescentius 
Boadi<^i'i . 

Thu Ploughshare of Old 
hind 

The Old Arm-Chair . 

The Hji^b-horii I^adye 
The Arab Maid’s Song 
(flenara . • 

The Exile of Erin 
Lord Ulliu’^ Daughter 
The African Chief 
The Soug of the Sword 
Harroo^an . 

War*Soug of the Gretrk^ 
WoufSeren 
Apdogy for the Pig . 

'I'fie SluTc's Dn am . 

The Wreck of the He-per 
The Death of Duke* DTing 
The Fugitive Slave 
The Gib bers* Attack. 
D^ath of De Boiiu<* • 
iIaa“ACrc of fileiico'' . 

'Rie Lai-t of the Red Meu 
'fhe Death of the Flower 
Arnold Wink^lried 
The Pauper s DcAth-bed 
The F<‘lon . • 

The Polish Exiles 
Tlic Mariner’e Dream 
Jlob Roy's Grave 
The Slave’s Petition . 

The Death of Murat . 

The Indian Hunter • 
The Vision of Bclaluizxar 


}'»r.f I 

. riuirl.» H.arohr.-^ Song 
. W , The Captive Knight . 

Tue Grave of Kom^-r 
. The Street of By-uod-Byc 
. iV/. A Sh'P Sinking. 

. Tin* Uoa<l to the Trencher 
. 240 1 Ttic Glove and the Lions . 

Oeh/rt .. • 

. 241 Ti*e Flight of Xerxes 
. itf. Killctl at th** Ford 
Eng- Itule, BriTunuM . 

. 242 The rplifiingof the BaoDvr 
ih, Cur^e of Kchama • 

. ib. The Pauf>cr'> Drive . 

24»1 ('<Eur-dvLiou’» Danioritatiou 
. 1 * 6 . Burial of William theCouqutro 
244 The Battle of Morgarion . 

. 246 Th« Adoplitl ChiW . 

ib. fvouguuije Barra 
. 2 P*» Th 'llurittl of Mnecs , 

. 247 Man wa** mad*' to Mourn . 

i 6 . Farewell to C:ionia 
. 24 K Ring out. Wild Ih*lls 


Bebhaziar • • 

Lorraine Ixirrec. 

King of Dcumark’s Rido 
IIo and Sho 
The Whi»tle . 

The Charcoal Man 
Romance of Sunn's Kost 
fiploDiog^wbccl Soug 
Antony to Cleopatra 
Cleopatra Dying 
The Bivouac Firt) 

The Irishwoman's Letter 
The Warriors of the Sea 


24 a 
1 * 6 . 

244 

246 

ib. 

2 P; 

247 
i 6 

24K 

T , . , 1 * 6 . Tiic GckxI Time Coming 

’ . , . 24t> John Littlejohn, 

le-pcrus ib. IxKhiiivar .... 
DTiughicn . 260 The Shipwreck . 

. 251 The Dirge of Wallace 
:k. . . t 6.1 EU^a ..... 

. 262 I The Bridal of Malahide 
^ , 26fl Ivan the C^ir . 

d Mm . ib. • Th** Pilin-tfee . 

lowers . 2M ^ The Black R**ginient. 

, . i 6.1 CoNviwr's Gravr. 

i-bed . . 266 Barbara KriUbio 

, , { 6 . Annabel Lee 

, . . 260 The Song of Stc^im • 

4 • ib. New Year’s Eve 

, , . 267 i CLiribelV Prayer 

Q . . . 25B The Oivcnantcr's Dream . 

X . . ♦ 2611 The itoroau Twins , 

, . i 6 . The ReconciliAtioD . 

hasxar. .260 The Armada 

Ac/</i7ion<i/ Silections A’JiVion). 

, . 634 Oiry the Dane . • 

, ♦ . t 6 . F.ipa's LvtU'f . • 

s Rido . . 635 Napoh/on’s Midnight Review 

. » , i 6 . The Two Armies 

. ^ . .686 The Unhappy Man . 

. ♦ ♦ 637 Charlie Madire o . . 

s Kost . - ib. The Xhiriy-Mcond Day . 

ug . . 638 Death of the Warrior King 

ra • . 530 The MioUterV Daughter . 

. . . ib. Death of liconidas . 

. . . MO Death of Hofer. ^ 

Letter . . 641 Oolumbus . , . 


260 

i6. 

260 


■/iOr. 

•J.HI 
•if. I 
«//. 

lA. 

2f.4 

v«;i; 

lV». 

lA. 

2f.7 

id. 

id. 

'jca 

27M 

id. 

271 

272 

ib. 

‘27K 

id. 

'274 

id. 

•-'76 

. id. 
277 
'27S 
-270 
. axi) 

I'A. 
2S2 
. id. 
. 2U 

. am 
. 2«.'* 
. liH6 
. 2>i47 
. id. 
. -JM 


W3 

id. 

6t4 

M5 

iA. 

Md 

id. 

M7 

1*. 

MK 

M9 

ib. 




Vm. RECITATIONS FOR ADVANCED STUDENTS. 

One Hundred ;.i>d EleToo Extracts. 


PAOE 

Bernardo del Carpio . . 

Bernardo and Alphonso . . 200 

Bernardo's Revenge . . . 291 

The Legend of Uoratius . . jA, 

.Charles Edward at Versailles 203 
Scene before Siege of Corinth . 204 
Scene after Siege of Corinth , lA. 
Virgiuia,a Lavof Ancient Uoino 206 

207 
203 
200 

301 
lA. 

302 
304 
.105 

lA. 
30d 

307 

308 

309 

310 
811 


The Lady of Proven 9 e 
The Old Clock on the SLairs 
Mary Queen of Scots. 

On Modern Greece . 

Marco Bozr.aris . . . , 

Lord William .... 
Combat (Lady of ihc Lake) 

The Dying Glafiiator 
The Progress of Madness 
The Convict Ship 
Orange and (Irren ♦ 

The Ruined Cottage . 

- The Arab's Farewell to Ids Steed 
The Prisoner of Cliillon . 

Lament of the Irish Emigrant , 
Battle of Floildcn and Death of 
Marruion . . . .312 

Edinburgh after Flodden . . 313 

The War of the League . . 316 

Mary the Maid of the Inn 
The Siick of Baltimore . 318 

Ginevra . .^19 

The Gamblers Wife » 3>0 

W-{a Tale) ... 

ihc Battle of AlUucra . . 321 

The Field of Waterloo . . 322 

The Song of the Shirt . 823 

.324 

b egy in Country Churchyard . 326 
Ihc Three Wurnings . .326 

The Collier’s Dying Child . 327 
Jugui tha's Prison Thoughts . 32d 
Cavalry Charge at BabSlava . 329 
Fifth of Nov. at lukcrmano . i6 

Th® • . . .330 

Ihe Execution of Montrose . 331 

The Downfall of Poland . . 333 


' Ode to Eloquence 
Last Days of HercuKancuin 
The Baron’s Last Banquet 
The Last Man . . . , 

The Raven. 

The Bells .... 

The Death of Minnehalia . 

The Leper .... 
Tubal Cain. 

Time and the Sea-tide 
Good News from Ghent . 

The Diver .... 
Beautiful Snow . 

Parrhasius. 

The Fate of Maegregor 
Darkness .... 

King Robert of Sicily 
The Battle of Fontenoy 
England'.s Message to America 
O’Connor’s Child 
The Uncle .... 
.Marguerite of France 
Maud MiiUer 

Our Folks .... 

The Vagabonds. 

The Rising of the Veudee 
Marston Moor . 

317 I Sheridan’s Ride. 

' Paul Uevere’s Ride . 
Sword-Cbantof Thorsteiu Raud 
The Norman Baron . 

The Dream of the Reveller 
The Dream of Eugene Aram 
‘The Stave who saved St 
Michael's . 

The Creeds of the Bells . 

The Old Grenadier's Story 
“ Borrioboola-Oha " . 

Bingen on the Rhine. 

Two Loves and a Life 
The Bugle Song 
The Bard .... 

Ode for St. Cecilia’s Day . 
Alexander’s Feast 
The Passions 


Burial March of Dundee 
The Children’s Hour. 

The Feast of Belehaztar 
Tho Galley*Slavo 
The Pathway of Gold 
Tho Lady’s Dream . 
La.sca .... 
The Cane^bottomed Chair 
Lenora 

“ Aox Italiens " 

Tho Kiit^s Ring . 
jeanic l^rrisou 


Addlltonal Selectiont (Xew £di(ion). 


660 
652 
. 6 . 
664 
566 
i6. 
566 
657 
668 
660 
63 


The Deserter .... 
Death of King Conor Macnessa 
The Three Preachers 
Mahraond . . . i 

Voice of the Poor . . 

From India .... 
Ballad of Judas Iscariot . 
Robert of Lincoln 
How I Won tuy Wife's H^rt . 
The Polisli Boy.... 
Carcassonne . . " 


I'Aoe 

:<38 

334 

336 

337 
li. 

333 

340 

341 
343 

ib. 

16 . 

345 

346 
317 
348 
350 
361 
353 

365 

366 
3.67 
368 

360 

361 

362 

363 

364 

365 
ib. 

867 

3i;m 

ib. 

360 

371 

873 

874 
376 

376 

377 
16 . 

878 

370 

380 

381 

662 

668 

665 

666 

667 

668 
t6. 

570 

e6. 

672 

673 


CONTENTb*. 


XV 


LX. iELECriONS FROil MILTONS “PARADISE LOST.' 


r/.OJ . ryot' 

Tbo IntroductioQ . . . Spc-jch of Belial . . .i.'<6 

Speech of Saiao ia Hell iO.' Apostrophe to Li^'ht. . .►>r; 

Speech of Saun to his Lc^ioos th. ' SaUia’s Adfirea.s to tho Suo . ih. 
&\Uin in Paademoniuni . Evemnsj in Paradise . . . 3*^7 

Uolocb s Oration . .16. Morauiij Uyum . . * . 3 ks 

X MISCELLANEOUS DRAMATIC SPEECUES AND SOLILOQUIES. 

Iva Cztrocto. 


DouglasV Account of Hioi^elf 
Cato ou ImiDortaiitj. 

BoUa to the Peniv;ans 
The Slare's Rcmoustrance 
Master Walter to Julia 


Tell to his Natiro Moiintaitifi . 3'.*1 
L-J-Bratujjo^er Lucictia'.sBody o'.*2 
BobadiTs Mod*.* of Warfare . 303 
Rieuzi to the Romans • . iV 

Claude Meluotte to Pauline . 301 


XL SPEECHES AND SOLILOQUIES FROM SUAKCSPEAUE. 

Fifty tuo Kstrict'*. 


TLe ScTcn Age« 

Exiled Duke to hi(& Companion. 
Jacques on the Fool Toucluton<. 
Tcuclistonu on Qu.irrelhng 
Portia oD her Suitors 
liurenzooD Muxic 
(^een Mab 

Siomco on eccing Juliet 
»Coasuuce on an Ignoble Pcao 
King John instigating Hubert 
V ’prince Arthur to Hubert . 
^./^BUbop of Carlisle for Richard II 
Glo’aicr on Death of Clarence 
yvGlo'etcr on bin Ambition • 
Clarencc> Dream 
afSichmond to hie Soldiers . 

IV. OQ Sleep . 

^ief Justice to Henry V. 

J '^cnry V, at Harflcnr 

eary V. before Agincourt 
enry V. on Royal Ceremony 
^ .Henry VL 00 Royal^ 

Bnckinghacn before Execution 
Qacen Catherine to tlic Kinu 
aedWolsey. 

, Wolscy on bis Fall . 

WoUey U> his Secretary . 
HeneniuB to the Tribunes* 


30«> ' Marullus to tho Roman ^!ob 
H. Cassius in«ti^'aiing Brntus 
307 ^ BnitiL^ on UvJth of Ca^^ar 
tb Mark Antony h Oration 
I Antony ov* r Cuf.^ar’?* Boily 
ib, : Hamlet on bis Motlier's Mar 
I riage . * . * 

•Km Polonius to Laertes . • 

fb. j Hamlet on Emotion of Player 
ib. \ Advice to the Player. 

4td I Ilarnict on a Future State. 

40*.; ( 2>^jJihtfpiy of King Clandiu:! 
tb. Liuv Macbeth meditating Mur 
40.: I der .... 

401 Macbvth before the MunhT 
ib. M.icbeth tu the Dagge r Vision 
403 ilacbeth agauirt D uiqnn . 
ib. Macbeth im^tiguiing liireliiigs 
40(1 Marbrth to Ghost 0/ Banqno 
lb. Othello's Deb nee 
407 C.u^io 00 hts Disuiibsal 
ib. King Lear to GonerU 
403 I/or to hi^ D.iuirhters 


411 

ib. 

•IPJ 

ll.'i 

113 


4U'^> 

16. 

40.: 

401 

ib. 

403 


41H 

410 

ih. 

420 
ib. 

421 

422 
42B 

lA 
IA 


I/:ar shut out by hi>> D.aughtcru 424 
40t^ Benedick's Ridicule of lAjvt • ib. 
ib. The Pov/ez of Imagination . 423 
410 Pro^pero’s Abjuration of Magic tA 
ib. 


XIL MISCELLANEOUS DIALOGUES AND DRAMATIC SCENES. 

Tneito Extract.}. 


Sog and Miller of MansficM 
LochlelV Waroing . 

From the “Iliad of Ilomcr” 
V •‘Catiline" 

» “Calo" . 

M “Douglaa" 


420 

427 

-J2« 

12H 

4:11 

li$2 


I'rom “Venice Prcj^crved” 
„ “The Iron Chest” . 
„ “WimamTfll” 

„ “The Rlv.-iU'‘ . 

.. “The Heir at Law” 


•134 

43.'> 

437 

•139 

•111 


“The School for Sotudal” 113 



XV] 


CONTEXTS. 


XllL DIALOGUES FROM THE WORKS OF SHAKESPEARE. 

Nino Extracts 


TAni: 

From“ThcMcrcluntofVenicc” 44i'. From'• CoriolAnus ’ . 

„ „ .. (Trial Sc«no) H!» „ “Macbeth’' . . 

„ “Hamlet” . . .-lo*’, „ ‘•Henry tho Fourth 

„ “As You Like If . . 4.}3 | Prince Henry and FalshiC 

„ “ Julius Caisar " . .4j5( 

XIV. HUMOROUS EXTRACTS FOR RECITATION. 

i^voatj-«eveD ExtrocU. 

* y An Orator’s First Speech . . I'M King John and the Abbot 


r\nr. 
. 457 
. 1.58 
. 160 
. -161 


469 

The Astronomical Alderinau , »&. Number One 

The Chameleon. . . 465 i The Spider and the Fly . .- 92 

The Country Squire . . . XiA. ConU'St between Nose and Eyes US 
The Razor Seller . . . V.ft, The Duel . . • . • , • 

The Doctor and his Apprentice 167 Black Be. r for Brown Stout . 194 


The Newcastle Apothecary . •luH I he liacheior s 
A Waterloo B.iUad . . . «*. Bulliim f. Boatum . . 

Toby To.sspot . . . . ■*19 Speech of Sergeant Buzfuz 

Rustic Logic .... 470 The Bashful Man 
Modern Logic . . . . -*71 Address to Mummy . 

Faithless Nelly Gniy . . ib. The Belle of the Ball 

The Widow's Choice . - 472 The Groyes of Bhiroey . 

••Ask Mammal” . .473 Invitition to the /oo Gan 

The Confession .... 474 The Ladies’ Pelitiou 

The Husband s Petition . . ib. Mis.adTcnturcs at Marpnte 

The M.aidcns Request . .475 Coronation of Queen Victoi 

The Loeer's Sacrifice . . ib. Ode to iny Son . 

Cornelius Agrippa . . ib. The Courtin’ . 

The Alarm . . . .476 The Bachelors Dream 

Tho Quarrel .... I'A Rhyme of the R:vil . 

The Well of St. Keync . .477 ••Ask Papal’. 

A Cheap Dinn-r . . . ib. Throe Black Cr^vs . 

Tho Farmer’s Blunder . . 479 Evening—by a Tailor 

The Farmer and Barrister .480 The Schoolmasters Guests 
Tho Collcpinn and Porter . ib. Aurelia’s Unfortunate Y 

The Frenchman and Rats. . 481 Man . . • • 

Lodgings for Single Gentlemen 482 Truthful James . . 

Yorkshire Angling . . . ib. Yarn of tho “Nancy Bell 

A Rara Atis .... 48.'! Psalm of Marriago'A 
Spirit of Contradiction . . 484 Parliamentary Pledges . 

Qo^y Grim w. Lapstono . . 485 Seven Apes of Woman 

Blind Man’s Buff . . . 4M Nothing to Wear 

Dining by Steam . . . ib. 


468 The Bachelor’s Complaint 
ib. Biilhim r. Bo.atum 

469 Speech of Sergeant Buzfuz 

470 The Bashful Man 

471 Address to Mummy . 
ii. Tho Belle of the Ball 

472 The Groyes of Blarney . 

473 Invitition to tho Zoo G.ardens 

474 The Ladies’ Pelitiou 

ib. Mis.adTcntiircs at Marpnte 

475 Coronation of Queen Victoria 
tA. Ode to iny Son . 

t7». The Courtin’ 

476 The Bachelor’s Dream 
ib. Rhyme of the Riil . 

477 "Ask Papa!” . 

ib. Throe Black Crows . 

479 Evening—by a Tailor 

480 The Schoolmaster’s Gucsla 

ii. Aurelia’s Unfortunate Young 

481 Man . * . . » 


ib. 

494 
i6. 

495 

496 
498 
601 
608 
.501 

ib. 

505 

ib. 

.507 

509 

610 

51t 

ib. 

bi 2 

614 

ift. 

5I& 


. 61C 
. 618 

V620 

Nift. 
. 6?’ 
. 62 8 


Additional defections (New .Edition). 

Magdalena, the Spanish Duclo. 574 Pied Piper of Hamolin > 
•■My Maiden” . . . .676 Aspiring Miss Do Lain© . 

Wonderful •‘One Hoss Shay” . 678 The Goblin-Hauntcd Girl 

Doleful Lay of I. O. Uwlns . 579 A Pair of Platonics . 

Tho Menagerie . . . .681 The Nine Suitors 

Captain Recce, B.N. . . . ib. Jud Brownin on Rubinstein’s 

Search after H.-ipplneM . . 682 Piano Playing . 


684 

686 

58 

ib. 

680 

6;t0 


IliDKX 07 AVTHORB AND SUBJECTS 


693 




MISCELLANEOUS READINGS IN 
EXPRESSIVE PROSE. 


fl-rmar.yCA^t^ turouRbout the Book, the Extrveti have 1-^“ 

^ dfnv,l to r...,d.:r tU.-m more eir...::i.e a. Laerctsiis iq Ucad.os 

aj-d lU*<'itat<ub.] 

I._OS STUDY,—LokI) Hacos. 

Studies serve for deli;;lit. for orn.iment, and for ability, 
llieir chief u.se for delight, is m priyateness an.l n-timm. 
for oruainent, i> in discourse: and lor abiUtj, is m the 
ind'^nient and disposition of business, tor, expert men 
eatreiecute. and perlmps jud^v of. particulars one by one; 
hut the general councils, and the pJot.s, and marshalling o 
affairs, come best from those that are learned. Fo sjHUid 
too much time in studies, is sloth ; to use them too much 
for oniainent, is affectation; to make judgment ttludh 
bv their rules, is the humour of a scholar. They perteif 
uliture. ami are perli-cted by experience; lor natural abili¬ 
ties are like natural plants, that n-ed pruning by .study ; 
and studies themselve, .io give forth dinH-lmns too much 

at large, except they Ik* honiide.l-iu by experience. C mU> 
men contemn studies, simple men admire th.-m, and 
men use them; for they tea.-h not their oun use,-but 
that is a wi.sdom without them, and above tlu-m, uoii b 
■observation. ]fead,—not to contradict and relute n.t , 
-to believe and take for gi-antcd, nor to Imd talk and d » 
Scourse.-bul to weigh and consider. Some birnks are to) 
be tastwJ, others to he swallowed, and some few to lx 
chewed and digested: that is, some books are to b»; read 
only in parts ; others to be read—but not curiously ; and 
some few, to lx* read wl.oUy, and with dihgence amj 
attention. Some books also may be read by deputy, and 
extracts of them made by others ; but that should be onh 
in the less important arguments, and the meaner 
books; else, di-stilbd books aro like common distilKd 
waters,—flashy things. Itcading maketh a fuU man, | 
conference, a ready man; and writing, an exac * 

And therefore, if a man wriU* little, be had need have a 
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present wit; if he confer little, he had need bare a good 
metuory; and if he read little, he had need have much 
cunning to seem to kuow what he doth not. 


11 .— MEA>JS OF ACQUIRING DISTINCTION. 

Sydnky Smith. 

Ir is natural in every man to wish for distinction; and 
the praise of those who can confer honour by their praise, 
is, in spite of all false philosophy, sweet to every human 
heart; but, as emiuence can be only the lot of a few, 
patience of obscurity is a duty, which we owe not more 
to our own happiness, than to the quiet of the world at 
large. Give a loose, if you are young and ambitious, to 
that spirit which throbs vsnthiu you ; measure yourself 
with your equals ; and learn, from frequent competition, 
the place which Nature has allotted to you; make of it 
no mean battle, but strive hard ; strengthen your soul 
to the search of Truth, aud follow tliat specti'e of Excel¬ 
lence which beckons you on, beyond the walls of the 
world, to something better than man has yet done. It 
may be you shall burst out into light and glory at the 
last: but, if frequent failure convince you of that medi¬ 
ocrity of nature, which is incompatible with great 
actions, submit wiselv and cheerfully to your lob : let no 
mean spirit of revenge tempt you to throw off your 
loyalty to your country, and to prefer a vicious celebrity '• 
to obscurity crowned \vith piety and virtue. If you can 
throw new light upon moral truth, or, by any exertions, 
multiply the comforts or confirm the happiness of man- i 
kind, this fame guides you to the true ends of your j . 
nature ; but, in the name of Heaven, as you tremble at \ 
retributive justice; and in the name of mankind, if 
mankind be dear to you, seek not that easy aud accursed j 
fame which is gathered in the work of revolutions: and j 
deem it better to he for ever unknown, than to found 
a momentary name upon the basis of anarchy and . 
irreligion. 


m.— UNCERTAINTIES OP FORTUNE.— liOBD BOLiMOnaoKK. 

The sudden invasion of an enemy overthrows such as are 
not on their guard; but they who foresee the war, and 
prepate themselves for it before it breaks out, stand* 
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without ciimcultv, the first and the fiercest onset. I 
learned this important lesson long ago : and never trusted 
to Portune, even while she seemed to be at peace uith 
mi- The riclies, the honours, the reputation, and all 
the advantages which her tivacherous indulgence j.ouivd 
upon m.-, i pbced so, tlrnt she might snatch them aua} 
without giMiig me any di.-,turhance. I kept a ^eat 
interval between me and them. 3he took them, but she 

could not tear them from me. , , , , u 

Xo man sufi'ers by bad fortune, but h.; who has be^en 

deceived bv good. If we grow tend of her gnt^ ; it v,e 
fancy that thev be-loiig to us, and are perpelimlly to 
reumin will, us*: if we lean upon them, to W 

considered for them; we shall sina into all the biUcrutss 
of grief, as MK.ii 113 these false and transitory benefits 
pass awav, — tt-s soon as our vain and childish minds, 
imfraught with solid pieasures, become destitute even 
of those which ar« imaginary. But, if ^ve do not suftor 
oursclve.s to be transported with pro.sperny, neilher shal 
we L>e reduced by auver.^itT. Our souls will be proot 
against the danger-^ of both the^e stales: and, having 
^nlored our strength, we shall be fure ot it: loi, m the 
mid.t of felicity, we shall iiuve tried how W'j can beai 

Icnoininy can take no ho-d ou Virtue; fjr J-e - 
in ^erv condition the same, and challenges the same 
respect.' We applaud the world wIk-u she pr-P^s : and 

when she falls into adversity we applaud lur. B‘i<e the 
temples of the gods, she is venerable even m her rums. 
Ato this, must it not appear a deg^e oi madness to 
defer, one moment, acquiring the only arms tapablt ol 
defendin-T us against attacks, to which at every moment 
weareexliosedf Our Iwing miserable or not . 

when we fall into misfortunes, depends on the manner | 
in which we have enjoyed prosperity. 

THE LAMP OF TBUTH.-RtSKlN. 

Thkue U a marked likeness between the yirtno of man 
and the enlightenment of the globe he inhabits , the 
same dimmUhing gradation m vigour up to • 

their doruam5,-the same essential separation from their 
contraries,-the same twilight at the meeting of the tvio. 
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ii something wider belt than the lipe^ where the world 
rolls into night: that strange twilight of the virtues ; 
that dusky debatable land wherein zeal becomes impa¬ 
tience, and temp>erance becomes severity, and justice 
becomes cruelty, and faith superstition, and each and nil 
vanish into gloom. 

Nevertheless, with the greater number of the virtues, 
though the dimness increases gradually’, w’e may mark the 
moment of sunset; and, happily, may turn the shadow 
back by the way which it had gone down ; but, for one 
virtue, the line of the horizon is irregular and imdefined ; 
and this, too, the very equator and girdle of them all,— 
Truth that only one of which there are no degrees, 
b»it breaks and rents continually ; that pillar of the earth, 
yet a cloudy pillar: that golden and narrow line which 
the very powers and virtues that lean upon it bend, which 
Policy and Prudence conceal, w'hich Kindness and 
Courtesy modify, which Courage overshadows wdth his 
shield. Imagination covers with her wings, and Charity 
dims with her tears. How difficult must tho maintenanco 
of that authority be, which, while it has to restrain the 
hostility of all the worst principles of man, has also to 
control the disorders of his best;—which is continnoUy 
assaulte<l by the one and betrayed by the other, and 
which regards with the same severity the lightest and 
the boldest violations of its law! There are some faults 
slight in the sight of Love, some errors trivial in the 
estimate of Wisdom ; but Truth forgives no insult and 
eudures no stain. 

We do not enough consider this; nor enough dread 
the slight and contiuual occasions of offence against her. 
We are too much in tho habit of looking at Falsehood in 
its darkest associations, and through the colour of its 
worst purposes. That indignation which we profess to 
feel at deceit absolute, is indeed only felt at deceit malicioos. 
We resent calumny, hypocrisy, and treachery, because 
they harm us, not because they are untrue. Take the 
dotrnction and the mischief from the untruth, and we are 
little ofiended by it; turn it into praise, and we may be 
nlcasod with it. And yet it is not calumny nor treachery 
that does tho largest sum of mischief in the worldbut it! 
is the glistening and softly-spoken lie ; the amiable fallacy;! 
the patriotic lie of the historian, the provident lie of th^ 
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politician, the zealous lie of the partizan. the merciful be 
of the friend, and the careless lie of each man to hiniselt. 
that cast that black mystery over humanity, through 
which any man who pierces, we thank—as we would thank 
one who dug a well in a desert; happy that the truth 
still remains with us. even when we have wilfully left its 


fountains. . i r i 

It would be well if moralists less frequently confused 

the fiTeatno^s of a sin with its unpardonablene^sg. Ihe 
cwo characters are altogether distinct. The greatness ot 
a fault depends partly on the nature of the person against 
whom it is committed, partly on the extent of ite conse¬ 
quences. Its pardonablene^'S depends, humanly speaking, 
on the degree of temptation to it. One class of circum¬ 
stances determines the weight of the impending punish¬ 
ment ; the other, the claim to remi.ssion of punishment. 
Since it is not easy for men to estimate the relative weight, 
or TMJSsible for them to know the relative consequences, 
of crime, it is usually wise in them to quit the ot 
such nice measurements, and to look to the other clearer 
condition of culpability,—esteeming those faults worst 
which are committed under, least temptation. 1 do not 
mean to diminish the blame of the injurious and malicious 
sin, of the seltish and deliberate falsity; yet it seems to 
me that the shortest way to cheek the darker forms of 
deceit is—to set watch more scrupulously against th«e 
which have mingled, unregarded and unchastised. with 

the currents of our life. r i 

Do not let us lie at all. Do not think of one falsity as 

harmless, and another as slight, and another as unin¬ 
tended Cast them all aside : it is better that our hearts 
should be swept clean of them, without over-care m te 
which is largest or blackest. To speak and ^ act truth 

with constancy and precision are n^rly as 

perhaps os meritorious, as to speak it under intimidation 

^ penalty ; and it is a strange thought, how i^ny men 

there ore.^as I trust, who would hold te it 

fortune or life, for one who would hold to it at tho 

of a litUe daUy trouble! And, seemg, that, of aU sin 

there is, perhaps, no one more flatly 

Almighty, no one more “wanting the good of "rtue^d 

of bSng? than this of lying, it is surely a 

lence to faU into the foulness of it on light or on no 
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temptation : and surely becoming an honourable man to 
resolve, that, whatever semblances or fallacies the neces¬ 
sary course of his life may compel him to bear or to 
believe, none shall distuib the serenity of his voluntary 
actions, or diminish the reality of his chosen delights. 


V.—THE FATE OF BURNS. —Thomas Caclylk. 

. CoNTnMPLATiNQ the sad end of Burns—how he sank un- 

' aided by any real help, uncheered by any wise symn>athy, 
—generous minds have eomerimes figured to themselves, 
with a reproachful sorrow, that much might have been 
done for him ; that, by counsel, true affection, and 
friendly ministrations, he might have b*?en saved to 
himself and the world. But it seems dulnous whether 
the riche.st, wisest, most l>«>nevolent individual could have 
lent Burns any effectual help. 

Counsel,—which seldom profits any one,—he did not 
need. In his understanding, he know the right from the 
wrong, as well, perhaps, as any man ever did ; but the 
persuasion which would have availed him, lies not so 
umch in the head as in the lieart, whore no arg^unent or 
expostulation could have assisted much to implant it. 

A.S to money, we do not believe that this was bis 
essential want; or well see that any private man could 
have bestowed on him an independent fortune, with 
much prospect of decisive advantage. It is a mortifying 
truth, that two men, in any rank of society, can hardly 
be found virtuous enough to give money, ond to take it 
as a necessary mft, without an injury to the moral entii*e- 
uess of one or both. But so stands the fact: Friendship, 
in the old heroic sense of the term, no longer exists; it 
is in reality no longer expected, or ivcognis^ as a virtue 
among men. A close observer of manners has pro¬ 
nounced ** patronage,’^-~that is, pecuniary or economic 
fi^themnce,-—to be “ twice cursed "; cursing him that 
gives, and lum that takes ! And thus, in regard to out¬ 
ward matters, it has become the rule, as, in regard to 
inward, it always was and must be the rule, that no one 
shall look for effectual help to another; but that each shall 
rest contented with what help he can afford himself. 
Such is the principle of modem Honour; naturally 
enough growing out of the sentiment of Pride, which 
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n'e inculcate and eiicoara^e as the ba>is of our wljole 

social morality. 

* 

We have already stated our <loubts whether direct 
pecuniary help, ha-1 it been ofi’eivd, would have been 
accepted, or could have proved very effectual. We .ehall 
readily admit, however, that much was to be done lor 
Burns ; that many a poisoned arrow might have been 
warded front his bosom: many an entanglement in his 
oath cut asunder by the band of the powertul; light and 
heat, sited on bint from high places, would have made his 
humble atmos|there more genial; arui the softest heart 
then trealhin" might have lived and died with fewer 
pangs. Still wo do not think that the blame ol Burns 
failure lic' chiefly with the world. The worhU it seem" 
to u>, treated him with more, rath; r than w ith le-^s. kind¬ 
ness than it usually shows to such ink'll. It lias ever, we 
fear, shown but small favour to its teachers; hunger and 
nakedness, perils and reviling, the prison, thp poison- 
chalice, the Cross, liave, in most tiijie.s and countries, 
been the market-price it Las offered for wisjiom—the 
welcome with which it ha-s treated tho-e v. ho have come 
to enlighten and purify it. Homer, and Socrates, and 
the Chrislian Apostles. b<'long to old days: hut the 
world's martyrology was not completed with these. So 
neglected, so “persecuted they the prophet',” not iu 
Judea only, but in all plac*.*'* where nmn have been. We 
reckon that every poet of Bums’s order is. or should U*, 
a prophet and teacher to his ago ; that he has no right 
to expect kindness, but rather is bound to do it : that 
Bums, in particular, experienced fully the iniuil propor¬ 
tion of goodness; and that the blame of his failure, as 
we have said, lies not chiefly with the world. 

Wliere then does it lie ? We are forced to answer, 
WITH iiXM8BEr; it is his inward, not his outward mle- 
fortiines, that bring him to the dust. Seldom, indeed, 
w it otherwise ; selaom is a life morally wrecked, but the 
grand cause lies in some internal nial-arrongement,— 
some want, leas of good fortune than of good guidance. 
Nature fashions no creature without implanting in it the 
strongtb needful for its action and duration : least of all 
does she neglect her master-piero and d^Ung—the poetic 
soul! Neitner can we believe that it is in the power of 
any external circumstancee utterly to ruin the mind of 
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a man ; iiay»—if proper wisdom b© given him,—even so 
much as to affect its essential health and beauty. The 
steniest sum-total of all worldly misfortunes is Death ; 
nothing more can lie in the cnp of human woe: yet many 
men, in all ages, have triumphed over death, and led it 
captive; converting its physical victory into a moral 
victory for themselves—into a seal and immortal conse¬ 
cration for all that their past life had achieved. What 
has been done may be done again ; nay, it is but tl>o 
degree, and not the kind, of such heroism, that differs 
in different seasons : for, without some portion of this 
spirit, not of boisterous daring, but of silent fearlessness, 
—of SELF-DKNIA.L in all its forms, no great man, in any 
scene or time, has ever attained to be good. 

VI.—THE IJLANK BIBLE.—ROOEBS. 

I THOUOiiT I was at home, and that, on taking up my 
Bible one morning, I found, to my surprise, what seemed 
to be the old familiar book was a total blank : not a 
character was inscribed in it or upon it. On going into 
the street, I found every one complaining in similar 
perplexity of the same loss ; and before night it became 
evident that a great and wonderful miracle had been 
wrought in the world : the hand which hatl written its 
awful menace on the walls of Belshazzar’s palace had 
reversed the miracle, and expunged from our Bibles 
every syllable they contained :—thus reclaiming the most 
precious gift that Heaven had bestowed, and ungrateful 
man had abused. 

I was curious to watch the effects of this calamity on 
the varied characters of mankind. There was, however, 
universally, an interest in the Bible, now it was lost, such 
as had never attached to it while it was possessed. Some, 
to whom the Sacred Book hod been a blank for twenty 
years, and who never would have known of their loss but 
for the lamentations of their neighbours, were not the 
least vehement in their expressions of sorrow. The cala¬ 
mity not only stirred the feelings of men, but it imme¬ 
diately stimulated their ingenuity to repair the loss. It 
was very early suggested that the whole Bible had again 
and again been quoted piecemeal in one book or other; 
that it had impressed its image on human literature, and 
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had been reflected on its surface, as the stars on a stream. 
But alas! on inspection, it was found that every text, 
every phrase which had been quoted, whether in books 
of theolo^^•, poetry, or fiction, had been remorselessly 
obliterated. 

It was with tTemblinR hand that some made the attempt 
TO transcrilx* the erased texts from memory. They feared 
that the n-niin^ would surely fade away ; but, to thtur 
unspeakable joy, they found the impression durable ; and 
people at length came to the conclusion, that God left them 
at liberty, if they could, to reconstruct the Bible for them¬ 
selves out of the’ir collective remembrances of its contents. 
Some obscure individuals who bad studied nothing else 
but the Bible, but who had well studied that, came to l>e 
objects of reverent^ among Christians and booksellers; 
and he who could fill up a chasm by the restoration ot 
words which were only partially remembered, was regarded 


as a public benefactor. _ 

At length, a great movement was projected amongst the 
divines of all denominations, to collate the results of these 
partial recoveries of the Sacn'd Text. But here it was 
curious to see the variety of different readings of same 
passages insisted on by conflicting theolo^ans. No doubt 
the worthy men were generally unconBCiou.s of the influ¬ 
ence of prejudice ; yet somehow the memory was seldom 
eo clear in relation to texts which told o^inst, aa in rebi- 
tion to those which told for, their several theories. 

It was curious, too, to see by what odd associations, 
sometimes of contrast, sometimes of resembbnce, obscure 
texte were recovered. A miser contributed a ma«m of 
prudence, which be recollected principaUy from having 
systematically abused. All the ethical 

collected; for though, aa usual, no one recollected hw 
owTi peculiar duties or infirmities, every one kindly ^ 
membered those of his neighbour. As for 
“ times for everything,” few could recal the ^ 

everybody remembered some. Undertakers said there 
was “a time to mourn”; and comedians said there ^ 
"a time to laugh”; young ladies innumerable remember^ 

there waa “ afime to love” ; and people ^all kinds, t^ 

there was “a time to hate”; eve^body knew 

“atime to speak”; and a worthy Quaker added, that there 

WM aiBO ** a tiis6 to koop 
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But the most amusing thing of all was, to see the variety 
of speculations which were entertained respecting the 
object and design of this strange event. IVIauy gravely 
questioned whether it could bo right to atteuq't the re- 
conslruction of a Book of which God .Himself had so 
manifestly deprived the world; and some, wlio were 
secretly glad to be relieved of so trouMesorue a monitor, 
u ere particularly pious on this he.:d, and exclaimed bitterly 
agaiust this rash attempt to counten.ct the decrees of 
Heaven. Some even maintained that the visitation was 
not in judgment but in mercy; that God, in compassion, 
aud not in indignation, had taken away a book which 
men had regarded with an extrav.agant auniiration and 
idolatrv : and that, if a rebuJte at all was intended, it was 
i\ rebuke to a rampant Biblioi This last reason, 

which assigned, r.s the cause of Cxod s resuuiption of His 
own gift, nil i-xtravagant admiration and reverence of it 
on the part oi; mankind—it being so notorious that even 
the best of those who professed belief in its Divine origin 
and authority liad so grievously neglected it—struck me 
as so exquisitely ludicrous, that 1 broke into a fit of 
laughter—wliieh awoke me ! 

The morning sun was stroamiu" in at the window, and 
shining upon the open Bible which lay on the table; and 
it was with joy that my eyes rested on these words, which 
I read through grateful tears,—“ The gifts of God are 
without repentance."’ 


VII.—THE RKIGN OP GEORGE THE THIRD.— 

\y. M. Tuackeuay. 

To read the mere cat^ogue of chai acters during this reign, 
we should have all text and no sermon, iiiugland has to 
undergo the revolt of the American colouies ; to submit 
to defeat and separation ; to shake under the volcano of 
the French Hevolution; to grapple, and fight for the life, 
with her gpgantic enemy, Napoleon ; to gasp and raV.y 
after that tremendous struggle. The old society, with 
its courtiy splendours, has te pass away; generations of 
statesmen have to rise and disappear. Steam has to be 
invented; kings to be beheaded, banished, deposed, re¬ 
stored ; aud George the Third is to be alive through all 
these varied changes ; to accompany his people through 
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a\\ these revolutions of ihought, go%erniuent, society ; to 
survive out of the old world into ours. 

I fancy that peculiar product of the past, the Fine 
Gentleman, has almost vanished off the face of the earih, 
and is disappearing—like the beaver, or the It^d Indiin. 
We c:in*t have fine gentlemen any more, because we can’t 
have the societv in ''bich thi'y lived. The people will 
not obey; the ’ par-asites u-iJl not be as obsequious as 
formerly ; children do not go down on their knees to beg 
their parents’ blessing; chaplains do not say gr.ice, and 
retire l^fore the pudding; servants do not say “ your 
honour’’and -your worship,” at every moimut: tnidea- 
men do not stand liat in hand as the gcnlleujan pas.-i's : 
aiirhor-t do not wait for hums in aiiie-ruoins witli a fulsome 
dedication, for which they hope to get five guineas from his 
“ iorddiip." 

Jr is to the middle clnsv we must look for the safety 
of England ; the working educated men, away from aris¬ 
tocratic brit>ery in the senate; the good clerg)'. not 
<-omjpted into’ parasites by hopes of pn-ferment : the 
tradesmen, rising into manly opulence: the paintii-s. 
pursuing their gentle calling ; the men of letters, in their 
quiet >tudi.'s rliese are the men whom we love, and like 
to read of, in the biSt age. How finiall the grandees, and 
the men of pleasure, look beside them ! And they were 
<' 00 d, as well as witev and wise, these dear old friends o. 
The past. Their minds were not d.*bauched by excess, or 
effemiuate with lu.turv. They toiled their noble days 
hbour; thev rested, and took their kiudly pleasui-e ; they 
cheered their holiday meetings with generous wit and 
hearty interchange o*f thought; they were no prudes, but 
no blush need follow their conversation ; they wem merry, 
but no riot came out of theircups. 1 like, I say, to think 
of that society; and not merely how pleasant and how 

wi«e, but how good they were 1 i ■ 

I believe it is by persons bebeving themselves m the 
right that nine-tenths of the tyranny of the world has 
l)een perpetrated. Bemember that the Kmg behoved 
himself anointed by a Divine commission ; remember that 
ho was a man of slow parte and imperfect education; that 
the same awful will of Heaven which placed a crown upon 
his head,—which made him tender to his 
his life, courageons, and honest,—made him dull of com- 
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prehension, obstinate of will, and, at many times, deprived 
him of reason. He was the father of his people; his 
rebellious children must be flogged into ol'edience. He 
was the Defender of the Protestant Faith ; he would rather 
lav that stout head upon the block, than that Dissent should 
have a share in the government of England. And do you 
not suppose that there are honest bigots enough in all 
countries to back kings in this kind of statesmanship ? 

King (reorge's household was a model of an English 
gentleman*8. It was early ; it was kindly ; it was chari- 
tabh‘: it was frugal ; it was orderly : it must have been 
stupid, to a degree which I shudder now* to contemplate. 
No wonder all the princes ran away from the lap of that 
dreary domestic Virtue! 

Of’all the Ogures in that lai^e family group which sur- 
round.s George and liis Queen, the prettiest, I think, is 
the father’s darling, the Princess Amelia—pathetic for her 
beauty, her sweetness, her early death, and for the extreme 
passionate tenderness with which her father loved her. 
The poor soul quitted the world ; and, ere yet she was 
dead, the agonised father was in such a state that the 
oiHcei's round about him were obliged to set watchers over 
him ; and, for ten dreary years before his death, George 
the Third ceased to reign. All the world knows the history 
of his malady : all history presents no sadder tigure than 
t hat of the old man, blind and deprived of reason, wander¬ 
ing through the rooms of his palace, addressing imaginary 
parliaments, reviewing fancied troops, holding ghostly 
courts. He was not only sightless, he became utterly 
deaf. All light, all reason, all sound of human voices, all 
the pleasures of this world of God, were taken from 
him ! Some slight lucid moments he had, in one of which 
the Queen, desiring to see him, entered the room, and 
found him singing a hymn, and accompanying hinisetl 
at the harpsichord. When he bad fiDished, he knelt down, 
and prayed aloud, for her—and then for his family—and 
then for the nation—concUiding w’ith a prayer for him¬ 
self, that it might please God to avert this heavy calamity 
from him; but, if not, to give him resignation to submit. 
He then burst into tears, and his reason again fled ! 

What preacher needs moralize on this story ? What 
words, save the simplest, are requisite to tell it? It is too 
terrible for tears. The thought of such a misery smites 
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loe doA'Q in submission before the Kuler of kiug^ and 
men—the Monarch Supreme over empires and republics, 
the Inscrutable Dispenser of life, death, happiness, victory. 

“ O brothers ! ” I said to those who heard me first in 
America—“O brothers! speaking the same dear mother 
tongue—O comrades! enemies no more, let us take a 
mournful hand together as we stand by this royal corpse, 
and cal! a truce to battle! Low he lies to whom the 
proudest i;sed to knee! once, and who was cast lower than 
the poorest; dead, whom millions prayed for in vain. 
Driven off his throne : buffeted by rude bands ; wdtb his 
children in revolt ; the darling of his old age killed Ixd'ore 
him untimely,—-our licar liangs over her breathless lips, 
and cries, ‘ Cordelia! Cordelia I stay a little I ’ 

• Vex not his ^;tiOit—oh I let him pass !—he hates him 
That wouhi, u|Hat tbe rack of this tough world, 

Stretch him out longer I * 

Hush, Strife and Quarrel, over the solemn grave ! Sound, 
trumpets, a mournful march ! Fall, dark curtain, upon 
his pageant, his pride, his grief, his awful tragedy ! ” 


- VIII,—A WILD NIGHT AT SEA.—Chables Dickens. 

A DAEK and dreary night; people nestling in their beds 
or circling late about the lire; Want, colder than Charity, 
shivering at the street corners; church-towers humming 
with the faint ribration of their own tongues, but newly 
resting from the ghostly preachment—“One!” The earth 
covered ^vith a sable pall, as for the burial of Yesterday : 
the clumps of dark trees,—its giant plumes of fimeral 
feathers—waring sadly to and fro : all hushed, all noise¬ 
less, and in deep repose, save the swift clouds that skim 
across the moon; and the cautious wind, as, creeping 
after them upon the ground, it stops to listen, and goes 
rustling on, and stops again, and follows, like a savage 
on the traiL 

Whither go the clouds and wind so eagerly ? If, like 
gnilty spirits, they repair to some dread conference with 
powers like themselves, in what wild region do the 
elements hold council, or whore unbend in terrible 
disport ? 

Here ! Free from that cramped prison called tbe earth, 
and out upon the waste of waters. Here, roaring, raging, 
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shrieking, howling, all night long. Hither come the 
sounding voices from the caverns on the co;;st of that 
small island, sleeping, a thoiu^and miles away, so quietly in 
the midst of angry waves; and hither, to meet them, 
ruslj the blasts from unknown desert places of the world. 
Here, in the fury of their unchecked liberty, they storm 
and buffet with each other; until the sea, lashed into 
passion like their own, lea])s up in ravings mightier than 
theirs, and the whole scene is whirling madness. 

On. on, on, over the countless miles of angry space, 
roll the long heaving billows. Mountains and caves are 
here, and yet are not : for what is now the one, is now 
the other ; then all is but a boiling heap of rushing water. 
Pursuit, and tliglit, and mad return of wave on wave, and 
savage struggling, ending in a .spouting up of foam that 
wliitens the bLack night; incessant change of place, and 
form, and hue ; constancy in nothing but eternal .strife : 
on, on, on they roll, and <larker grows the night, and 
louder howl tlie winds, and more clamorous and fierce 
Ix'come the million voices in the sea—when the wild cry 
goes forth »ipon the storm, A ship ! ” 

Onward she comes, in gallant combat with the elements, 
her t.all masts trembling, and her timbers starting on the 
strain ; onward she comes, now high upon the curling 
billows, now low down in the hollows of the sea, as 
hiding for the moment from its fiirv : and every storm- 
voice in the air and water cries more loudly yet, “ A 
ship! ” 

Still she comes striving on: and at her boldness and 
the spreading crj', the angry waves rise up above each 
other’s hoary heads to look: and round about the vessel, 
far as the mariners on her decks can pierce into the 
gloom, they press upon her, forcing each other down, and 
starting up, and rushing forward from afar, in dreadful 
cariosity. High over her they break, and round her 
surge and roar; and, giving place to others, moaningly 
depart, and dash themselves to fragrnents in their baffled 
anger ; still she comes onward bravely. And though the 
multitude crowd thick and fast up<m her all the 
night, and dawoi of day discovers the im tiviTig train yet 
bearing down upon the ship in an eternity of troubled 
water, onward she comes, with dim lights bunxiog in her 
hull, and people there asleep : as if no deadly element 
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were peering ia at every seam and chink ; and no di <.'vnod 
seaivuin's grave, with but a plank to cover it, were 3 .;wn- 
ing in the unfailiomable depths below 


IX.—ON HUMAN GRANDEUR.— GOLDSMlTil. 

An aIehouse-ke4‘per, near Islington, who h.ad long lived 
at tlieTTprof the French King, upon the commencement 
of the last war pulled down his old sign, and put up that 
of tlie Queen of Hungary. .Under the influence of her 
red face and golden sccpttV he continued to sell aje, till 
she was no longer the favourite of hi.s customers ; he 
changed her, therefore, some time ago, for the King of 
Prussia, who may probably be changed, in turn, for 
the ne.vt great man that shall be set up for vulgar 
admiration. 

In tl)is manner the great are dealt out, one after the 
other, to the gazing crowd. When we have sutllciently 
wondered at one of them, he is taken in, and another 
exhibited in his room, who seldom holds hi.s station 
long;—for the mob are ever pleased with variety. 

1 ma-t own, 1 have such an indifferent opinion of the 
vulgar, lhat I auj ever let! to suspect that merit wliich 
raL'US their shout ; at least X am oTtain t/> find those 
great, and sometiine.-i good men, who feel Pati.sfaction in 
Kuch acclamations, made worse by it : and history Ima 
too frequently taught me, that the head \\ hi<-h 1ms grown 
this (biy giddy with the roar of the million, h;.s, tlie very 
next, been fixed upon a pole. 

There is scarce a village in Europe, siiid not one uni¬ 
versity, that is not furnished with its litllo great men. 
The he;ul of a petty corporation, who opposes the designs 
of a prince, who would tyrannically force his subjects to 
save their best clothes for Sundays; the puny pedant, 
who finds one undiscovered quality in the pol^'pus, 
or dascribes an unheeded process in the .■skeleton of a 
mole, and whose mind, like hw microscope, perceives 
nature only in detail; the rhymer, who makes smooth 
verses, and paints to our imagination when he should 
only apeak to our hearts;—all equally fancy themselves 
walking forward to immortality, and desire the crowd 
behii^them to look on. The crowd tikes them at their 
word. Patriot, philosopher, and poet, are shouted in 
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thciv traiu. “ Where was tliere ever so much merit 
seen? no times so impjrtaut as our own I Ages, yet 
unborn, shall gaze with wonder and applause!’’ To 
such imisic the important pigmy moves forward, bustling 
and .swelling, and aptly compared to a puddle in a storm. 

1 have lived to see generals, who once had crowds 
hallooing after them wlierever they went, who were 
tH'prais'ni by newspapers atid magazines,—those echoes 
of tlie voice of the vulgar,—and yet they have long sunk 
iiito merited obscurity, with scarce even an epitaph left 
to flatter. A few years ago the herring-fishery employed 
all Grub-.‘itn:>et; it was the topic in every coffee-nous^e, 
and the burden of every ballad. We were to drag \ip 
oceans of gold from the bottom of the sea; we were to 
s\jj)ply all Europe with herrings upon our own terms. 
At present we hear no more of all this. We have fished 
up very little gold, that I can loam ; nor do we furnish 
the world wnih herrings, a.s was expected. Ijet us 
wait but a few years longer, and we shall find all our 
expectations—a lierring-fishery ! 


X.— TIIK ArrROACn of evening.— Heuvey. 

Evkuy object, a little while ago, glartnl with light; but 
now, all appear with softened lustre. The animals 
liarmonize with the insensible creation ; and what was 
gay in those, as well ns glittering in this, gives place to 
a universal gravity. Should I, at such a season, be vain 
and trifling, the heavens and the earth would rebuke my 
unseasonable levity. Therefore be this moment devoted 
to thoughts, solemn as the close of day, sedate as the face 
of things. However my social hours are enlivened with 
innocent pleasantry, let the Evening, in her sober habit, 
toll the bell to serious consideration. Every meddling 
and intrusive avocation is excluded. Silence holds the 
door against the strife of tongues, and all the imper¬ 
tinences of idle conversation. The busy swarm of vain 
images and cajoling temptations, which beset \is, wdth a 
buzzing importunity, amid the gaieties of life, are chased 
by these thickening shades. Here 1 may, without dis¬ 
turbance, commime with my own heart, and learn that 
best of sciences—to know myself. 
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XL—SORROW FOR THE DEAD.— Washington Irving. 

TffE sorrow for the dead is the onlv sorrow from which 
we refuse to be divorced. Every other wound we seek 
to heal—every other affliction to forget; but this wound 
we consider it a duty to kc- opeti—this affliction we 
cherish and brood over in solitude. Where is the motluM- 
who would willingly foi^et the iulant that perislied like u 
blossom from her arms, though every recollection is a pang? 
Where is the child that would willingly forgot the mo't 
tender of parents, though to remember be but to lament ? 
Who, even in the hour of JMjouy, would forget the friend 
over whom he mourns? Who, even when the tomb is 
closing upon the remains of her he most loved ; when he 
feels his heart, as it were, crushed in the closing of its 
portal;—who would accept of consolation that mu.st lx? 
bought by forgetfulness ? No, the love which survives 
the touib is one of tbe noblest attributes of tbe soul. If 
it has its woes, it has likewise its delights: and when the 
overwhelming burst of grief is calme<i into the gentle 
tear of recollection; when the sudden anguish and the 
convulsive agony over the present ruins of all that we 
most loved, is softened away into pensive im-dilation on 
all that it was in the day.s of its loveliness—who wouhl 
root out such a sorrow' from the heart? Though it may 
sometimes throw a parsing cloud over the bright hour of 
gaiety, or spread a deeper sadness over the hour of gloom; 
yet who would exchange it. even for a song of pleasure, 
or the burst of revelry? No, there is a voice from the 
tomb sw'eeter than song. There is a remembrance of the 
dead, to which we turn even from the charms of the living. 
Oh, the grave ’—the grave! It buries every error-covers 
every defect—extinguishes every resentment. From il-s 
peaceful bosom spring none but fond n-grete and tender 
recoUections. Who can look down upon the grave, even 
of an enemy, and not feel a compimctious throb that he 
should over have warred witli tlje poor handful of earth, 

that lie.s mouldering before him ? 

But the grave of those we loved—what a place for 
meditation ! There it is that we call up, in long review, 
the whole history of virtue and gentleness, and the thou¬ 
sand endearments, lavished upon us—almost unheeded 
in the daily intercourse of intimacy; there it is that we 
dtveli upon the tendvmess—tbe solemn, awful tenderness 
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—of the parting scene. The bed of death, with all its 
ntiflcd griefs—its noiseless attendance—it^ mute, watchful 
assiouities. The last testimonies of expiring love ! The 
ft'-eble. fluttering, thrilling—oh, how thrilling !—pressure 
of the han<l. The last, font! look of the ghixiiig eve, 
t urning u])on us, even from the thre'hold of existence 
The laint, faltering accc*nts, struggling in death to gi' 
one more assurance of alTecnouI 

Ay! go to the grave of buried love, and meditut^'! 
There settle the account with thy conscience, for ever/ 
j^ast benclit unrequited—eve^ry past endearment unre¬ 
garded—of that dcparhal being, who can never—never— 
nev<T return, to he .soothed by thy contrition! 

If thou art a child, an<l ha.st ever added a sorrow to the 
soul, or a furrow to the silvered brow, of on atfectionafo 
parenf,—if thou art a husband, aiul ha'-t ever caused the 
fond bosom that ventured its whole happiness in thy arms, 
to doubt one momeiiL of tiiv kindness or thv truth.—if 
thou art a friend, and h i-t ever wronged, in thcuglit, or 
word, or dcsnl, the .vnirit tiiat generouslVconfided in 
—if thou art a lover, and h.ast ever given one iminerit«?d 
pang to that true heart which now lies cold and still be¬ 
neath thy feet;—tlicn l)e sure that every unkind look, 
every ungracious word, every imgontle action, will come 
thronging hack upon thy uicMnoiv, and knocking dolefully 
at thy soul; then be sure thivt thou wUt lie down, sorrow¬ 
ing and repentant, on the grave, and utter the unheard 
groan, and pour the unavailing tear—more deep, more 
bitter, because unheard and unavailing ! 

Then weave thy chaplet of flowers, and strew the beauties 
of nature about the grave; console thy broken spirit, if 
thou c.anst, with the-so tender, yet futile tributes of regret: 
but, take warning by the bittorne.ss of this thy contrite 
alflictioii over the dead, and henceforth be more faithful 
and affectionate in the dischai^o of thy duties to the 
living. 


XII.—LIBERTY AND SLAVERY.— Sterne. 

Disguise thyself as thou wilt, still. Slavery! still thou 
art a bitter draught: and though thousands, in all ages, 
have been made to drink of thee, thou art no less bitter 
on that account. It !•« thou, Liberty!—thrice sweet and 
gracious goddess, whom all in public or in private worship. 
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—whose taste is gratclHiI, and ever will be so till Nutiire 
hersoJt shall change. Xo tisit of words can spot thy 
snowy mantle, or chemic power tnm thy sceptre inr»‘ 

iron :-with thee to .smile upon him as he eats his cru.'^t, 

the swain is bappit-r than his monarch, from whose court 
thou art exiled. Gracious Heaven ! grant me but hvaltli, 
thou Great Bestower of it, and give me but this fair 
goddess as my companion : and shower down Thy mitreSf 
—if it seem cood unto Thy divine providence,—upon 
those iieads whicb are achiug for them. 

Pursuing these ideas, I sat down close by my table, 
and, leaning my head upon my hand, I began to ligure 
to mvself the miseries cf confinement. I was in a right 
frame for it, and so I gave full scope to my imagination. 

I was going to begin with the millions of my fellow - 
cieatures, born to no inheritance but slavery ; but find¬ 
ing, however affectiivg the picture was, that 1 could not 
bring it near me, and that the multiiude of satl grcuj)s 
in it did but distract me- 

—I took a single ca^^ve, and, having first shut him 
up in his dungeon, 1 then looked through the twilight of 
his gnited door to take his picture. 

1 btiheld Itis body half wasted away with long expecta¬ 
tion and confinement; and felt what kind of sickness of 
the heart it is, which arises from hope deferred. Upon 
looking nearer, I saw him ()ale and feverish: in thirty 
years the we.stem breeze luul not once fann<;d his blood— 
ho haxl seen no sun. no nioon, in all that time—nor had 
the voice of friend or kiiLsinan breathed through his 
lattice. His children- 

But here my heart began to bleed—and I was forced 
to go on with .'mother part of the portrait. 

He w’us sitting upon the ground upon a little straw, in 
the farthest corner of his dungeon, which was alternately 
his chair and bed : a little ciUendar of small sticks was 
laid at the lu-ad, notclied all over witli the dismal days 
and nights he had passed there: he had one of these 
little sticks in his hand, and, with a rusty nail, he was 
etching another day of misery to add to the heap. As 1 
darkened the little light he had, he lifted up a hopeless 
eye towards the door,—then cavt it down—shook his 
head—and went on with his work of affliction. I heard 
his chains uj;on his legs, a.** he turned bis body to lay hia 
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little stick upon the bundle. He gave a deep sigh—I 
saw the iron enter into bis soul —1 burst into tears—I 
could not sustain the picture of confinement which my 
fancy had drawn. 

XIll.—THK ACQUITTAL OF THE BISHOPS.— 

LoBn M.vcaulay. 

It was dark before the jury retired. The night was a 
night of intense anxiety. Some letters are extant which 
were despatched during that period of suspense, and 
which have therefore peculiar interest. “It is very late,” 
vs'rote the Papal Nuncio, “and the decision is not yet 
known. The judges and the culprits have gone to their 
own homes. The jury remain tog ether. To-morrow 
we shall learn the event of this great struggle.” 

The Solicitor for the Bishops sut up all night with a 
body of servants, on the stairs loading to the room 
where the jury was consulting. It was absolutely neces¬ 
sary to watch the officers who watched the doors ; for 
those officers were .supposed to be in the interest of 
the Crown, and might, if not carefully observed, have 
furnished a courtly juryman with food, which would 
have enabled him to starve out the other eleven. Strict 
guard was therefore kept. Not even a caudle to light 
a pil>® was permitted to enter. Some basins of water 
for washing were suffered to pass at about four in the 
morning. The jurymen, raging with thirst, soon lappied 
up the whole. Great numbers iif people walked the 
neighbouring streets till dawn. Every hour a messenger 
came from Whitehall to know what was passing. Voices, 
high in altercation, were repeatedly heard within the 
room ; but nothing certain was known. 

At first, nine were for acquitting and three for con¬ 
victing. Two of the minority soon gave way, but Arnold 
was obstinate. Thomas Austin, a country gentleman of 
great estate (who had paid close attention to the evidence 
and speeches, and had taken full notes), wished to argue 
the question. Arnold declined. He was not used, he 
doggedly said, to “reasoning” and “debating.” His 
conscience was not satisfied, and he should not acquit 
the bishops. “If you come to that,” said Austin, “look 
at me; I am the largest and strongest of the twelve, and, 
before I find such a petition as this a libel, here I \W 11 
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suvy till 1 am no bigger than a tobacco-pipe.'’ It wa> 
six in the morning h^iore Arnold yielded. It was soon 
known that the jury were agreed, but what the verdict 
would be was still a secret. 

At ten the Court again met. The crowd was greaU-r 
than ever. The jury appeared in their box, and there 
was a breathless stillness. 

Sir Samuel Astry spoke: “Do you find the defendants, 
or any of them, guilty of the misdemeanour whereof they 
are un|>€ached, or not guilty ? ” Sir Koger Langley 
answered, “Not guilty.” As the words passed his hp-'^, 
Halifax sprung up and waved his hat. At that signal, 
bencht^s and galleries raised a shout. In a moment ten 
thousand persons, who crowded the great hall, replied, 
with a still louder shout, which made the old oaken root 
crack; and, in another moment, tho innumerable throng 
without set up a third huxza, which was heard at Temple 
Bar. Tho boats which covered the Thames gave an 
answering cheer. A peal of gunpowder was heard on 
the water, and another, and another; and so, in a few 
moments, the glad tidings went flying past tlie Savoy 
and the Friars to London Bridge, and to the forest of 
masts below. 

As tho news spread, streets and squares, market-pUw^ 
and coffee-houses, broke forth into acclamations. Yet 
were the acclamations less strange than the ww^ping. 
For the feelings of men hud been wound up to such a 
point that at length tho stern English nature, so little 
used to outward signs of emotion, gave way, and 
thousands sobbed for very joy. Meanwhile, from the 
outskirts of the multitude, horsemen were spurring oil 
to bear along the great roads intelligence of the victory 
of tho Church and nation. Yet not even that astounding 
explosion could awe the bitter and intrepid spirit of the 
Solicitor. Striving to make himself heard above the din, 
he called on the Judges to commit tho.se who had violated, 
by clamour, the dignity of a court of justice. One of 
the rejoicing populace was seized j but the tribunal felt 
it would be absiird to punish a single individuid for an 
oilenoo common to hundreds of thousands, and dismissed 

him with a gentle reprimand. 

The acquitted prelates took refuge, from the crowd 
whicli implored their blessing, in the nearest chapel 
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where divine service was performing. Many churches 
were open on that morning througliout the capital, and 
many pious persons repaired thither. The bells of ^1 
the parishes of the city and liberties were ringing. The 
jury, meanwhile, could scarcely make their way out or 
the hull. T)>ey were forced to shake hands with hun¬ 
dred^. “God bless you!” cried the people; “God 
prosper your families ! you have done like honest, good- 
natured * gentlemen. You have ;aved us to-day.” As 
the gentlemen \^ ho had supported the cause drove off, 
they flung from their windows handfuls of money, and 
bade the crowd drink to the health of the bishops and 


the jury 

The king had tliat morning visited the Camp. While 
he ^^Jls present, respect prevented the soldiers from 
giving loose to their feelings; but ho iiad scarcely 
(juitlod the camp when he heard a great shouting. He 
was surprised, and asked what the uproar meant. “ No¬ 
thing," was the answer. “ The soldiers are glad that 
the bishops are acquitted. ” “ Ho you call that nothing ? 

said James. “JSo umoh the worse for them!” He might 
well be out of t(*mper. His defeat had been complete 
and most humiliating. 


XIV.— OSSIAN’S ADDllE.SS TO THE SUN.— Macpherson. 

O Tuoo that*roTlcst above, round as the shield of my 
fathers 1 Whence are thy beams, O Sun ! thy everlasting 
light? Thou comest forth in thy awful beauty—the 
stars hide themselves in the sky; the moon, cold and 
pale, sinks in the western wave. But thou thyself 
movest alone: who con be a companion of thy course? 

The oaks of the mountains fall; the mountains them¬ 
selves decay with years ; the oc<?an shrinks and grows 
again; the moon herself is lost in heaven : but thou art 
for ever the same—rejoicing in the brightness of thy 
course. 

When the world is dark vvith tempests, when thunder 
rolls, and lightning flies ; thou lookest in thy beauty from 
the clouds, and laughest at the storm. But to Ossian 
thou lookest in vain ; for he beholds th}' beams no more, 
whether thy yellow bail's flow on the Eastern clouds, or 
thou tr«mblest at the gates of the West. 
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But thou art perhaps like me—for a season : thy 
wiU have an end ; thou shalt sleep m the clouds, careies^ 
of the voice of the morning. Exult then, O bun, m the 
strength of thy youth ! Age is dark, aud unlovely: it is 
Uke the glimmering light of the moon "hen it shines 
through broken clouds: the mist is on the lulls: the 
blast ot the north is ou the plain; the traveller shinies 
in the midst of his journey. 


XV.—LABOUR.—Thomas Carlyle. 

Thebe is a. perennial nobleness, and even sacieduess in 
work. AVere^hau ever so benighted, or forgetful ot 
his high calUng, there is always hope m him who actuahy 
and earnestly works; in idleness alone is there per^tua 
despair Consider how, even m the meanest sorts ol 
labour the whole soul of a man is coropo.sed into real 
harmony, lie bends himself vvith free valour against 
his task ; and doubt, desii-e, sorrow, remorse, indignation, 
despair iteeU', shrink murmuring far ott into their caves. 
The^glow of labour in him is a pun^-ing hre, wheivm all 
poiEOU is burnt up: and of smoke itaelf there is made a 

bright and blessed tiame. i t i • i „ , 

Blessed is he who has found his work ; let him ask no 

other blessedness ; he has a life pun>ose. I^lxiur is life- 
From the heart of the worker rises the celestial force, 
breathed into him by Almighty God, awakening him to 
all nobleness, to all knowledge. Hast thou valued 
natience, courage, opennes-s to Ught, or readiness to own 
tbv mistakes ? In wrestling with the dun brute powe^ 
of Fact, thou wilt continually learn. For every noble 
work, the possibilities are doused through immenMty— 

undiscoveruble, except to Faith. .... . 

Man, son of heaven! is there not in thine inmost 
heart a spirit of active method, giving thee no rest till 
thou unfold it? Complain not. Look up. weaned 
brother. See thy fellow-workmen surviviug throiigu 
eternitv—the sacrtd baud of iinmortalsl 



EMOTIONAL AND CHABACTERISTIC 

PROSE READINGS. 


I.—THE ELDER'S DEATH-BED,—I^ofessor WiLSOK. 

Foe six years’ Sabbaths, 1 had seen the Elder in his 
accustomed place beneath the pulpit; and, with a sort 
of solemn fear, had looked on lus steadfast countenance, 
during sermon, psalm, and prayer. I met the Pastor, 
going to pray by his death-bed:—and, with the privilege 
which nature gives us to behold, even in their last ex¬ 
tremity, the loving atul belovetl, I turned to accompany 
him to the house of sorrow, of resignation, and of 
death. 

And now, for the first time, 1 observed, walking close 
to the feet of his horse, a little boy about ten years of 
age, who kept frequently looking up in the Pastor’s face, 
wdth his blue eyes bathed in tears. A changeful ex¬ 
pression of grief, hope, and despair, made almost pale, 
cheeks which otherwise w’ere blooming in health and 
beauty; and I recognised, in the small features and 
smooth forehead of childhood, a resemblance to the aged 
ram], who, we understood, was now lying on his death¬ 
bed. “ They had to sen*! his grandson for me through 
the snow, mere child as he is," said the Minister, looking 
tenderly on the boy; “but love makes the young hean 
bold;—and there is One who tempers the wind to the 
shorn lamb.” 

As we slowly approached the cottage through a deep 
snow-drift, we saw, peeping out from the door, brothers 
and sisters of our little guide, who quickly disappeared: 
and then their mother showed herself in their stead ; 
expiessing, by her raised eyes and arms folded across 
her breast, how thankful she was to see, at last, the 
Pastor,—beloved in joy and trusted in trouble. 

A few words sufficed to say who was the stianger:—and 
the dying man, blessing me by name, held out to me his 
cold shrivelled hand, in token of recognition. 1 took my 
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Beat at a smaU distance from the bed-side, 

SflliPsi 

■“ do not nbnto," .nid the ,f “ 

l.“T® O^JLVd”old'lLt" H,ied 

his head, „ Duriuc thirty years that 1 hu^e 

said the dying man. I ujj.sed sitting 

th"e"mo;^^^^ -y children 

there on a Tuesday she died, and on 

uae taken trom me—it wus on a x j^^tber, when my 

;r& S^iri'ilssriE 

“^IbJrforherToice wa. not in the throng -Her grave 
"■^hTclifntr^’ren Sdi^d S^jo hia grandchild : 

o Ja^o thy own father haa forgotten thee m thy 

rw w,^ out :itreo:r:w. d«nVd 

r^Lr ha^l “Ohi if 

!;;riSV."Si'a^ ™ pwS.A- “■ “'-*-■ 

for a diaobedicnt and - tjj fintvlooking 

The door was suddenly opened, and a 

man entered ; but wdth a 

seemingly in sorrow, m misery, ond remorse. t 
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coufouiid.‘d. and awe-struck by the nieLiuch.jlv s.ceue, he 
futt do'A-n on a chair, and looked with a ghastly face 
toward:^ his father’s death-bed. The Eider said, with a 
eoletnn voice, “Thou art come in time to receive thv 
lathers blessing. May the remembrance of what will 
happen iu this room, lx*foro the morning again shine 
o\tr the ITn/.-l-gleu, win thee from the error of thy 
ways ! Thou art here to witness the tnercy of thy God 
and thy .Sa\iour, whom 'iiiou hast forooiten.” 

1 i)e young man, with much elVort, adv.anced to the 
b.-d-side : and, at lest, found voice to say, Father, I am 
not without the affections of nature; and I hurried home 
the moment I heard that (he Minister had been seen 
riding towards our house. 1 hope that you will yet 
recover; and if 1 ha\e ever made you unhappy’, I 
your forgiveness ; for, it:ough I m.ay not think ns you do 
on matters of religion, 1 ha\e a human heart. Father, 3 
may liave been uukiud, but I am not cruel. I ask your 
forgiveness.” ^ 

“ Come near to me, William ; kneel down by the bed- 
side, and let iny liand f«*l the head of my beloved son • 
t^or bhndue.s is coming fast upon me. Thou wast mv 
nrst-born, atjd thou art my ordy living child. All thy 
brothers and sisters are lying in tho churchyard, beside 
her, whose sweet face, thine own, William, did once so 
muon rc'^emblo. Long wast tliou the joy, the pride of n)v 
SOUK ay, too much tbc pride ; for there was not, in all 
the parish, such a man, such a son, as my o\vii WUliam. 

-iL einee changed, God may inspire it again 

yil!,,. ***g^it thoughts. I have sorely wept for thee—ay 
William, when there was none near me even as D.avid 
wept lor Absalom—for thee, my son ! my son ! ” 

A long deep groan was the only reply ; but the whole 
body ot the kneeling man was convulsed ; and it vras easv 
to see his sufferings, bis contrition, his remorse, and his 
despair. The Paator said, M ilh a sterner voice and au.4- 
terer countenance than were natural to him, “ Know vou 
who3e band is now lying on your rebelUous head ? But 
what signifies the word ‘ fatlier,' to him who has denied 
(xod the Father of us all ? “ Oh ! press him not too 

naixilj, tiuid his weeping wife, coming forward from a 
dark r^rner of tlie room, where she tried to conceal herself 
in grief, fear, and slmnie. “ Spare, oh ! spare my hus- 
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I-,,1,1!—he has ever been kind to me'/’ and. with that, 
she knelt dowTi beside him, with her !on«;, solt, white arms 
inournfiillv and affectionaudy laid across his neck. Go 
thou likewise, my sweet little Jamie,” said the £lder. 
even out of mv bosom, and knee! down beside thy lather 
and thy mother; so that I may bless \ou all at once. an<l 
with one vearuinj; prayer.” The child did as the solemn 
voice commanded, ami knelt <lo\yn soinewliat timidly by 
i:is fathers side; nor did the unhappy tnan decline encir¬ 
cling with hi-s arm his son, too ujucq negh'Cied, but still 
dear to him a-s his own blood—in spit© of the deadening 
and deba-'iu" influence of inlldelity! 

** Put the ^V'o^d of God into the hands of my sou, and 
i 't him read aloud, to his dying father, the eleventh Ldiap- 
ter of the Gospel according to St. John.” Ihe I’iistor 
went up to the kneeders, and said, “There was a time when 
none, NVilliaiu, could read the Scriptures better than 
couldsb thou ;—can it be that the son of my friend hath 
forgotten the lessons of hw youth?” lie had not for¬ 
gotten them ; there was no need of the repentant ^illner 
tr> lilt up his eyes from the bed-side. The sacred stivam 
of the Gospel had worn a channel in hi.s lieart, ami the 
waters were again flowing. With a choked voice, he read, 
‘•‘J-;sus said unto her, 1 am the resurrtKition and the life; 
and whosoever livelh and believeth in me, shall never 
die. Beliove.st thou thi-s ? Sho said unto him. Yea, Lord: 
I believe thou art the ChrLt, which -hould 

come into tho world.’ ” ^ - ■ 

“ That is not an unbeliever’s voice,” said the dying matt 
triumphantly; “nor, William, ha-st thou an unbeliever’s 
heart. Say that thou believest in what thou hast read, 
and thy father will die happy I” “I do believe,^and as 
Tiiou forg;ivest me, bo may 1 be forgiven by my Fatiilu 
who is in heaven.” The Elder seemed like a man suddenly 
in.spired with a new life. lli.s faded eyes kindled,—his 
pale chofiks glowedj^—his paGbid hands seemed to wax 
strong,—and his voice w’as clear, as that of manhood in 
its prfme.—“ Into Thy hands, O God! 1 commit my spirit” 
—and so sayingi h© gently sank back on his pillow ; and 
I thought I heard a sigh. There was then a long, deep 
silence; and the father, tho mother, and the child, rose 
from their knees. The eyes of us all were turned towards 
the white, placid face of the figure, now stretched in ever- 
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Ijvstinji rest ; and without lamentations, s:ive the silent 
lamen'tations of the resigned soul, we stood around th» 
1>EATU-UED OF TltE ElDEB. 


n.—oyF NICHE THE HIGHEST.—Eeimu Burbitt. 

The scene opens with a view of the great Natnral 
Bridge in Virginia. There are three or four lads 
standing in the channel below, looking up with awe 
to that vast arch of unhewn rocks, which the Almighty 
bridged over those everlasting butinents, “ when tlie 
morning stars sang together.*’ The little piece of sky, 
spanning those measureless piers, is full of stars, al¬ 
though it is mid-dav. It is almost 6ve hundred feet 
from' where they stand, up those perpendicular bulwarks 
of limestone, to the key of that vast arch, which appears 
to them only the size of a man’s hand. The silence of 
death is rendered more impressive by the little .stream, 
that falls from rock to rock down the channel. The 
sun is darkened, and the boys have uncovered their 
heads, as if stJinding in the presence-chamber of the 
Majesty of the whole earth. At last, this feeling begins 
to 'wear away: they look around them; and find that 
others have been there before them. They see the 
names of hundreds cut in the limestone biitments. A 
new feeling comes over their young hearts, aud their 
knives are in their hands in an instant. “ What man has 
done, man can do,” is their watchword, while they draw 
themselves up, and carve their names—a foot above those 
of a hundred full-grown men who have been there before 
them. 

They are all satisfied with this feat of physical exer¬ 
tion, except one ; whoso example illustrates perfectly the 
forgotten truth, that there is “ no royal road to learning.” 
This ambitious youth sees a name just above his reach— 
a name which will be green in the memory of the world, 
when those of Alexander, Csesar, and Bonaparte, shall 
rot in oblivion. It was the name of Washington 1 It 
was a glorious thought for the boy to write his name 
side by side with that great Father of his couu^. He 
grasps his knife with a firmer hand, and, clinging to a 
little jutting crag, he cuts into the limestone, about a 
foot above where he stands; he then reaches up, and 
cuts another for his hands. ‘Tis a dangerous adventure ; 
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lint as he puts his feet an«l hands into those gains, aud 
draws himself up carefully to lii.- full length, he find' 
himself a foot above ovi-iy name chronicled in tlia; 
mighty wall. ^Vhile his cotiipanions ai'e regarding him 
with concern and admiration, he cuts his name in wide 
capitals, large and deep, into that tiinty albiuu. Hi« 
knife is still in his hand, and strength in his sinews, and 
a new-created aspiration in hi- h<-ari. Again he cuts 
another niche, and again lie carves Ids name in larger 
capitals. This is not enough ; lu-eille'S of the 4*ntrc-ati<^s 
of his c'oinpanions, he cuts and climbs again ! The 
gradations of his ascending scale gr*>\\ wider a]>art. He 
measure* his length at every gain he cuts. Th - \oiees 
of his friends wax weaker and v.ealiir, fill their wr>;-ds 
are finally lost on his ear. He now, for the first time, 
caster a look beneath him. . . . Had that gdince lasted 
a moment, that moment would have been his last! He 
clings, with a convulsive shudder, to his little nicho in 
the rock. An awful abyss awaits his alino>t certain fall! 
He is faint wdth severe exertion, and trembling from the 
sudden view of the dreadful destruction to which he 
is exposed. Jlis knife is worn hulf-way to the haft. 
He can hear the voices, but not the words, of his terror- 
stricken companions Ixilow. What a moment! AVhat n 
meagre chance to escape destruction ! There is no re¬ 
tracing bis steps. It is impossible to put his hands into 
the same niche with his feet, and retain his slender hold 
a moment. His companions instantly perceive this new 
and fearful dilemma, and await his fall with emotions 
that “ freeze their young blood.” He is too lugh to ask 
for his father and mother, bis brothers and sisters, to 
come and witness, or avert, bis destruction. But one 
of his companions anticipates his desire. Swift as the 
wind, be bounds down the channel, and the situation of 
the fated boy is told upon his father’s hearthstone. 

Minutes of olmo.st eternal length roll on; and there 
are hundreds standing in that rocky channel, and hun¬ 
dreds on the bridge above, all holding their breath, and 
awaiting the fearful catastrophe. The poor boy hears the 
hum of new and numerous voices both above and below. 
He can just distinguish the tones of bis father, who is 
shouting, with all the energy of despair,—“ William ! 
William I Don’t look downl Tour mother, aud Henry, 
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<li(I not look clown, 
liis youns? heart, on 
auain his knile. 1I< 


and Harriet, are all here, praying for you ! , Don’t look 
down! Keep your eye towards the topi Iho boy 

H'is eye is tixe.l towards heaven, and 

Him who reigns there. He grasps 
-till III-- cuts another niche, and another foot 

IS added to the hundreds that remove him from the reach 
of human help below. How carefully he u.ses his wtisting 
blade ’ How anxiou.siv ii(‘ selects the softest places m 
that vast pier ! How he avoids every flinty grain I How 
he economises his physical powers, resting a moment at 
each <^ain he cuts, llow every motion is w.itc-hed from 

beloNv^I . . . Then; stand his father, mother, brother, and 

sister, on the very spit, where, if ho falls, he will not 

fall alone! . , . mi i > u 

Tho s\ni is luiU'-way clown in tne west, ihe laa has 

made Hftv additional niohi'S in thr.t mighty wall, and 

now finds himself direetlv under tlm middle of that vast 

arch of roc*k. earth, and trees. He must cut lus way in 

a new direction, to g*l I’.oin this overhanging mountain. 

The inspiration of lio])e is in iii.s bosom: its vital ueat is 

fed hv the inerea.sing shouts of hundreds pcrehcd upon 

the cliffs, the trees ; and others who stand, with ropes in 

their hands, upon the bridge above, or with ladders 

bidow Fifty more gains must bo cut before the longest 

rope cun reach him. His wasting blade strikes again 

into the limestone. The bov is emerging painfully, toot 

by foot, from under that lofty arch. Spliccul ropes are 

in the hands of those who are leaning over the outer 

ed^e of the bridge. Two minutes more, and all will be 

over I That blade is worn to the last balf-mch. The 

boy’s heatl reels; his eyes are starting from their sockets. 

His last hojio is dying in his heart; his life must hang 

upon the next gain he cuts. That niche is his At 

the last flint-gjish he makes, his knife—bis faithful knite 

_falls from his little nerveless hand, and, ringing along 

the precipice, falls at his mother’s feet! An involuntary 

rrroao of despair runs, like a death-kuell, through the 

Channel below, and all is stiU as the grave. At a height 

of nearly three hundred feet, the devoted boy lifts his 

hopeless heart and closing eyes to commend his soul to 

God 'Tis but a moment—there 1 one foot swings oft I— 

he is reeling— trembling—toppling over into eternity! 

Hark !—a shout falls on his ears from above! The man 
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who U lying with half his length over the bridge, hr^s 
caught a glimpse of the boy’s he;Ml and shoulders. Quick 
as thought, the noosed rope is within reach of the sink¬ 
ing youth. No one breathes ! With a faint convulsive 
effort, tho swooning boy drops his arm into the noose. 
Darkness comes over him, and with the words “ God ! ” 
and “Mother!” whispered on his lips just loud enough 
to bo heard in heaven—the tightening rope lifts him 
out of his last shallow niche. Not a lip moves while he 
is dangling over that fearful abyss ; but when a sturdy 
Virginian reaches dow*n and draws up the la<I, and 
holds him in his arms before the tearful, breathless 
multitude—such shouting, and such leaping and weeping 
for joy, never greeUid a human b.*ing, so recovei'ed from 
the yawning gtdf of eternity ! 


III.—fJM’.RIEL GKUB. — Charues Dickens. 

Ij 4 un old abbey town, a long, long while ago, there 
oHlciated, as sexton and gravedigger, one Gabriel Grub. 
It by no means follows that, because a man is a sexton, be 
should be morose and melancholy ; your undertakers are 
the inerrieBt fellows in tho world ; and I once had the 
honour of being on intimate terms with a mute, who, off 
duty, was as comical and jocose a little lellow as ever 
ciurped out a merry song without a hitch in his memory. 
But Gabriel Grub was an ill-conditioned, cross-grained, 
surly fellow, who consorted with nobody but himselt—and 
an old wicker bottle, which fitted into his larg»? deep 
waistcoat pocket. 

A little before twilight, one Cliristmas-eve, Gabriel 
shouldensd his spade, lighted his lantern, and betook 
himself towards tho old churchyard; for he had got a 
grave to finish by next morning. As he wended his way, 
he saw the cheerful light of tlie blazing fires, and heard 
the loud laugh and the ohe<*rful shouts of those who v/ero 
assembled around them. All this was gsdl and worm¬ 
wood to him ; and, as groups of children bounded out. of 
the houses, Gabriel bmiled grimly, and clutched the 
handle of his spade,—as be thought of “measles ! scarlet 
fever! thrush! whooping c<jugh ! ” and a good many 
other sources of consolation beside-s. 

In this happy frame of mind, Gabriel turned into tho 

l.^rk lane which led to tho churchyard j genemlly spewk- 

b 
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mg, to him, a nice, gloomy, mournful place; consequently, 
he xvaa not a little indignant to hear a young urchin 
roaring out some jolly song al»out a “ Merry Christmas 
in this very sanctuary,—which had been called ‘‘Coihn 
liane,” ever since the davs of the old abbey ; so Gabriel 
dodged the boy into a comer, and rapped bun over the 
head with his lantern five or six times, just to teach him 
to modulate his voice. And, as the boy hurried away,—- 
singing <iuite a different sort of tune,—Gabriel chuckled 
very heartily, and entered the churchyard, locking the 
gate behind him. 

He took off his coat, set down his lantern, and, getting 
into the unfinished gmve, worked at it with right goo<l 
will. But the earth was hardened witli the frost, and it 
was no very easy matter to break it up and shovel it out; 
but he was so well pleased with having stopped the small 
boy’s singing, that he looked dow n into the grave with 
grim satisfaction; murmuring, as he gathered up his 
things— 

“ Brave lodginjJts for one. brave l«lgin|.'s for one, 

A few feet of colli earth when life is done ; 

A stone at the he.'id, a stone at the feet— 

A rich juicy meal for the worms to cat; 

Bank grass overhead, and damp clay around. 

Brave lodgings for one. these, in holy ground I ” 

“ Ho ! ho ! ho! ” laughed Gabriel Grub, as he sat him¬ 
self down on a flat tombstone, and drew forth bis wicker 
bottle. “ A coffin at Christmas ! a real Christmas-box ! 

Ho! iio! bo! ” . 

“ Ho ! ho ! bo! ” repeated a voice, which sounded 

close behind him. 

Gabriel paused and looked round. The bottom or the 
oldest grave was not more still and quiet, than the 
churchyard in the pale frosty moonlight. The snow lay 
hard and crisp upon the ground, and spread over the 
tliickly-strewn mounds of earth so white and smooth a 
cover, that it seemed as if corpses lay there, hidden only 
by their winding sheets. Sound itself appeared to be 
frozen up,—all was so cold and still I 

i* was the echoes! said Gabriel, raising the 

bottle to hiB lips again. 

“ It was not ! ” said a deep voice. 

Gabriel started up; hia eyes rested on a strange un- 
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earthly figure which made his blood run cold. Ilis touguw 
wa« thrust out, as if in deri?ion ; and he was gritming— 
with such a grin as only a goblin could call up. 

“ It was not the echoes.—What do you here on 
Christmacj-eve ? " 

“ I—c—canie to dig a grave. Sir.” 

“ man wanders among graves and chureliyards 

on such a night as this ? ” 

“Gabriel Grub! Ghibriel Grub!” screamed a wild 
chorus of voices. Gabriel looked fearfully round— 
nothing was to "bo seen! 

“ What have you got in that bottle ? ” 

“ B—b—bmndy, ijir,” confessed the sexton, trembling 
more than ever; for he had bought it of the smuggler^, 
and ho thought that perhaps his questiouer might be in 
the excise department of the goblins. 

“ AVho drinks brandy alone, and in a churchyard, on 
such u night as this ? ” 

“ Gabriel Grub! Gabriel Grub ! ” exclaimed the wild 
voices again. 

“ And who, then, is otir fair and lawful prize ?” 

Tlie strain sounded like the voices of many clioristew, 
singing to the mighty swell of the old churcli organ—and 
dying away as its soft breath passed onward;— “ Gabriel 
Grub! Gabriel (rrub ! Gabriel Grub ! ” 

“ Well, Gabriel, what do you say ? what do you think 
of this, Gabriel?” said the goblin, contemplating his 
boots. 

“ It’s—it’s—very curious. Sir ; very curious, and very 
pretty ; b—b—but I think III finish my work, Sir, if you 
please.” 

“ Work! what work ? ” 

“The grave, Sir; making the grave.” 

“ Oh ! the grave, eh ? AVho makes graves at a time when 
all other men are merry, and bikes a pleasur«* in it ? ” 

“ Gabriel Grub ! Gabriel Grub ! ” 

“I’m afraid my friends want you, Gabriel,” said tho 
goblin, thrusting his tongue into his cheek. 

“ Under favour. Sir, 1 don’t think they can. Sir ; they 
don’t know me, Sir; I don’t think the gentlemen have 
over seen me, Sir.” 

“ Yes, they liave. We know the man with the sulky 
fore and the grim scowl, that came down the street to-night, 
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throwing his evil looks at the children and grasping his 
burving-spade the tighter. We know the man that struck 
the hov, in the eu\'ioii3 uialic-e of his heart, bin^ause the boy 
could iv merry, and he could not ! We know him ! 'V\ e 

- A v : we know him ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! " and the echoes 
returned the sound twentvfoKl, “ Ha ! ha! ha ! while 
the goblin, Hinging his legs up in the air, stood upon his 
head, on th© very edge of the tombstone, and threw a 
somersault, planting himself right at the sextons teet, 
as a tailor generally sits upon his shop-board. ^ 

- I_I—I am—afraid—I must leave yon. Sir ! 

“Leave us? No! ... . Gabriel Grub is going to 


leavens! llillo-ho-ho ! ” 

The sexton looked up, and saw a brilliant illumination 
within the windows of the church ; the organ pealed forth 
a lively air, and whole troops of gobhus poured into thy 
churchyaril, and began playing at leap-frog with the tomb¬ 
stones ; while the first goblin, not content with the 
comnion-sizod gravestones, leaped over the family vamts, 
iron railings and all, with os much ease as it they had 
been so many street posts. The organ played quicker wid 
quicker, the goblins leap<‘d faster and faster coiling 
themselves up; rolling head over heels upon the ground, 
and bounding over the tombstones like footballs. Ihe 
sextons brain whirled round—his legs reeletl—and the 
<roblin king, suddonlv darting towards him, laid his hand 
upon his collar. " O 1 ho ! ho ! ho! ” and sank with him 

through the earth! i i n 

Where was he ? In a large cavern—snrroimdeil on aU 

sides by crowds of goblins. In the centre of the room, 
on an elevated seat, was stationed lus friend of the 


churchyard! , i t 

“Ah!—cold, to-night,” said the king of the ^goblins, 

“ very cold ! A glass of something warm here ! 

Half-a-dozen officious goblins hastily disappeared, and 
presently returned with a goblet of liquid fire, which they 

presented to the king. , 

“ Ah ! ha! this warms one indeed ; bring a bumper ot 


the same for Mr. Grub! ” . . c u-*. f 

“ N-n-no, no, thank you, no : I’m not m the habit or 

taking anything warm at night! ” 

But one of the goblins held him, while another poured 
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the blazint^ liquid down his throat; and the whole a^seiiiblv 
screeched°with laughter as he coughed, and choked, and 
wiped awav his tears. 

“And now,” said the king, fantastically poking th*^ 
taper corner of his sugar-loaf hat into the sexton s eye. • 
“and now, show the man of misery and gloom a few ot 
the pictures from our gi-eat storehouse.” 

As the goblin said this, a thick cloud, which obsoureu 
the further end of the cavern, rolletl away, and disclosed 
—a small and scantily furnished, but ru'at and clean, 
apartment. A crowd of little children w as gathered round 
a bright fire, clinging to their mother’s gown, and gainlxil- 
ing round her chair. A frugal meal was ready spi-eiMl upon 
the table, and an elbow-chuir was ])laced near the liiv. A 
knock was heard at the door ; the mother opvin d it, and 
the children crowded round her—and clapjied tlu-ir hands 
for joy, as their father entered, wet and weary, and shaking 
the snow from his garments. Then, as he cheerily sat 
down, the children climbed about his knee, and the 
mother sat by liU side, and all seemed happiness and 
comfort. 

But a change came upon the view, almost imperceptibly. 
The scene was aUeriMi to a small bedroom, where tho fain^st 
and youngest child lav—dyir:g ! the roses liad fled from 
his cheek, and the light from his eye; and, even as the 
sexton looked on him—with an inU'fest he had never felt or 
known before,—be died ! HLs young brothers and sisters 
crowded round his little bt*d, and looked with awe on his 
infant face, calm and tranquil now: but they knew that 
ho was an angel,—looking down and blessing them from 
a bright and happy licsaven! 

Again the light cloud passed across the picture, and 
again the subject changed. The father and mother were 
old and helpless now, and the number of those nliout 
them wa.s diminished more than half; but content and 
cheerfulness sat on every face, .'ind lieamed in every eye. 
Slowly and peacefully the father sunk into tho grave; and, 
soon aftf?r, the sharerof all his cures and troubles followed 
him. Theiew who yet survived knelt by their tomb, and 
watered its green turf with their tears ; not with bitter 
cries or despairing Limontations, for they know that they 
should one day miet again;—and once more they mixed 
wi^h l-'.o busy w’orld, and their content and cheerfulness 
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\reie rt'stored. The cloud settled upon the picture, and 
ccrac<'aUHl it from the sextou’s view. 

•■What do you think of that?” said the goblin. 
Gabriel murmured out something about ... its being 
very pretty. 

“ You a miserable man ! You ! ” Indignation choked 
the goblin's utterance, so he lifted up one of his very 
pliable lege, and, flourishing it above his head to ensure 
his aim, administered a good sound kick to Gabriel Grub: 
immediately after which all the goblins-in-waiting crowded 
I'ouiid the wretched sexton, and kicked him without 
meivy ;—according to the established and invariable 
cvistom of courtiers upon earth, who kick whom royalty 
kicks, and hug whom royalty hugs. 

Show him some more! ” said the king of the goblins. 

Many a time the cloud went and came, and many a 
leffion it tavight to Gabriel Grub. He saw that men who 
worked hard, and earned their scanty bread with lives of 
labour, were cheerful and happy ; and that, to them, the 
sweet face of nature was a never-failing source of cheei’- 
fulness and joy. He saw that women—the teudei'est and 
most fragile of all God’s creatures—were the ofteuest 
superior to sorrow, adversity, and distress. Above all, 
he saw that men like himself, who snarled at the mirth 
and cheerfulness of others, we»e the foulest weeds on the 
fair surface of the earth ; and, setting all the good of the 
world against the evil, he came to the conclusion that it 
was a very decent and respectable world after all. 

Then the merry goblins gave three histy cheers— 
“ Hooray ! hooray ! hooray ! ”—Again the king gave his 
leg a flourish, but now it applaudingly patted the shoulders 
of the sexton: agaiu the attendant goblins imitated the 
example of their chief :—tlm morning rooster crew loud: 
the spirits vanished . . . and Gabriel Grub awoke! 

His wicker bottle was lying empty by his side ; and his 
coat, spade, and lantern, all well whitened by the last 
night’s frost, were scattered on the ground. At fii*st, he 
began to doubt the reality of his adventures ; but the 
acute pain of his shoulders, when he attempted to rise, 
assimed him that the kicking of the goblins was certainly 
not ideal. He was, however, an tiered man, and he 
could not bear the thought of returning to the town,— 
where his repentance would be .scoffed at, and his refer- 
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mation disbelieved, lie hesitated for a few moments ; 
and then turned away to wander where he might, and 
seek his breail elsewhere. 

There were a great many speculations about the sexton s 
fate, till some very credible witnesses declared that they 
had seen him distinctly whisked through the air on the 
back of a chestnut horse, blind of one eye, with the hind 
quarters of a lion, and the tail of a bear ! and the new 
sexton exhibibxl—for a trifling emolument—a good-si7.e<l 
piece of the church-weathercock, which ha<l been acciden¬ 
tally kicked off by the aforesaid horse in his aeriul flight. 

But a few years afterwards, Gabriel Grub r»‘app<‘ared 
—a ragged, contented, rheumatic old man. He told his 
story to the clergyman, and also to the mayor. Ihe 
believers in the weathercock tale were not easily prevailed 
to part with it; others shrugged their shoulders, touched 
their foreheads—or muttered something about Gabriel 
Grub’s having drunk all the brandy, and then fallen asleep 
among the tombstones ; and they explained what he sup¬ 
posed he had witnessed, by saying that he had seen the 
world an<l grown wiser. Be the matter how it )uay, 
Gabriel Grub was afflicted with rheumatism to the end of 
his days. 

This story has at least one moral, if it teach no Ixjtter 
one: and that is, if a maA turns sulky, and drinks by 
himself at Christmas-time, he may make uj) his mind to 
be not a bit the better for it, let tlie spirits ]>3 ever eo 
good, or let them bo even as many degrees beyond proof, 
as those seen by Gabriel Grub 1 


IV._TOPSY’S FIRST LESSON.—5lR8. IlABttirT B, Stowe. 

Miss Ophema began with Topsy by taking her into a 
chamber, and solemnly commencing a of instruo- 

tion in the art and mystery of bed-making. 

Behold, then, Topsy, washed and shorn of al the little 
braided tails wherein her heart had delighted, arrayed 
in a clean gown, with well-starched apron: stimduig 
reverently before Miss Ophelia, with an expression <it 

solemnity well befltting a funeral. 

“Now, Topsy, I’m going to ^ho^v you just “ow inv 
bed is to be made. I am very particular about my f>ea. 
You must lonrn exactly how to do it.’ 
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“ Yes, ma’am,” says Topsy, wnth a deep sigh, and a 
face of woful earnestness. 

“ Now, Topsy, look hen.*; this is the hem of the sheet; 
this is the right side of the sheet, and this is the wrong, 
—will you remember?” 

“ Yea, ma’am,” says Topsy, with another sigh. 

“ Well, now, the under sheet you must bring over the 
bolsU»r,—so—:in<l tuck it clear down under the mattress, 
nice and smooth,—ao,—do you see?” 

“ Yes, ma’am,” said Topsy, with profound attention. 

“ But the upper sheet must be brought down in this 

\say, and tucked under, firm and smooth, at the foot,_ 

so ;—the narrow hem at the foot.” 

“ Yes, ma’am.” said Topsy, as before. But we will add 

what Miss Ophelia did not see—that, during the time 
when the good lady’s back was turned in the zeal of her 
manipulations, the young disciple had contrived to snatch 
a pair of gloves and a ribbon, which she bad adroitly 
slipped into her sleeves, and stood with her bands 
dutifully folded as before. 

“Now, Topsy, let’s see you do this.” 

Topsy, with great gravity and adroitness, went through 
the exerciao ; smoothing the sheets, patting out every 
wrinkle, and exhibiting, through the whole process, a 
gravity aijd seriousness with which her instructress was 
greatly edified. By an unlucky slip, however, a fluttering 
tr^mont of the ribbon caught Miss Ophelia’s attention. 
“ WhatB this? . . . You naughty, wicked child,—you’ve 

been stealing this ! ” 

• why that ar’s Miss Feely’s ribbon, an’fc it? 
Jlow could it got caught in ay sloevo? ” 

“ Topsy, you naughty girl! you stole that ribbon ! ” 
Missis I declar for’t, I didn’t; never see’d it till die 
yer blessed inmnit.” 

* u it’s wicked to 

tell lies ? 

“I never teUs no lies. Miss Feely, it’s jist the truth 
1 VO been a tollin' novr, and au’t nothin* else.” 

“ Topsy, I shall have to whip you, if you tell lies so.” 

“ Laws, Missis, if you’s to whip all day, couldn’t say 
no otlier way, said Topsy, bcgiiming to blubber. I 
never seed dat ’ar,—it must have got caught in mv 
sleeve." ^ 
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Miss Oplielia was so indig^nant that she caught th»‘ 
child and shook her. ** Don’t vou toll me that again ! " 
The shake brought the gloves on to the floor from the 
other sleeve. There, you ! " said Ophelia, “ will 

you tell me now you didn’t steal the ribbon ? ’’ 

Topsy now confessed to the gloves, but still persisted 
in denying the ribbon. 

“Now’, Toi).sy, if you'll confe.ss all about it, I won’t 
whip you this time.’’ Thus adjured. Top.->y confessed 
to the riblx)n and gloves, with woful protestations of 
penitence. 

“ Well, now, tell ine,—I know you must have taken 
other things since you have* been in the house. Now 
tell me if you took anything, and I sl»;in’t whip yoji.” 

“ Law.s, Missis I ... 1 took Miss Dva's red thing she 
w ’ars on her neck.” 

“ You did V you naughty child !—"Weil, w hat else ? ” 

“1 took Eosa’s yer-rings—them red onCvS.” 

“ Go bring them to me this minute, both of ’em.” 

“ loaws, Missis ! I can’t—they’s burnt up ! ” 

“ Burnt up !—what a story I Go get ’em, or I’ll w hip 
you.” 

Topsv, with loud protestations, and tears and groans, 
declared that ebe cnuld not. “ They’s burnt up—they 
w’as.” 

“ What did you burn ’em for ? ” 

“’Cause I's wicked, I is. I’s mighty wicked, any how 
—I can’t help it.” 

Just at that moment, little Eva came into the room, 
with the identical coral necklace on her neck. 

“ Why, Eva 1 w here did yon get your necklace ? ” said 
Miss Ophelia. 

“Get it? why, I’ve had it on all day,” said Eva. 

“ Did you have it ob yesterday ? ” 

“ Yes; and what is funny, Aunty, I liad it on all 
night. I forgot to take it off when I went to bed.” 

Miss Ophelia looked perfectly bewildered; tlio more 
BO as Rosa, at that instant, came into the room, with a 
t)asket of newly-ironed linen poised on her head, and the 
coral ear-drops shaking in her ears! ^ 

“ Dm sure I can’t tell what to do with such a child ! ” 
she said in despair. “ W^hat in the world did you tell 
me you took those things for, Topsy ? ” 
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‘Why, Missis said 1 must ’fess; and I couldn't think 
of nothin’ else to ’fess.” 

But, of course, 1 didn't want you to confess things 
you didn't do ; that's telling a lie, just as much as the 

other.” . 

“ Laws, now. is it ’? ” said Topsy, with an air of inno¬ 
cent w’onder. ,, 

“ La, there an’t any euch thing as truth in that limb, 
said Kosa, looking indignantly at Topsy. “ If I was 
Mas’r St. Clare, I’d whip her till the blood run. I 
would—I’d let her catch it! ” 

“ No, no, liosa,” said Elva, with on air of comniand : 

“ YOU mustn’t talk so, Kosa. I can’t bear to hear^it. 

“ La sakes! Miss Kva, you’s so good ; you don’t know 
nothing how to get along with niggors. There’s no way 
but to cut ’em well up, I toll ye.” 

“ Rosa ! ” said Eva, “ hush ! Don’t say another word 
of that sort! ” and the eye of the child flashed, and her 
cheek deepened it.s colour. 

Rosa was cowed in a moment and went away. Eva 
stood looking at Topsy. 

There stood the two children, representatives of the 
two extremes of .society. The fair, high-bred child, with 
her golden head, her deep eye,s, her spiritual, noble brow, 
and prince-like movements; and her black, keen, subtle, 
cringeing, yet acute neighbour. They stood, the repre¬ 
sentatives of their races. The Saxon, ]x>rn of ages of 
cultivation, command, education, physical and moral 
eminence; the Afric, born of ages of oppression, sub¬ 
mission, ignorance, toil, and vice ! 

When Miss Ophelia expatiated on Topsy’s naughty, 
wicked conduct, Eva looked perplexed and sorrowful, but 
said sweetly— 

“ Poor Topsy, why need you steal ? You’re going to bo 
taken good CRre of now. I’m sure I’d rather give you 
anything of mine than have you steal it.” 

It was the first word of kindness the child had ever 
heard in her life ; and the sweet tone and manner struck 
strangely on the wild, rude heart, and a sparkle of some¬ 
thing like a tear shone in the keen, round, glittering eye 
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T.— THE DEATH OF LITTLE DOM BEY.—Chari.RS Dickkn^. 
Paul had never risen from his little bed. He lay then*, 
listening to the noises in the street, quite tranquilly ; liot 
earing much how the time went, but watching it, and 
watching everj'thing about him, with obser>'ing ey*^s. 
When the sunbeams struck into his room through the 
rustling blinds, and quivered on the opposite wall like 
golden water, he knew that evening was coming on, and 
that the sky was red and beautiful. As the reflection 
died away, and a gloom went creeping up the wall, he 
watched it deepen, deepen, deepen into night. Ihen lie 
thought how the long streets were dotted with lamps, and 
how the peai'eful stars were shining overhead, llis laucy 
had a strange tendency to wander to the river, which he 
knew was flowing through the great city ; and 
thought how black it was, and how deep it would look, 
reflecting the hosts of stars—and more than all, bow 

bieadiiy it rolled away to meet the sea. ... xi 

His only trouble was, the swift and rapid nver. rte 
felt forced, sometimes, to try to stop it—to stem it with 
bis childish hands—or choke its way with sand : and when 
he saw it coming on resistless, he cried out. But a word 
from his sister Florence, who was always at his side, 
restored him to himself; and leaning his poor head upon 
her breast, he told Floy of his dream, and smi ed. 

The people round him changed unaccountablv-except 
Florence ; Florence never changed—and wliat had Ix^en 
the doctors was now his father, sitting with his hc-ad upon 
his hand. And Paul was quite content to shut his eyes 
again, and see what happened next without emotion. 
But this figure, with its head upon its hand, returned so 
often, and remained so long, an<l sat so stiU and 
never speaking, never being spoken to, and rare y i g 
up ito face, that Paul began to wonder languidly it it were 
real; and, in the night-time, saw it sitting there, with 

‘"''“Floy,'* he said, “ what is that ? ” “ Where, dearest ?” 

“There^ at the bottom of tho bed.” “Tneres 
there, except papa ! ” The figure lifted up its l^^ad, and 
rose, and coming to the bedside, smd ^ y ow >j 
don’t you know me ? ” Paul Itmked it in e * 
thought, Was this his father? But the face,so 
his thinking, thrilled whUe he gared, as if it were m pain. 



76 


MIBCEIiIiAJfEOUa BKAJ)rN'Q3 


and. before he could reach out both his hands to take it 
between them, and draw it towards him. the figure turned 
away quickly from the little bed, and went out at the 
door. 

How many times the golden water danced upon the 
w all: how many nights the dark, d.ark river rolled towards 
the sea in spite of him : P.aul never .sought to know. If 
th(;ir kiiulnes.s, or his sense of it, could have increased, 
they were more kind, and he more grateful every day : 
but whether they were many days, or few, appeared of 
little moment now to the gentle boy. One night he had 
been tlunkingof his mother, and her picture in the draw¬ 
ing-room downstairs. The train of thought suggested 
to him to inquire if he had ever seen his mother: for 
he could not remember whether tliey had told him yes 
or no—the river running very fast, and confusing his 
mind. “ Floy, did I ever see mamma ? ” “rso, darling; 
why ? ” “Did I never see any kind face, like a mamma’s, 
looking at me when I was a baby, Floy ? " he asked, in¬ 
credulously, as if ho had some vision of a face bt'fore him. 

“ Oh yes, dear 1 ” “ Whose, Floy ?“ Your old nurse’s; 

often.” “And wiiero is my old nurse?” said Paul. 
“ Is she dead too ? Floy, are we all dead, except you ? ” 

There was a hurry in the room, for ati instant—longer, 
j>orhaps ; but it seemed no more—then all was still again; 
and Florence, with her face quite colourless, but smiling, 
held hLs head upon her arm. Her arm trembled very 
much, “ Show me that old nurse, Floy, if you please !” 
“ She IS not hei'e, darling. She shall come to-morix>w.” 
—“ Thank you, Floy I ” 

Little Dombey closed his eyes, and fell asleep. But he 
.soon awoke—woke mind and body, and sat upright in 
his bed. He saw them now about him. There was no 
grey mist before them, os there had been sometimes in 
the night. He knew them every one, and called them 
bv their names, 

“ And who is this ? Is this my old nurse? said the 
child, regarding with a radiant smile a figure coming in. 
Yes, yes I No other stranger would have shed those tears 
at sight of him, and called him her dear boy, her pretty 
boy, her own poor blighted child. No other woman 
would have stooped dowm by his bed, and taken up his 
wasted hand, and put it to her lips and breast, os one 
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who hnd f'ome right to fondle it. Xo other wonum 
would have so forgotten everv’body there but him and 
Floy, and been so full of tenderness and pity. “ Floy, 
this IS a kind good face,” said Paul. “ I am glad t^o s<v 
it a^ain. Don’t go awav, old nurse! Stayheiv!” 

“"Now lay me down,” he said : -and, Floy, come close 
- me, and let me >ee von ! ” Sister and brother wound 
their arms around each other, and the golden hght «ime 
.streaming in, and fell upon them, locked togetlier. , 
fast the river nins, between its green bimks and the 
rushes, Floy! But it’s verv near the sea. 1 hear the 
waves! They always said so.” Pn-sently he tt.ld In r Unit 
the motion o'f the 'boat upon the .stream was lullu.g him 
to rest. How green the banks were now, how bright the 
flow’ers growing on them, and ho\e toll the rushes . - o\v 

the boat was out at sea, but gliding smoothly on; and 
now there was a shore liefore them. Who stood on the 
bank ? He put his hands together, as he had been used 
to do at his prayers. He did not remove his arms to do 
it: but they saw him fold them so behind her neck. 
“Mamma is like you, Floy; I know her by the lace. 


But tell them' thnt the print upon the stairs Ls not 
divine enough. The light about the head is .shining on 

me as I go I ” , , 

S' ,i-back again, 

The old, 

with our 

rjice 

run its course, and the wide finnament is rolled 
like a scroll. The old, old 


The golden ripple on the wall came 
nothing else stirred in the room. . . 
fashion! The fashion that came in 
parents, and will last unchangi^d until our 


and 

old 

first 

has 


_ IS roiieu uj> 

fa.shion—Death ! Oh, thank 


God, all who see it/ for that older f^-sliiou yet, ot 
Immortality! And look upon us, angid.s of young 
children with remirds not quite estranged, when the 


children, with regards 
swift river bears us to the ocean 


VI.—THE FUNERAL OF LITTLE NELL—CHARLES DiCKENfl 

Anok the bell—the beU she had so 

night and day, and listened to with solemn 

almost as a IWing voice-rang lU remorseless tell, for 

her, so young, so dutiful, so good. 

vigoroii liferaiid blooming youth, and 

poured forthl-on crutches,—in the pndo of strength ana 
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health—in the full blush of promiae—in the mere dawn of 
life—to gather round her tomb. Old men were there, 
whose eyes were dim, and senses failing—grandmothers, 
who might have died ten j'ears ago, and still betm old— 
the deaf, the blind, the lame, the palsied, the living dead 
in many shapes and forms, to see the closing of that 
early grave. What was the death it would shut in, to 
tliat which still could crawl and creep above it ? 

Along the crowded path they bore her now: pure as 
the newly-fallen snow that covered it; whoso duv on 
earth had been as fleeting. Under the porch, where she 
had sat. when Heaven, in its mercy, brought her to that 
peaceful spot, she passed again; and the old church 
received her in its quiet shade. 

They carried her to one old nook, wlien* she had mauv 
and many a time sat musing, and laid their burdeii 
softly on the pavement. The light streamed on througli 
the coloured window—a window where the bougljs of 
trees were ever rustling in the summer, and where the 
birds sang sweetly all day long. With every breath of 
uir that stirred atnong those branches in the sunshine, 
some trembling, changing light would fall upon her 
grave. 

•• lilarth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust*’! Manv 
a young hand dropped-in its little wreath, many a stifled 
sob was heard. Some, and they wei'e not a few, knelt 
down. All were sincere and truthful in their sorrow. 

The sen-ice done, the mourners stood apart; and the 
NiUagers closed round to look into the grave, beforo the 
pavement-stone should be replaced. One called to mind 
how he had seen her sitting on that very spot, and how 
her hook had fallen on her lap, and she was gazing with 
a pensive face upon the sky. Another told how he had 
wondered much that one so delicate as she, should be .so 
daring ; how she had never feared to enter the church 
alone at night, but had loved to Unger there when all 
was quiet, and even to climb the tower stair, with no 
more light than that of the moon’s rays stealing through 
the loopholes in the thick oM wall. A whisper went 
about among the eldest, that she had seen and talked 
with angels ; and when they call; d to mind how she had 
lookc^ and spoken, and her early death, some thought 
it might be so, indeed. Thus, coming to the grave in 
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little knot', and glancirjg down, and giving place to 
others, and falling off in wlii8|x*ring groups of three or 
four, the church was cleared in time, of all but the sexton 
and the mourning friends. 

They saw the vault covered, and the stone fixed down. 
Then, when the dusk of evening liud come on, and not 
a sound dist\nbed the sacred stillness of the placv—w hen 
the bright moon poured lier light on tomb and inonu- 
rncnt, on pillar, wall, and arch, and ino>t of all (it 
seemed to them) upon her quiet grave,—in that calm 
time, when outward things and inward thoughts teem 
with assurances of immortality, and worldly hoj)e« and 
fears are hunibled in the dust—then, with tranquil and 
submissive hearts, they turned away, and left the child 
with God. 

Oh I it is hard to take to heart the les>on that such 
deatlis will teach ; but let no man reject it, for it is one 
that we must all learn, and is a mighty, univei-sal Truth. 
When Death strikes down the innocent and yoting, for 
every fragile form from which he lets the panting spirit 
free, a hundred Virtues rise, in shapes of I^Iercy, Charity, 
and Love, to walk the world, and bless it. Of every 
tear that sorrow’ing mortals shed on such green gmves, 
some good is born, some gentler nature com<*9. In the 
Destroyer’s steps there spring up briglit creatures that 
defy his power, and his dark path becomes a way of 
ligld to Heaven. 


Vn._AN M.P.'s PRIVATK SKCKKTAHV.-CH.uiLts Dickkns. 
“I DKOUOUT tliis card from tho General Agency Otfice, 
sir,” said Nicholas, “ wishing to offer myself as your 
Secretary.” 

“That's all you have come for, is it?” said I^Ir. 
Gregsbury. “ You have no connection with any of tho.s«‘ 
rascally newspapers, have you ? You didn t get into 
the room to bear what was going forward, and put it 
in print, eh ? ” 

“ I have no connection, I am sorry to say, with anr- 
thing at present,” rejoined Nicholas,—politely enough, 
but quite at hi^ ease. 

“Oh!” said Mr. Gregsbury.^ “Sit down.— You 
want to be my Secretary, do you ? ” 

“ I wish to be employed in that capacity, sir,* 
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“ Well, now, what can you do?” 

“ 1 suppose,” raplied Nicholas, smiling, “ that I can do 
what falls usually to tlie lot of other secretaries.” 

“What’s that?” 

A secretary’s duties are rather diilicult to define, 
perhaps. They include, I presume, correspondence ? ” 

“ (Tood,” interposed Mr. Gregsbury. 

“ The arrangement of papers and documents, (^cca- 
bionally, perhaps, the writing from your dictation ; and 
possibly, sir,” said Nicholas with a half-smile, “the copy¬ 
ing of your speech for some public journal, when you 
have made one of mort> than usual importance.” 

“ Certainly, certainly ! What else ? ” 

“ Really, I am not able, at this instant, to recapitulate 
any other duty of a St^cretary, beyond the general one of 
making himself as agreeable and useful to his employer 
as he can, consistently with his own respectability ; with¬ 
out overstepping that line of duties which he undertakes 
to pc'rform, and which tl»e designation of his office is 
usually understood to imply.” 

“This is all very well, - What is your name?” 

“Nickleby.” 

“ This is all very well, Mr. Nickleby; and very proper 
so far a-s it goes—so far as it goes,—but it doesn’t go far 
enough. X’here are other duties, Mr. Nickleby, which a 
Secretary to a Parliamentary Gentleman must never lose 
sight of. I should require to be cntmmed, sir.” 

“ May I beg your pardon, if I inquire what you mean, 
sir?” 

“ My meaning, sir, is perfectly plain. My Secretary 
would imve to make himself master of the Foreign 
Policy of the world as it is mirrored in the newspapers ; 
to run his eye over all accounts of public meetings—all 
leading articles—and accounts of the proceedings of 
public bodies; and to moke notes of anything which it 
appeared to him might be made a point of, in any little 
speech upon the question of some petition lying on the 
table, or anything of that kind. Do you understand ? ” 

“ I think I do, sir.” 

“ Then, it would be necessary for him to make himself 
acqnaiuttd, from day to day, with newspaper paragraphs 
on |>.;sain;' ••vents : such ns, ‘ Mysterious Di'nt>pearance 
and Supposed Suicide of a Potboy/—or anything of that 
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sort, upon wliich I ini<»ht found a question to tho Seen - 
tary of State for the ilonio Department. Then, he wouki 
have to copy the question, and as much as I re:nerulvr**cl 
of the answer (including a little compliment about inde¬ 
pendence and good sense); and to send tho manuscrint 
to tho local paper, Nvith perhaps half-a-do7xjn lines of 
leader, to the effect that I was always to be found in my 
phtce in Parliament^ and never shrunk from the respon¬ 
sible and arduous duties, and so forth. You see?”— 
Nicholas bowed.—“Besides which, I should exp^vt him, 
now and then, to go through a few figures in the Printed 
'I'ables, and to pick out a few results, so that I might 
come out pretty well on Tirnber-Duty questions, and 
Finance (Questions, and so on ; and I should like him to 
get up a tew little arguments about tho dlsi^stroiis etTects 
of a Ketum to Cash Payments and a Metallic Curnmcy, 
with a touch now and then about tho Exportation of 
Bullion, and the Emperor of Bassia,—and bank notes,— 
and all that kind of thing; which it’s ouly niMres-sary to 
talk fluently about, because nobody understands it. Do 
you take me ? ” 

“ 1 think I understand.” 

“ With regard to such questions as nro not political, 
and which one can't be expixited to care about, Ivjyotul 
the natural care of not allowing inferior people to be as 

well off as ourselves—else where are our privileges ?_I 

should wish my fcJecretary to get together a few Htlle 
flourishuig speeches of a patriotic cast. For instaucc, if 
any prepaxterous Bill were brought forward for "iviii:' 
poor grubbing authors a right to their own pro[)erty 1 
should like to say that 1, lor one, would never consent 
to opi>osing an insurmountable bar to the diffusion of 
literature among tlie ydu understand ?—tluat the 

creations of the pocket, being man’s, might belong to one 
man, or one family ; but that the creations of the brain, 
being God's, ougiit, aa a matter of course, to belong to 
the people at large—and, if I was plea.srmtly disposc^d, 1 
should liko to make a joke about posKu-ity, and say that 
those who wrote for posterity should bo content to bo 
rewarded by tho approbation of posterity i it might take 
with the House, and could never do me any harm, because 
posterity can’t be expected to know anything about me, 
:iT my jokes cither—do you see ? ” 


6 
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*• I st*e that, sir,” replied Nicholas. 

‘ You ma.«t aKvays bear in mind, in such cases as this. 

M iif'n- our interests are not affected, to put it very strong 
alx>\it the People, because it comes out very well at 
fl.'otion-linie : and you could be as funny you liked 
about the Authors/because I believe the greater part of 
live in lodgings, and are not voters. This is a 
iiastv outline of the chief things you’d have to do,—except 
waiting in the lx)bby every night, in cjise I forgot any¬ 
thing, and should w.ant fresh cnimming; and, now and 
tlien, during great debatea, sitting in the front row of 
the gallery, and saying to the people .about—‘You see 
tliat gentleman, with his hand to his face, and his arm 
twisted round the pillar—that’s Mr. Gregsbury—the 
C’dobr.'ifed Mr. Grc'gsbury,'—with any other little eulo- 
gitni; that might strike you at the moment. And for 
salarv. I don’t mind saying at once in round numbers, to 
pr<‘vent any dissatisfaction—though it’s more than I’ve 
iKjen accustomed to give—fifteen shillings a week, and 
find yourself. There!” 

With this handsome offer, Mr. Gregsbury once more 
tlux'w himself back in his chair, and lookea like a mau 
uho had been most profiig.ately liberal, but is determined 
not to repent of it notwithstanding. 

“Fifteen shillings a week is not much,” said Nicholas 
mildly. 

“Not much 1 Fifteen shillings a week not much, 
young man ! Fifteen shillings a-” 

“ Pray do not supposo that I quarrel with the sum, 
sir, for I am not ashamed to confess that, whatever it 
may be iu itself, to me it is a great deal. But the duties 
and responsibilities make the recompense small, and they 
an.* so very heavy that I fear to undertake them.” 

‘•Do you decline to undertake them, sir?” inquired 
Mr. Gregsbury, with his hand on the bell-rope. 

*• I fear they ai*© too great for my powers, however 
g«iO<l iny will may be» sir.” 

“ Th.at is as much as to say that yon had rather not 
accept the place, and that you consider fifteen shillings a 
week too little. Do you decline it, sir?” 

I have no alternative but to do so.” 

“ Door, Matthews! ” said Mr. Gregsbury as his 
servant appeared. 
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1 am sorrT I have troubled vou imnecessarilv, sir/' 

“ I am sorry you have.” rejoined Mr. Greg^bury. 
turning liis back. “ Door, Mattliews ! ** 

“Good morning, sir.” 

“ Door. Matthews ! ” 

The bov beckoned Xichola‘5, and. tumbling lazily down¬ 
stairs before him, opened the door, and ushered him into 
the street. 



:_TIIE EMPEROR’S NEW CLOfriES.— 
(Compressed Translation-) Hax.s C. AspF.Rsr.N. 

Maxt vcars ago, there lived an Emperor, who was so 
fond of having new clothes, that he spent all his nionc*y 
upon dres.s and finery. He had a coat for every hour in 
the day: and, just as in other countries they say of a 
king, “ His Majesty i.s in his council chamber,” they said 
of him, “The Emperor is in his dressing-room.” 

Gne day, there came a couple of impostors, w ho gave 
tliemselves out as weavers, and pretended that they could 
weave the most beautiful cloth imaginable. Not onlv 
were the colours and the pattern of remarkable beauty, 
but the clothes, made of the material, possessed the won¬ 
derful quality of being invisible to the eyes of such 
persons as were either not fit for the office they held, or 
irremediably stupid. 

“ Those would, indeed, be valuable clothes,” thought 
the Emperor; “ for, when I put them on, I should be able 
to find out which men are unfit for their offices, nn<l to 
distinguish the wise from the stupid ones. 1 must have 
some of this stuff woven for me directly! ”—And he gave 
the two impostors a handsome sum to begin their work with. 

They then put up two looms : they asked for the finest 
silk, and the most splendid gold thread (all of which they 
put into their pockets), and pretended to be working— 
working—working, at the empty looms. 

“ I should like to know how they are getting ou, 
thought the Emperor. Yet he felt some misgivings, 
w'hen ho recollected that stupid persons, or such as wen* 
unfit for their office, could not see the material. “ Ah I 
I will send my worthy Prime Minister; be has a great deal 
of good sense, and nobody is more fit for his office than he.” 

The good old Minister accordingly went into the room 
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where the two impostors sat, working at the empty looms. 

“ Eh ! mercy on us ! I can see nothing at all." But he 
took cure not to say so. The two impostors asked if he 
did not think the ‘pattern very pretty, and the colours 
extremely beautiful? “ T-t-t! can I be so stupid after 
all ? I never tliougbt myself so, and I must not let any 
one know it: Can I be unfit for my olhce ? .... Oh! 
it is most elegant, most lovely," answered the Minister, 
staring through his spectacles; “both the pattera, and 
the colours. 'l shall be sure to tell the Emperor how 

pleased I am with the stntT." i, < j i 

“ We are delighted to hear you say so. ’ And the 
weavers got more money, more silk, and more gold. 
They put^it all into their pockets as before, and kept 
working—working—working, at the empty looms. 

Every visitor spoke of the splendid stuff that waa being 
woven.’ The Eiiip-u'or had now a mind to see it himself; 
so ht* went, with his retinue, into the room where the two 
cunning impostors w'ere working away without either 
warp or woof. 

Is it not magnificent ? And they pointed to the 


empty loom. 

“ Why, how’s this?" thought the Emperor. “I can 
see nothing whatever! This is quite alarming! Can I be 
stupid ? Am I not fit to bo Emperor ? That would be 
the most shocking thing that could happen to me 1... Oh, 
it’s very pretty 1 ” cried he; “ it has our most gracious 
approval! ’’ And he nodded condescendingly, os he 
gazed at the empty loom—for he would not own that 
he saw nothing. 

“ Oh I ah ! it’s very pretty!" repeated all his retinue, 
and they advised him to put on the beautiful new clothes 
on the day of the public procession. The words, “ Ele¬ 
gant ! ” “ Splendid ! " “ Magnificent! ’’ were bMidied 

about from mouth to mouth ; and the Emperor conferred 
on the two impostors the title of “ Wearers to the 
Imperial Court, ’ 

The two impostors sat up the whole of the night pre¬ 
ceding the day on which the procession was to take place, 
and bad lit up more than sixteen taTOrs. People could 
see them busy at work, finishing the Emperor’s new 
clothes. They imitated the action of taking the stuff off 
the loom; then they cu^- it out in the air with large 
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ae’iesors, and proceeded to sew the garments, without 
either needles or thread, tiU, at length, they said, *• The 
clothes are now ready ! 

The Emperor then came in, accompanied by the prin¬ 
cipal Lords of liis Court; when the two Iini>erLil weavers, 
each raising his arms, advanced : “ Sire, here an? the 
trunk-hose, lic-re is the vest, here is the mantle. The 
tissue is as lif’ht as a cobweb, and one might fancy one 
had nothing on ; but that is just its greatest beauty.” 

“So it is,” said the courtiers ; though they could see 
nothing, as nothing was there to be seen. 

“ M'ill your Imperial Majesty be g^aciou-^ly pleased to 
take off your clothes ? ” said the impost.^r-, " and we will 
dress vou in the new ones, before this large ghxss.” 

The Emperor accordingly took off all his clothes : and, 
as they pretended to dress him in the new garments, 
his Majesty turned and twisted himsedf round, before the 
looking-glass. 

“How capitally the clothes fit!’ said all pivs'nt. 
“ What a beautiful pattern ! ” “ 'What vivid colours ! ” 

“ What a costly attire ! ” 

“ Mv Ue^e, they are waiting outside with the canopy 
that is to *be carried over your Majesty’s head in the 
procession,” cried the Master of the Ceremonies. 

“ Ah ! I am quite ready, as you may pt^rceive,” answered 
the Emperor. “ My dress lits nicely—does it not ? ” 
added he, turning once more to the glass, as if he were 
examining its beauties most minutely. 

The Lords of the Bed-chamber, who were to bear the 
train, pretended to pick it up from the floor, with both 
hands ; for they did not venture to show that they saw 
nothing. 

The Emperor tlien went forth ; while his attendants 
exclaimed: “Dear me! liow incomparably beautiful are 
the Emperor’s new clothes! What a tine train he has, 
and how' well it is cut! ” No one, in short, would let 
his neighbour think that he saw nothing; for it would 
have b^n like declaring himself unfit for his office, what¬ 
ever that might be, or, at best, extremely stupid. None 
of the Emperor’s clothes had ever met with sucm universal 
approbation as these. 

“But he has got nothing on!” cried at length one 
Uttle chUd. 
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“ On\r listen to that innocent creature” said the 
father; and the child’s remark was whispered from one 
TO the other» os a piece of laughable simplicity. 

'•But he has got nothing on !” cried at length the 

whole crowd. , , , • n- 

This startled the Emperor, for he had an inkling that 

they were in the right; but he thought: “I must, never¬ 
theless, face it out till the end. Go on with the proce^- 

And the lords-in-waiting went on, marching as stiffly 
as ever, and carrying the train—which did not exist. 


IX.—THE EATANSWILL ELECTION.— 


(CONDENSATION) CHARLES DiCEENS. 

On one particxilRr morning, the members of the 
spondiug Bmnch of the tainted Pickwickians (atteuded by 
Mi\ S:unuel Weller), took their places on the outride ot 
;he Eatanswill coach, to be present at the election of a 
Mciiibt.*r of Parliament for the borough of Eatanswill. 

The Eatanswill people, like the people of many other 
sniall towns, considered themselves of the most mighty 
importance j and every man felt himself bound to unite 
heart and soul with one of the two great parties that 
ilivided the town—the Blues and the Buffs. The Bli^s 
lost no opportunity of opposing the Buffs—and the Buffs 
lost no opportunity of opposing the Blues. If the Buffs 
proposed to new-skylight the market-place, the Blues 
denounced the infamous proceeding: if the Blues proposed 
the erection of an additional pump, the Buffs wei'e called 
on to rise as one man, and resist the monstrous enormity. 

Of course there were two newspapers in the town ;—The 
Eatansivill QazetU —Blue! and The Eatanswill IncUpendoxi 
—Buff!! Such leading articles, and such spirited attacks I 

“ Our worthless contemporary, the Gazette -” 

“ That disgraceful and dastardly journal, the Inde- 


pendeyxt 




That vile and slanderous calumniator, the Gazette — ** 
“ That false and scurrilous print, the Independent — ** 
Never was such a contest known. The Honorable 
Samuel Slumkey (of Slumkey Hall) was the Blue can¬ 
didate, andHoratio Fizkin, Esquire (of Fizkin Lodge),stood 
forward on the Buff interest. The Gazette warned the 
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electors that the eyes not only of England, bni of 
whole civilized world, were upon them : and the /-< 
doit imperatively demanded to know whether the consti¬ 
tuency of EatauswiU were the grand fellows they h.nl 
always taken them for—or base and servile tools, und.- 
serving alike of the name of linglishmen, and the blessings 

of freedom. ... 

Mr. Pickwick and the members of his tiub had u,> 

sooner dismounted from the coach than they were ^ur- 
rounded by a branch mob of the honest and ludepeudvnt, 
who forthwith set up three dtjafening cheers. 

Slumkey for ever 1 Hurrah • 

- One cheer more,” screamed a little fugleman. blam- 
key for ever ! ” roared the honest and independent. 

■“ Slumkey for ever ! ” echoed Mr. Pickwick. 

“Who is Slumkey?” whispered Mr. Tupman. 

• I don’t know. Hush! Don’t ask any quevuon- 
It’s always best to do what the mob do/’ 

** But suppose there are two mobs . 

“ Then shout with the largest.” 

They entered the hotel—“ Waiter! can we haAe bM.s 
h *re ? 

‘‘Don’t know, sir—afraid we’re full, sir—Ill iiii|uire, 

t,ir .... .Ml Bluos, sir ? ” 

“ We wi.sh to see a gentleman of tho name of Perker, 
the Honorable Mr. Slumke/s agent. He is Blue, 1 

think ? ” 

“ Oh yes, sir.” 

“ Then we are Blue.” The wmter at once led tbe way 

to Mr. Perker’s apartment. 

Ah—ha ! my dear sir ! very happy to see you. Pray 
sit down. So you have carried your intention intoeflect. 
You have come dowm hero to see an election—eh? 
Spirited contest, my dear sir.” 

“ I am delighted to hear it.” 

“ Oh, yes, very much indeed. We have opened all the 
public homses, and left our adversary nothing but the beer 
shops. But Fizkin’s people have got three-and-thirty 
votes in the lock-up coach-house at the White Hart. _ The 
effect of that is, you see, to prevent our getting at them : 
and, even if we could, it would be of no use—for they 
keep ’em very drunk on purpose.—We are pretty wn- 
lident though : we had a little tea-party here last night— 
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five-and-forty women, mj dear sir—and gave every one a 
green parasol when ehe weiit away.” 

“ A parasol?” 

“Fact, my ae^-r sir! fact! Five-and-forty green parasols 
at seven and sixpence apiece. All women like finery. 
Extra.)rdiuarv the effect of these parasols—secured all 
tlv'ir husband.'? and half their brothers—l>oats stockings, 
and flannel, and all that sort of thing hollow. My idea, 
mv clear sir, entirely ! ha! bn ! ha ! ” * * * 

“ Well, Sam,” said Mr. Pickwick ne.xb morning—“ all 
alive to-doy, f sup])oso ? ” 

“ Keg'lar game, sir : our people’s o-coUectin’ do\vn at 
lhc» Town Arms, and they’re a-hollerin* them.selves hoarse 
already.” 

“ Energetic, eh ? ” 

Uncommon ! I never see men eat aud drink so much 
af(»re. 1 wonder they an’t afeerd o’bustin’.” 

“ Fine, fresh, hearty follows, they seem !” 

“ A\'erry fresh : me and the tw'o waitei\s at the Pea- 
cock li.as becui pumping over the independent wotei*s as 
siipj>ed there last night. They're in reglar line order 
now! Shillin’ a head the Committee paid for that ’ere 
job.” 

“ Can sucl^ things be ? ” 

“ Law bless your heart, sir, why, where was you half 
br.ptized? that’s nothin’—that a’nt,—nothin’at all, sir! 
The night afore the last day of tlie last election here, the 
opposite party bribed the barmaid at the Tomti Anns, to 
hocus the brandy-and-w’ater of fourteen unpolled electors, 
as was a-stonpin’ in the ho\i.se.” 

‘•What do you mean by ‘hocussiug’ brondy-and- 
water. Sam ? ” 

“ Puttin’ laudanum in it. Bless’d if she didn’t send 
them all to sleep till twelve hours arter the election was 
over. They took one man up to the booth in a truck 
fast a.slcep, by way of experiment; but it was no go— 
they wouldn’t poll him; so they brought him back, and. 
put him to bed again.” 

“ Strange practices, these! ” 

“ Not half 80 strange as a miraculous circumstance as 
happened to my own Wher, at an election time, in. this 
worry place, sir.” 

“ "What was that, Sam ? ” 
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“ Whv, be drove a coach down here once. ’Liectiou 
time came on, and he wae engaged to bring down woters 
from London. Niglit afore he was a-goin' to drive up. 
Committee on t’other side sends for him quietly. ‘Ah, 
ilr. Weller,’ says the gen’l’m'n in the chair, ‘glad to see 
you, sir : how are you?’ ‘ Wery well, thank you, sir,’ 
says my father ; ‘I hope you’re pretty middlin’?’ says 
ho. ‘ Pretty well, thank yovi, sir,’ says the gen’l’inn : 

‘ sit down, Mr. AVeller. . . . It’s a wery bad road be¬ 
tween tliis and Loudon,* says the genlmn. Here arid 
there it is a heavy road,’ says my father. ‘ Specially near 
the canal, 1 think,’ sa-ys the gen’l’in’ii. ‘ N«isly bit. that 
’ere,’ says my father. ‘Weil. Mr. Weller, says the 
gen’l'm’n, ‘you’re a werv good whip, we know. Were 
all werv fond o' you, Mr. Weller: so in case you should 
have a haccident wlien you’re a-bringin’ those here w oters 
down and should tip ’em over into the canal, without 
hurlin’ of ’em, thi.s is for yourself,’—and he slips a 
twenty-pound note in hw baud. You wouldn't believe 
it sir, that, on the w'ery day as he camo down w ith them 
woters, Ui.s coach was up^ct on that ’ere wery si>ot, and 
every man on ’em was turned into the canal.” 

“ And got out again, I hojK*, Sam ? ” 

“ W hy, sir, 1 rather tliink one old gen’lm’n was roissiu’; 
I know- ins hat was found; but 1 ant quite certain 
whether Ids head was in it or not.—Hooray ! the fun’s 

t t 

jv-comiu I 

There was first a grand band of truDipots, banners, 
and drums, earning their money if ever men did. There 
were constables with blue staves—committee-men with 
blue scarves,—and voters witli blue cockades. There was 
an open corr^'ise-and-four with the Honorable Samuel 
Slumkey. TT\e 6agc were »*uBtling—the band was play- 
jug—the constables w'ero ew aring—the comndttee-nicn 
were equabbbng—the mob was shouting—the horses 
were backing—the post-boys perspiring; and all for 
the honour and renown of the Honorable Samuel 
Slumkey, of Slumkey Hall—one of the candidates for 
tiie representation of the Borough of Eatmiswill, in the 
Commons’ House of Parliament. Suddenly the crowd 
set up great cheering. “ Hooray! hooray ! 

“ Slumkey has shaJten hand.s with the coal-heavers. 
He has patted the babies on the head I He has kissed 
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one of lliom I—He has kissed another !—He’s kissing 
them all I ” and, hailed by the de^ifening shovits of the 
multitude, the procession moved on. 

I'hen there was a buff procession—buff constables— 
buff committee-men—buff voters, and buff babies. There 
were deafening roars of “ Silence ! silence ! ” wliile the 
two candidates—Mr. Horatio Fizkins, and the Honor- 
utile Sainiud Slumkey, with their hands upon their 
hearts, were bowing—and bowing—and bowing—to a 
troubled sea of heads; whence arose a storm of cheers, 
and groans, and yells, and shouts, and bootings, that 
wouhl have done honour to an earthquake. 

“ Sih'iice I ’’ roaivd the mayor’s attendants. 

'• Whiffin, proclaim silence ! ” said the mayor. Then 
the crier commenced a concerto on the bell, while the 
crowd called out, “ Muffins !” 

“ (Tentlemen,” said the Mayor, “ gentlemen, brother 
electors of the Borough of Eatanswill, we are mot here 
to-day—for tlie purpose—of choosing a representative— 

in the room of our late-” 

“Hooray for the Mayor! May he never desert the 
nail and sar’span business as he got his money by ! ” 

The remainder of the speech was inaudible—with 
the excejition of the concluding sentence, in which he 
thanked the meeting for the patient attention with which 
they liad heard him throughout. 

Then followed the pantomimic speeches of the rival 
movers and seconders; then the speeches of the can¬ 
didates themselves ; these addresses, though differing in 
every other respect, afforded a beautiful tribute to the 
merit and high worth of the Electors of Eatanswill. 
Both expressed their opinion that a more independent, 
a more enlightened, a more noble-minded, a more dis¬ 
interested set of men than those who bad promised to 
vote for him, never existed on earth. Mr. Fizkins ex¬ 
pressed his readiness to do anything he was wanted; 
Slumkey, his determination to do nothing that was asked 
of him. Both said that the trade, the manufactures, the 
commerce, the prosperity of Eatanswill would ever be 
dearer to their hearts than any other earthly object; and 
each had it in his power to state, with the utmost confidence, 
that he was the man who would eventually be returned. 

Of course there was a show of hands ; of course a poll 
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was d6maDd6d; of course a vote of thanks was moved to 
the Mayor for his able conduct in the chair: and, of 
course, t!ie Mayor returned thanks,—devoutly wishing that 
he had had a ch^r to display his able conduct in, for he 
hod be(?n standing all the time. 

Everything on the day of the poll wxs conducted on 
the most liberal and delightful scale. Excisable articles 
were remarkably cheap at all the public houses ; spring- 
vans paraded the streets for the accommodation of 
voters who were 8ei7.ed with any temporary di7./jness m 
the head, or tendency to lie on the pavement. One hour 
before the close of the poll, the law-agent of one ot the 
candidates had an interview with a small body of intel¬ 
ligent electors, who had not as yet been convinced by the 
eloquence of either party. The arguments of the man 
of business were brief but satisfac-tory. These electors 
went in a body to the poll; and, when they returned, the 
lawyer’s client was returned also. \ 

X.—ouu GUIDE IN HOME.—Mauk Twain. 
ErROPHAN guides tangle up everything, so that a man 
can make neither head nor tail of it. They know llieir 
story by heart—as a parrot does; and if you interrupt, 
and throw them off the track, they liave to bi'gin over 
again. They are so euinloyed in listening to bursts of 
adiniration.that they could not live in a soberer atmospheiv. 

After we di.scovered this, we never went into eesUieies ; 
we never admired anything, we never showed jiuylhing 
but impassible faces, and stupid indifference, before our 
guides: we have made some of these jKiople su^age, but 
we have never lost our serenity. 

The Doctor asks the questions generally, because he 
cun keep his countenance, and look like an inspired idiot 
—it comes natural to him. 

The guides are delighted to secure an Amencan party, 
especially before any relic of Columbus. Our guide— 
whom we invariably called Ferguson—fidgeted about as if 
he hod swallowed a spring mattress. He said,— 

•‘Come wiz me, genteelmen !—come! I show you ze 
lettre-WTitin^ by Christopher Colombo !—write it himself ! 
—write it wiH his own hand ! Come I ” 

After much fumbling of keys, and opening of locks,tlm 
stained and aged document was spreoa before us. 
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“Aba! what I tell von, genteelmen! Is it not so? See 
—handwriting, Christopher Colombo—write it himself ! ” 
The Doctor examined the document, very delib<*rat€lj : 

“ Ah !—Ferguson—what—what did you say was the 
name of the party who MTote this ? ” 

“ Christopher Colombo, ze great Chi-istopher Colombo!” 
“ Ah I—did he write it himself—or—or how ?” 

“ He write it himself !—Christopher Colombo—his 
own handwriting! write by himself!’ 

“ ’M ! why, I have seen boys in America, only fourteen 
years old, that could write better than that!'* 

“ But zis is de great Christo-” 

“ 1 don’t care who it is, it’s the worst writing I ever 
saw. Now you mustn't think you can impose on us, 
because we are strangers. We are not fools by a good 
deal. If you have got any specimens of penmanship of 
real merit, trot them out I—and if you haven't, drive on ! ” 
We drove on. The guide bad something which be 
thought would overcome us, 

“Ah, genteelmen, you come wis n>e here! 1 show you 
beautiful, O magnifique bust—Cliristopber Colombo! 
splendid, grand, inagnitique ! ” 

He brought us before the beautiful bust—for it was 
beautiful. 

“ Ah ! look, genteelman !—beautiful, grand—bust, 
Christopher Colombo!—beautiful bust, beautiful pedes¬ 
tal!” 

The Doctor put up bis eye-glass, procured for such 
occasions. 

“All! — What did you say this gentleman’s name 
was?” 

“Christopher Colombo! ze great Christopher Colombo!” 
“ Christopher Colombo—the g^at Christopher Colombo 
—Well, what did he do ?” 

“Discover America—discover America—O, ze stupid! 
“ butcs I—dindoDB! ** 

“ Discover America ? No—that statement will hardly 
wash. We are just from America ourselves, we heard 
nothing about it there. Christopher Colombo—pleasant 
name——is he dead ? ” 

“ O corpo di Baccbo!—three hundred year! ” 

“ What did he die of ? ” 

“ I do not know. I cannot tell.” 
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“ Small-pos, think ? ” 

“ I do not know, geateelmen—I do not know what he 
die of.” 

“ Measles, likely ? ” 

“Maybe, maybe, I do 7xol know—I think he die of 
somethings.” 

“Parents living?” 

“ Im-posseeble ! ” 

“ Ah—wliich is the bust, and which is the pedestal ? ” 

“ Zis de bust—zis de pede^tal! ” 

“ Ah, I see, I see—happy combination—very happy 
combination indeed. Is—is this the first time this 
gentleman \>'as ever on a bust ?” 

That joke was lost on the foreigner. French guides 
cannot master the subtleties of the American joke. 

We went to the \aHeau. It was hard to keep from 
admiration. We succt'.eded, though. The guide was 
bewildered—nonplussed. Ho reserved what be considered 
to be liis greatest wonder, till tlie last—a royal Egyptian 
mummy—the best preserved in tlie world perhaps. He 
tot)k us there. 

“ »See, genteelmen !—Mummy ! Mummy ! ” 

The eyeglass came up as calmly, as deliberately as ever. 

“ Ah,—Ferguson,—what <lid I understand you to say 
the gentleman's name was ? ” 

“ Name ?—he got no name!—Mummy ! 'Gyptian 
mummy ! ** 

** Tea, yea. Bom here?” 

“No! *Oyi)tian mummy.” 

“Ah, just so. Frenchman, I presume ? ” 

“ No!—not Frenchman—not Roman!—bominEcypta.” 

“ Born in EgyptMevc-r h*»rd of Egyptn lifore. 
Fore.pi locally, liliely. Mummy-mummy. ' How calm 
he 18 ! how self-possessed ! Is—ah!—is ho dead ? ” 

“ O !—been dead three thousand year ' ” 

“Eh?” ^ 


“ Three thousand year.” 

thil conduct os 

this . Pla^ff ufl for Chinamen, because we are strangers 

and trying to Team ? Trying to impose your vile second¬ 
hand arcasses on us /—Thunder and lightning! Tve a 

you’ve got a nice fresh corpse, 
t^tch him out!—or, by George, we’U brain you I ” 
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The ^;ui(le thought we were lunatics: he told the hotel¬ 
keeper so the next morning. The observation was so 
innocent, that it was a very good thing for a guide to 
say. Ila! ha I Poor Ferguson! «e enjoyed his society 
very much ; 1 trust he enjoyed ours—but I am harassed 
with doubts, 11a ! ha ! ha ! 


XI.—THE BOXES—A FUEN'CHMAN’S DIFFICULTIES. 

(^lilAchn'ood'x Mafjazinr.') 

I woui.i) well tell vou, that I am come to this country 

% % 

to instruct me in the manners, the customs, the habits, 
and the policies of Great Britain. 

I get upon the vapouring boat to walk so far as 
Douvres. It was a fine day; s'nd after 1 am recover 
myself of a malady of the sea, I walk myself about 
the shep, and 1 see a great mechanic of wood with iron 
wheel, and thing to push up inside. They tell mo it 
was called “ Jaccpies in de box,'’ and I was very much 
please with “ Jacques in de box.'* 

Very well! ... I go .ngjiin promenade upon the board 
of the vessel, and I look at the compass, and little 
boy .sailor come, and begin to chatter like the little 
monkey. But I not understand. So, I make enquire, 
and they tell me he w^as “ box the compass.” Box! ah ! 
I was 8urpri.se, but I tell myself, “ Well, never mind I ” 
and so we arrive at Dotivres. I find myself enough 
well in the hotel: but as there has been no table <V hote, 
I ask for some dinner, and it was long time 1 wait. 
The garson waiter tell me, “ This way, sar; I have put it 
in a box in the cafe room.” Box? dinnerl “Well, never 
mind,” I say to myself. “ Keep the eyes open ! ” and I 
learn another sort of the box was a partition and table 
particulier in a salon ; and I keep there W'hen I eat: 
and I hear some one what w’os put in another box call 
for the “ popper box ! ” Oh ! very well! stare at no¬ 
thing at all. I ask the waiter where I may buy a 
portmanteau. He was well attentive at my cares, and 
responded that he shall find me a box. Aha 1 Well, 
1 say nothing of all, but “Yes,” for fear to discover 
my iguorance: so he bring the little box for the clothes 
into the great box what I was put into: and he did mj 
ofiairs in it very well. Then I ask him for some spectacle 
in the town, and he send boot-boy with iro so far as 
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the theatre, and I jxo in to pay. The man wljat set to have 
the money, askeil it’ I would go into the boxes ? \'erv 
well,” I sa;'—“ never mind :—oh yes, to be sure ; ” and 
find very soon the box was the loffr K^ever mind ! 
^ ery well! I had not understanding to comprehend all 
what I hear—only one poor inaigre doctor, what had 
been to give his physic too long time at a cavalier old 
man, was condenjned to swallow up a whole box of his 
proper pills. Box of pills! “ Very well I ” I say ; “that 
must b<* egregious. It is cannot be possible but they 
bring little a box, not more gi-and nor my tlnaub. It 
seem to be to me very ridiculous. so I returned to my 
hotel at despair how 1 could possibility learn a language 

what meant so many differeuts in one word-Jacques 

in the box—box the compass—cafe room box—pepper 
box—portmanteau box—theatre box—j)ill box—Oh ’ ’ 
AVell, the waiter ask me if 1 would go by the coach 
to-morrow ; 1 replied—Tes : and I have bes}>eakcd a 

seat out of the side, because I shall wish to amu.se 
myself with the country “Sir,” he say, very polite 
'—“if you shall allow' me, 1 would recommend you flu- 
box, sir; and then the coachman shall tell everything. 
‘M’ery well,” I reply—“yes, to be sure;—I shall have 
a box tlien! That is yeiy remarkable! ” and then I 
demanded a fire into my chamber. A'ory well: here 
is the fire. The maid of the chamber say, *• You will 
find the coal-Aoa* in the clo.set.” Well, i .^ay nothing 
but “ Ye.s, oh, yea ! ** But when she is gone, I look 
into the closet, and see a box, not no more like none of 
the other boxes what I see all day than nothing! 

Well, 1 write at my friends; and then I tumble about 
when I wake, and dream in the sleep what should 
possible be the box what 1 must bo put in to-morrow 
for my coach voyage. 

Xq the morning 1 see the coach at the door, and 1 walk 
all round, but I see nothing what they call bores, only 
the same kind os my portmanteau. Ah! urn 1 to l>o 
packed in a portmanteau ? Well, never mind : we shall 
see. So, I ask for the post of letters at a littlo boots 
boy, who show'ed mo at a wdndow, “There is the letter 
box!” “Very well! all box again to-day,” and I give 
my letter to the master of postes, and go away again at 
the coach, whei'e I very soon find what was coach-box, 
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and m.junfc myself upon it. Then come the coiwhraon, 
and he call, ‘‘Brin;; my box-coat!” Ah! ce u’est pr.9 
possible—mais oui ! ” 

“ But never mind ! 1 say; “ I shall see all the boxes 

in time.” So ho kick his lc% upon the board, and cry, 

“ Cheat! cheat ! ” and we roll at so jp^nd puce, what I 
have had fear we will be reversed. After little times, we 
beKin to entertain together, and I hear one of the wheels 
cry Stpieak, so I say, “ Sure, one of tlie wheel would be 
greased ; ” thou he make reply, nonchalancely, '* Oh, it iS 
nothing but one of the what is too tight.” Box on 

the wheel? Oh!—But it is very long time after as I 
learn that wheel .a box was pipe of iron what go turn 
round upon the axle. 

Well, we lly away at the pace of charge ; then come 
a pretty house of country well ornated, and I make en¬ 
quire what it should be. “ Ob,” responded he, “ it is 
what we call a snug country 6o.r.” 

Then I feel myself abymed at despair, and begin to 
suspect that ho amused himself. But still I tell myself, 
*MVell, never mind: we shall see!” And then, after 
some times, there come another house, all alone in a forest. 
“ What how you call that ? ” “ Oh,” ho responded, “that 

is a shooting-box of Lord Killfox.” “ Oh! ” 1 cry at last 
out, “that is leetle too strong I But never mind! we 
shall see.” So I myself refreshed with a pinch of snuff, 
and offer him ; and he remark upon an instant, “ That is 
a very handsome box of yours, sir.” 

“ Morbleu I Box ! ” I ex<daimed with inadvertency- 
ness : but I stop myself. Then he pull out his snuff-ioa*, 
and I take a pinch. It was of wood, beautiful with 
turnings, and colour of yellow. So I was pleased to 
jdmire very much and eoqnire the name of the woou, 
and again ho say, “ Box, sir.” Well ... I hold myself 
with patience, but it was dithciloly, and we keep with great 
gallop till we come at a crowd of the people. Then I 
say. “ What lor ail so large concourse ? " “ Oh ! ” he re- 

eponse again, “ there is one grand boxing match—a battle 
here to day.” “ Peste 1 ’* I tell myself, “ why everything 
is box I Well, never mind I I hope they all shall destroy 
one another, for I am fatigued! ” 

Well, we arrive at an hotel, and I go into a salon, 
but before 1 finish, great noise come into the nasssae. and 
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I demand why so great tapage? The waiter tell me, ‘ Oh, 
Bii% it is only two women wlmt quarrel, and one ha.s given 
another a box ou the ear.” 

Box on the ear ! Well, 1 go back on the coach-box, 
and 1 look, as I pass, at ail the women ear, for the ; 
but not none I see. “ Well,” 1 tell myself once more, 
“ never mind ; we shall 6-ee ; ” and wo drive on very pass¬ 
able and agreeable, till there come one other coach of tbo 
opposition to pass by; and the coachman whip his horses, 
and mailo some traverse iipon the road : then he twist 
hinjself round, and, with full voice, cry himself out at 
the another man, “ I’ll tell you what, my hearty ! if you 
comes some more of your gammon at me, 1 sha’n’t stand 
it, and you shall yourself find in the wrong Wrong 

box ! What is box ? What i.s right box ? All the boxes 
are wrong ! But it was not for many weeks after, as I 
found out the wroruj box meaning. 

Well, we got at London, and 1 meet a gentleman called 
lilr. Box ; but he was the right box, not the wrong box, 
and he invited me to go with him at Leicestei'shire, to see 
the foxes hunting ; but before I go my valet demand, 
what I shall leave behind in orders to give, what people 
will come at my logement for Christmas hvxts! Ha! 
ha! ha ! It is very droll! I am surprised at nothing 
now. Yoti have, a box ou the ear: a box in the pocket; 
a box portmanteati ; a coach box ; a box on the wheel; u 
box at theatre; a box for house of the country ; a box for 
post of letters ; a box at the cafe; a box lor the pill.s; a 
coal box; a pepper box; a box-tree; you box at the com¬ 
pass; and you box at tho fight! It is all a bjitilo of 
boxes ! But never mind ! Very well ! I ehnll remember. 
But I shall have fear to make sometimes myself in the 
wixjiig box ! 


xn.— MRS. C.\UDr.E'K CURTAIN LKCTfURE.— 
{(Jumpilutioa ').—DOUGLAS JKnuuL4>. 

So you've come home at last, Mr. Caudle : pretty time 
of night to come to bed. Faugh! thot filthy tobacco 
smoke ! Tou know I hate tobacco, and yet you will do it! 
You don’t smoke yourself? If you go among people 
who do smoke, you’re ju->t os bad. No! I sha'n’t go to 
bleep, like a good soul! How’s people to go to sleep 
when they're suffocated ?, If you want to go to sleep, 
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you should come home in Christian time, not at half-pa^t 
twelve—going and lending your money like a fool, and 
spending I don't know how much more! 

I wonder who’d lend you five pounds, Mr. Caudle? 
Eh ? You can be very liberal, to everybody, but those 
belonging to yovu I've wanted a new gown these three 
years ; and ali tlie girls want bonnets. Mary Anne ought 
ibo have gone to the dentist’s to-morrow—she wants three 
tt'eth taken out. Now, it can’t bo done. The man called 
for the water-rate to-day, and next Tuesday the fire 
iiusurance is duo. 1 did think you might have gone to 
the sea-side this summer ; but what do you care for your 
family ? Nothing! so you can squauder away five pounds 
on some of your brother masons, as you call them ! 

Nonsense! don’t tell me you only spent tughteenpenoel 
and if it was only that, ilo you know what fifty-two 
eighU'en|>t‘nces come to in a year? Do you ever think 
of that., and see the go\ms X wear ? A pretty name you 11 
get in the neighbourhood, and a nic'e face you 11 get in a 
very little time,—your nose is getting red already! 

You don’t see it? No, I daresay not: but I see it! 

I set* a givat many things that you don’t. In a little time 
you’ll have a face, all over, as it it was made of red currant 
jam. And uow’, I suppose, you’ll be going to public 
dinners evorv day! and of course you’ll bo out every 
night. I knew what it would come to, when you were 
made a mason. “ Brother” Caudle ! liuh '.—when you were 
once made a brother, as you CJill yourself, I knew where 
the hmsband and father would be—a brother, indeed! 
What would vou say if I was to go, and be made a siller? 
why, I know very well the house wouldn’t hold you! 

Now, now, lie still, Caudle. Don’t let’s quarrel: I 
want to know all you’ve been doing to-night. Do yo\i 
suppose I’d ever suffered you to be made a mason of, if I 
wasn’t to know the secret too 1 A pack of nonsense, 1 dare¬ 
say ; still 1 «/io«Zcniko to know. Inere’s a dear! Eh? Just 
tell me a little bit of it. Come, there’s a good creature! 
I’m sure I wouldn’t refuse you anything. I only \vish I had 
a secret, I should be miserable to keep it to myself. Now, 
Caudle ! you’ll tell your own Margaret? There’s a love ! 
What, you won’t? Oh, you’re a w’reteh, Mr. Caudle ! 

But I know what all this masonry’s about. It’s only 
an excuse to get away from your wives and families, that 
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fou may feast and drink together I That's all' tliat's the 
secret I But it isn’t the secret I care about ; it's the 
slight that a man pays to his wife, when he keeps sonie- 
thing to himself that he won’t let h^r kuow. Man and 
wife one indeed I I should lilie to know how that cun 
be, when a man’s a mjuson! Caudle, you shu’n’t chxst* 
your eyes for a week, unless you tell me some of it. 
Caudle I do, iny love! Dearest, I say! Ugh! you're 
enough to vex a saint! 

What do you say ? Eh I I’d better get up, and sew 
on your shirt buttons’? Well, it’s a pity you ha\en't 
worse* to complain of than a button off your shirt: and 
it’s my belief that you pulled it off that you Juight have 
.something to talk about! Oh, you’re aggravating enoui:h. 
I’m sure no woman’s a grc*ater slave to licr husbiind s 
buttons than 1 am. But 1 know whnt 1 11 do for th'* 


future,—every button you have may drop off, and 1 won’t 
HO much as put a thread to them. Oh, indeed ! vou’ll get 
.soniebody else to sew them ? That’s a pretty thn*at lor 
a husband to bold out to a wife! I’m no longer to be 
mistroB.s in my own house ! No, I'm not mad ! ii’s vou, 
Mr. Caudle, who are mad, or bad, and tliat's worse ! 1 

..•an’t even do so much as speak of a shirt-button, but I’m 
threatened to be made nobody of in my own liou.se! 
Caudie, you’ve a heart like astone, you have ! But there’s 
OJio comfort—it can’t last long. I’m worried to death 
with your temper, and sha’n’t trouble vou a gr<*at while 
Jiat you may laugh! and I dareKav you would luu^h ’ 
We shall seo how your second wife will look ufier 

i 911 , . .^ you’ll think of me then, but 

I hope you 11 never have a blessed button to vour back * 
No. Urn not a vindictive woman, Mr. Caudle; nobody 
ever^led me that but you. Whatdovou say? Nobodv 
ever knew so much of me ? That’s nothing at all to do 
with It. Its a good thing I’m not so worrying as you 
yf house there d be between us! The wife 

l.iat I ve bwn to you ! Sitting up tiU the middle of the 
night—seeing a I sorts of things in the fire; while you 

tUnkl “it up? Yes, yea. timfs your 

1 ml (o';;;, at ’ 57’' '■ Im to ruin n.y hellth, 

aod to })e abased for it. That’s like you ! (cry). 
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What? vou’ll hare a key and let yoxirself in? No'. 
not while 'l*m alive, Mr. Caudle: I’m not going to bed 
with the door upon the latch, and to be murdered before 
the morning I A key! a respectable thing that, for a 
married man—the father of a family—to carry about with 
him ! To come in, like a thief in the middle of the night, 
instead of knocking at the door like a de«x*nt person. 
Well, upon my word. I’ve lived to hear something! 

Ugh I ugh 1* I shall catch my death of cold, and there’ll 
be a nice doctors bill to pay ! ‘ But when I'm gone, you’ll 
soon till up my place. I won't bo long, Caudle ; only 
you needn’t shorten uiy time by keeping me sitting up at 
night! 

What do you say ? I shall see you out, and another 
husband too! 

What a idea! To imasiuo Id ever think of 

inaiTyiiig again t No, never! Talking of that, Caudle, 
there are men. I know, who leave their property in such 
a way that their widows, to hold it. must remain widows. 
You've no need to do that. But if there’s anything in 
this world that’s mean and sm:ill, it is that! Don’t you 
think so too, Caudle? Why don’t you speak, love? 
Now listen, just a minute, and lU let you go to sleep. 
It’s no matter to me how you’ve made your will, because 
I’ni sure to go firsb—eh?—but I’d like yoti to agree with 
me. that the man who’d tie up Ins widow, is a mean wretch! 

No ; when a man leaves all his property to his \yife, 
without binding her hands from mai'rying again, he 
shows what a dependence he has upon her love; and 
then, of course, a second marriage never enters her head. 
But when she only keeps his money as long as she keeps 
a widow, whv, she’s aggravated to take another husband. 
It’s only natural to suppose ih If I thought, Caudle, 
you could do such a thing—though it would break my 
heart to do it—yet, though you were dead and gone, I’d 
show you I’d a spirit, and marry directly. So don’t 
provoke me with any “ will ” of that sort. What do you 
say, love? (snore). Now, Caudle, don’t let us quarrel, 
(snore) Caudle, my love!—Caudle, dearest, I say! Caudle! 
Eh? {hiss). Oh that filthy tobacco smoke!—Whew! 
(cou^/i). Get along with you ! 

“ I recollect nothing more,” says Caudle; “ for I had 
eaten a hearty supper, and somehow became oblivious.” 



READINGS IN PULPIT 
ELOQUENCE. 

I.—GOD IS LOVE.—Richaud Watsok. 

WiiHRE Khali we go for m:inifc<itations of the tenderness, 
the sympathy, the benicnity of God ? The rhilosopher of 
tins world leads ijs to Nature, its benevolen*^ final causes, 
and kind contrivances to increase the sum ot animal hap¬ 
piness ; and there he stops—with half his demonstration! 
But the Apostle leads us to the Gift bestowed bj the 
Father for the recovery of man’s intellcctual^nd moral 
nature, and to the Cro.ss endured by Ihef^^M on this 
high hs.'half. Go to the heavens, which"^ caViopv man 
with grandeur, cheer his steps with successive liglit, and 
mark hi.s festivals by their chronologj*; go to the atmo¬ 
sphere, which invigorates Ills spirits, and is to him the 
breatii of life; go to the smiling fields, decked with 
verdure for his eye, and covered with fruits for his 
sustenance; go to every scene which spreads beauty 
before his gar-e, which is made harmoniously vocal to 
bis ear, which fills and delights the imagination bv its 
glow or by its greatness: we travel with you, we admire 
with you, we feel and enjoy with you,'«e adore with 
you,—but we stay not witli you. "We hasten onwards, in 
search of a demonKtration more convipcing that “ God is 
love:” we rest not till we pre.ss into the strange, the 
mournful, the joyful scenes of Calvary : and nnddbt the 
throngof in^'isiblcand astonished angels, weeping disciples, 
and the mocking multitude, under the arch of the darkened 
heaven, and \vith earth trembling beneath our feet, we gaze 
upon the meek, the resigned, but fainting Sufferer; and 
exclain), “ Jlerein is love ! ’’—herein, and nowhere else, 
18 it 80 affectingly. wo unequivocally demonstrated,— 
“ not that we loved God, but that God loved us, and 
sent His to be thenfnpitiation for our sins.” 

p T^-- 

II.—CONeOLATIONS OF RELIGION.—Fivlaysok. 

WiiAT is it, O^^ebUd of sorrow,—what is it that now 
wrings thy heart, and bends thee in .^adn^s to the 
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^^ouiid ? Whatever it be, if thou knowest the truth, 
the truth shall give thee relief. Have the teri'ors of 
guilt taken hold of thee? Dost thou go all the day 
long, mourning for thy iniquities, refusing to be com¬ 
forted ? And, in thy bed at night, do visions of remorse 
disturb thy rest, and haunt thee \vith the fears of a 
iuclgimutt to come? Behold, the Bedeemer hath borne 
'lhy''sins in His own body on the tree ; and if thou an 
willing to forsake them, thou knowest. with certainty. 
Unit they shall not be remembered in the judgment 
against thee. 

Hast thou, with weeping eye?, committed to the grave 
the child of thy affections, the virtuoxis friend of thy 
youth, or the tender partner whose pious attachment 
lightened thy load of life? Behold, they are not dead! 
Thou kno\ve?t that they live in a better region, with 
tluir iSaviour and their God; that still thou boldest thy 
place in tlieir rtMiieJUbrunce-; and tliat thou shalt soon 
meet them again, to part no more. 

Dost thou look forward with trembling to the days of 
darkness—when thou shalt lie on the bed of sickness 
—when thv ])u1m^ sliall have become low—when the cold 
xlamps have gathered on thy brow—when tho mournful 
looks of thy attendants have told thee that the hour of 
t by departure has come ? To the mere natural man, 
this scene is awful and alarming. But. if thou art a 
Christian, if thou knowest and oheyest the truth, thou 
shalt fear no evil. The shadows which hang over the 
Valley of Death shall retire at thy approach ; and thou 
shalt see beyond it the spirits of the just, and an 
innumerable company of angels,—the future companions 
of thy bliss,—bending from their thrones to cheer thy 
departing soul, and to welcome thee into everlasting 
habit atious. 


HI.—MAJESTY OF THE REDEEMER.—W. AnciiER BexLEn. 

On such a subject as this, what can one say which is not 
unworthy? It is far vaster than our largest conception, 
iniinitely grander than our loftiest; yet, overpoworingly 
awfvil as it is, how familiarity reconciles us to hearing it 
without awe ! We must endeavour to devise some mode 
of meeting this miserable influence of habit, by forcing 
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the mind to mate an effort—faint though it may be—to 
rc-alixo the infinite magnificence of the subject. 

You are wandering (I will suppose) in some of the 
wretched retreats of poverty, upon some mission of 
business or charity. Perplexed and wearied amid its 
varieties of misery, you chance to come upon an In¬ 
dividual whoso conversation and mien attract and 
sarprLse you. Your attention enkindled by the graciou-s 
benevolence of the stranger’s manner, you inquire ; ajid 
the astounding fact reveals itself, that, in this lone and 
miserable scene, you have, by some strange conjuncture, 
met with one of the great lights of the age, one of the 
leaders of universal opinion ; on whom your thought.^ had 
long been busied, and whom you had for years desired 
to see. The singular accident of an interview so un¬ 
expected, tills and agitates your mind. You form a 
thousand theories as to what strange cause could have 
brought him Oure. You recall how he spoke and looked : 
you call it an epoch in your life to have witnessed so 
startling an occurrence—to have beheld one so dis¬ 
tinguished, in a scene so much out of all )X)»sibility of 
anticipation. 

Yet again : a loftier Personage maybe imagined. In 
the wild revolutions of fortune, even monarchs have been 
wanderers. Suppose this then,—improUible indwd, but 
not impossible surely. And then, what feelings of rei»p<.*ct- 
ful pity, of deep and ejimest interest, would thrill your 
frame, as you contemplated such a one cast down from 
all that earth can minister of luxury and power, from the 
head of councils and of armies, to seek a home with the 
homeless, to share the bread of destitution, and feed ou 
the charity of the scornful! How the depths of human 
nature are stirred by such events! how they iiud an echo 
in the recesses of our hearts,—these terrible espousals of 
majesty and misery! 

But this will not suffice. There are beings that far 
overpass the glories of the statesman and the monarch of 
our (^rth. Conceive, then, no longer the mighty of our 
world in this strange union with misery and degradation, 
but the presiding Spirit of one of those orbs that are 
spread in their myriads through infinity ; or multiply his 
power, and make him the deputed Governor, the vice¬ 
gerent Angel, of a million of suns. Think what it w'ould 
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b;> to find this lord of a million worlds the actual iuhabi- 
taiii of our own; to find, in him, an interest, a real 
intoTii^t in the affairs of our little corner of the universe : 
nay, to find him willing to throw aside his glorious toils 
of empire, iu order to meditate and achieve our welfare. 
Tins surely would be wondrous, appallins, and yet 
tran^jporting: so that, when it had passed away, life 
would seem to have nothing more it could offer, compared 
tj being blessed with such an intercourse 1 

And now mark,—behind all the visible scenery of 
Nature, beyond all the systems of all the stars ; around 
this whole universe, and through the infinity of in- 
fiaite apace itself; from all eternity and to all eternity; 
—there lives a Biing, compared to whom that mighty 
Spirit just described, with his empire of a million suns, 
is infinitely less, than to vou is the minutest mote that 
floats in. the sunbeam. Hear His own voice attesting His 
eternal .sovereignty: “ Heaven and earth shall pass away, 
but iny words sluill not pass away. ”—Bub tvho is He that 
thus builds the throne of His glory upon the ruins of 
earth and heaven ? who is He that thus triumphs oyer a 
P'^rishing universe, Him-'elf alon* eternal and impassible? 
The child of a Jewish woman even He who was laid 
iu a manger at Bethlehem 1 


IV.—THE POETRY OF THE BIBLE.—GiLFiLLAN. 

Tuat so much of Scripture should be written in the 
language of poetry has excited some surprise, and created 
some inquiry; and yet in nothing do we perceive more 
clearly than in this, the genuineness, power, and divinity 
of the oracles of our faith. As the language of poetry is 
that into which all earnest natures are insensibly betrayed, 
BO it is the only speech which has in it the power of per¬ 
manent impres.sixi. The language of the imagination is 
the native language of man. It is the language of his 
excited intellect,—of his aroused passions,—of his devo¬ 
tion,—of all the higher moods and temperaments of his 
mind. It was meet, therefore, that it should be the 
language of his revelation from God. 

The language of poetry is thus the language of the 
inspired volume. The Bible is a moss of beautiful figures; 
—its words and its thoughts are alike poetical;—it has 
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gathered around its central truths all natural beautv and 
interest;—it a Temple with one altar and one Goii, 
but illuminated by a tliousand varied lights, and studded 
with a thousand ornaments. It has sul-stantiallv but 
one declaration to make, but it utters that in the voices 
of the creation. It has premised into its service the 
animals of the forest, the dowers of the field, the stars of 
heaven, all the elements of nature. The lion spumin«» 
the sands of the desert, the wild roe leaping over the 
mountains, the lamb Itxl in silence to the .'‘laughter, the 
goat speeding to the wilderness; the rose blossoniiiig in 
Sharon, the lUy drooping in the valley, the .appIe-trL*e 
bowing under its fruit: the great rock shadowing a weary 
land, the river gladdening the dry place; the moon and 
the morning star; Carmel by the sea, and Tabor ainoni' 
the mountains : the dew from the womb of the moruiii", 
the min upon the mown gi-ass, the rainbow eucompiissing 
the landscape; the light, G<^ s sliaxlow ; the thunder, 
lUs voice : the wind and the earthquake. Ili.s footsteps : 
—all such varied objects are made—a-s if natumllv so 
designed from their creation—to represent Him to ^\ horn 
the Book and all its emblems point. Thus the quick 
spirit of the Book has ransacked creation to lav its trea- 
surop on Jehovah’s alt.ar ; united the iimuniemble rav.s 

of a far-streaming glory on the little hill, Calvary ;_and 

woven a garland for the bleeding brow of Immanuel, tlie 
flowers ot which liave been culled from tlie gardens of a 
universe. 


V.—INEFFICIENCV OF HUMAN WORKS — 

Hfnby Melville. 

SOMB persons think, that, if they repent of their sins 

t^i the™ In other words, the, suppos^ 

that there IS anrtue in repentance, whi.-h couses it to 

procure forgiveness. Thus, repentauce is cxliiliited as 

meritorious ! and how shall wc simply prove that it is 

not menrenous? Why. allowing tllot Ln can re Lt 

of himself —which ho can not,—wlmt is the repentance 

Twr reot v" I mat is there in it of his own ? 

? tI>o.T are but the 'workings of 
f^ultics, uhlch are Gods. The amendment? it is but 
the bettor employment of a life, which is God’s. Where, 
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then, is the merit? Oh, find something which is, at the 
<aine time, human and exceUent in the offering, and you 
raav speak of desert; but, until then, away with the 
notion of there being merit in repentance!—seeing that 
the penitent man must sav, “ All things come of Thee, 
and of Thine own, O God, do I give Thee.” 

Again, some men will speak of being justified by faith, 
till they come to ascribe merit to faith. By faith, is 
interpreted as though it meant on account of faith ; and 
thus the great truth is lost sight of, that we are justified 
freely “through the redemption that is in Christ.” But. 
how can faith be a meritorious act? "What is faith, but 
such an assent of tho understanding to Gods word, as 
binds the heart to God’s service? And whose is the 
understanding, if it be not God’s? Whose is the heart, 
if it be not Go4’s ? And if faith bo nothing but the 
rendering to God that intellect, and that energy, which 
we have received from God, how can faith deseiwe of 
God ? Oh, as with repentance, so with faith ; away w ith 
the notion of merit! He who believes, so that he can 
dare the grave, and grasp eternity, must pour forth the 
confession, “All things come of Thee, and of Thino own, 
O God, do I give Thee.” 

And once more: what merit can there be in works . 
If you give much alms, whose is the money ? “ The silver 

is mine, and the gold is mine, saith the lord of Hosts. 

If you mortify the body, whose are the macerated limbs ? 
If you put sackcloth on the soul, whose is the chastened 
spirit? If you be moral, and honest, and friendly, and 
generous, and patriotic, whose are tno Msnositions which 
Vou exercise—whose the powers, to whicn you ^ve cul- 
tnre and scope ? And if you use only God’s gifts, can 
that be meritorious ? You may say, “ Yes—it is merito¬ 
rious to use them aright, whilst others abuse them.” But, 
is it wickedness to abuse ? Then, it can only be duty to 
«se aright; and duty will be merit, when debt is donation! 
You may bestow a fortune in charity, but the wealth is 
already the Lord’s. You may cultivate the virtues which 
adorn and sweeten human life, but the employed powers 
are the lord’s. You may give time and strength to the 
enterprises of philanthropy ; each moment is the Lord’s, 
each sinew is the Lord’s. You may be upright in every 
dealing of trade, scrupulously honourable in all the inter- 
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courses of life; but, •* a just weight and balauce are the 
Lord’s; all the weights of the bag are His wotk.’’ And 
where, then, is the merit of works? Oh, throw into one 
heap each power of the mind, each energy of the body ; 
tjse, in God’s service, each grain of your substance, caidi 
second of your time ; give, to the AJinighty, every throb 
of the pulse, every drawing of tlie breath ; labour, and 
strive, and be instant in season, and out of season: and 
let the steepnttss of the mountain daunt you not, and the 
swellings of the ocean deter you not, and the ruggedness 
of the df*sert appal you not;—but, on ! still on. in toiling 
for your Maker! and dream, and talk, and boast of merit, 
when you can find that particle in the heap, or that shred 
in the exploit, which you may exclude from the confession, 
—“AH things come of Thee, and of Thine own, O God, 
have I given Thee." 


VI.—INSIGNIFICA^’CE OF THIS WORLD.—Die Chalmeus. 

Tuodoh the earth were to be burned up, thotigh the 
trumpet of its dissolution wore sounded, though you sky 
were to pass away a<» a scroll, and every visible glory 
which*1110 finger of the Divinity has inscribed on it, were 
extinguished for ever—an event, so awful to us, and to 
every world in our vicinity, by whuh so many suns 
would be extinguished, and so ma!)y varied scenes of life 
and population would rush into forgetfulness,—-what is 
it in the high scale of the Almighty’s workmanship ? A 
mere shr»?d, which, though scattered into nothing, would 
leave tlje universe one entire scene of greatness and of 
majesty. Though the earth and the heavens were to 
disappear, there are other worlds which roll afar; the 
light of other suns shines upon them, and the sky wliich 
mantles them is garnished with other stars. Is it pre¬ 
sumption to say, that the moral world extends to these 
distant and unknown regions ? that they art^ occupied 
with people ? that the charities of homo and of neighbour¬ 
hood flourish there? that the praises of God are there 
lifted up, and His goodness rejoicx'-d in? that there piety 
hjw its temples and its offerings; and tho richness of the 
Divine attributes is there felt and admired by intelligent 
worshippers? 

And what is this world, in the immensity which teems 
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wilii tliem ? acd \vb;vt are they who occupy it ? The uni- 
ver^e at larjjc would sutTer as little iu its splendour and 
variety, by the destruction of our planet, as the Aerdure 
and sublime tuaf^nitude ot a forest would suffer by the 
fall of a siu£Tle loaf. The leaf quivers on the branch 
whi-'h supports it: it lies at the mercy of the 8li<;htest 
accident ; a l>roath of wind tears it from its stem, and it 
iit^hts on ttio stream of water which passes tjuderiieath. 
In a mcnieut of time, the life, whiclt we know by the 
microscope it teems with, is extinguished : and an occur- 
roiico, so iusipjnificaut in the eye of man and on the scale 
of his observation, carries m it, to the myriads which 
people this little leaf, an event as terrible and ;vs decisive 
as tlie destruction of a world. Now, on the grand scale 
of the aiiiver.s 0 , we—the occupiers of this ball, which 
performs its little round am th> suns and the systems 
that astronomy has unfold»Hl—wo may feel the same 
littleness and the same insecurity. Wo differ from the 
leaf only in this circumstance, that it would require the 
operation of greater elerneuts to destroy us. But these 
elemeuts exist. The tiro wiiich rages within, may lift its 
devouring energy to the surface of our planet, and trans¬ 
form it into one wide and wasting volcano. The sudden 
formation of elastic matter in the bowels of the earth— 
and it lies within the agency of known substances to 
aKKunplish this—may explode it into fragments. The 
exhalation of noxious air from below, may impart a 
virulence to the air that is around us; it may affect the 
delicate proportion of its ingredients : and the whole of 
animated nature may wither and die under the malignity 
of a tainted atmosphere. 

These are changes wdiicli may happen iu a single instant 
of time, and against which nothing known in the present 
system of things provides us with any security. They 
might not annihilate the earth, but they would unpeople 
it: and we, who tread its surface with such firm and 
assured footsteps, are at the mercy of devouring elements, 
which, if lot loose upon us by the hand of the Almighty, 
would spread solitude, and silence, and death, over the 
dominions of the world. 

Now, it is this littleness, and this insecurity, which 
make the protection of the Almighty so dear to us, and 
bring, with such emphasis, to every pious bosom, the holy 
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ics^ous of huniilin- aijJ ?;ratiruJe. The God who >iitech 
above* and presides in hi^di authority over all world?, is 
mindful of man ; and thoujjh at this moment, His fuer<'^v 
is felt in the remotest provinces of creation, we inav feel 
the same security in His piovid«.Dce as if we were the 
objects of His undivided caiv. 

It is not for us to bring our minds up to this mvs- 
terious agency. But such is the incoir pnhcnsible fact, 
that the same Being, whose eye is abroad over the whole 
universe, gives vegetation to every blade of gniss, and 
motion to every particle of blood which circulates through 
the veins of the minutest animal; that, though His mind 
takes into its comprehensive giasp immen?iiy and all its 
w’ouders, 1 am as much known to Him os if 1 were the 
single object of His attention : that He marks all mv 
thoughts ; that He gives birth to every feeling and every 
movement within me ; and that—with an exercise of 

power which I can neither describe nor comprehend_ 

the same God, who site in the highest heaven, and reigns 
over the glories of the firmament, is at mv right hand, 
to give me every breath which I draw, and every comfort 
which I enjoy. 


VII. WEALTH NOT PUODUCTIVE OF ENJOY.MFNT — 

Jeuemy Taylor. 

Suppose a man gets all the world, what is it that he 
pte . It IS a bubble and a phantasm, and hath no reality 
beyond a present tranj^ient use ;-a thing that is impos- 
Mble to be enjoy^, because its fruits and usages am 
tiapmitted to us by parts and by succession. He tlmt 
^th oil the world (If we can suppose such a mui) cannot 
have a dish of fresh summer fruits in the midst of winter, 
not so much as a green fig: and very much of its pos¬ 
sessions is so hid, so fugacious, and of so uncertain 
purchase, that it is like the nches of the sea to the lord 
of the shore; all the fish and w'ealth within all its 
hoUow'nesses are his, but he is never the better for what 
he ^nnot get; all the shell-fishes that produce pearls, 
produce them not for him ; and the bowels a^?tho Earth 

lade her trepures m undiscovered retiromg^te ; so that 

It will signify as much to this great proprietor, to be 
entitled to an inheritance in the upper region of the 
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air: he is so far from possessing all its riches, that he 
does not so much as know of them, nor nnderstand the 
philosophy of its minerals. 

I consider that ho who is the greatest possessor in the 
world, enjoys its best and most noble parts, and those 
which are of most excellent perfection, but in comi_on 
with the inferior persons, and the most despicable of his 
kingdom. Can the greatest prince enclose the sun, or 
set one little star in his cabinet for his own use, or 
seimro to himself the gentle and beni^ influence of any 
one constellation? Are not his subjects’ fields bedewed 
with the same showers that water his gardens of pleasure? 

Nay. thosf things which he esteems hLs ornament and 
the singularity of his possessions, ire they not of more 
use to others than to himself ? Por, suppose his garments 
spkMidid and shining, like the robe of a cherub, or the 
clothing of the fields—all that he that wears them enjoys, 
is, that they keep him warm, and clean, and modest; and 
all this is done by clean and less pompous vc.stments ; 
and the beauty of them, which distinguishes him from 
others, is nuide to please the eyes of the beholders: the 
fairest Face or the sparkling eye cannot perceive or enjoy 
its own beauties, but by reflection. It is 1 that am ple^ased 
with beholding his gaiety; and the gay man, in his 
greatest bravery, is only pleased because I am pleased 
with the sight: so borrowing his little and imaginary 
complacency from the delight that I liave, not from 
any inlionuicv in his own possession. 

Tlie poore.st artisan of Home, walking in Cicsar’s 
gardens, had the same pleasures which they ministered to 
their lord ; and although, it may be, he was put to gather 
fruits to eat from another place, yet his other senses were 
delighted equally with Caesar’s ; the birds made him as 
good music, the flowers gave him as sweet smells; he 
there sucked as good air, and delighted in the beauty and 
order of the place, for the some reason, and upon the 
same perception, as the prince himself; save only that 
Cffisar paid, for all that pleasure, vast sums of money,— 
the blood and treasure of a province,—which the poor 
man had for nothing. 

And so it is it the whole world should be given to any 
man. He knows not whattodowithit; he can use no more 
but accordingto the capacities of a man; he can use nothing 
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bat meat, and drink, and clothes. He to whom the 
world can be given to any purpose greater than a pri\-at<- 
estate can minister, must have new capacities crt>ated iu 
him ; he needs the understanding of an angel to take the 
accounts of his estate : he had need have a stomach like 
hre or the grave, for eL^e ho can eat no more than one of 
his healthful subjects; and unless he bath an eve like the 
sun. and a motion like that of a thought, and a bulk as 
big as one of the orbs of heaven.—tlm pleasures of his 
eye can be no greater than to behold the bt^auty of a little 
prosp^’t from a hill, or to look upon a heap of gokl 
packed up m a hUlo room, or to dote upon a cabinet of 
jewels ; l>etter than which there is no man that sees at 
all but sees everyday lor, not to name the beautk-s 
and sparkling diamonds of heaven, a mans, or a woman’.' 
or a hawk s eye, ls more beauteous and excellent than all 
the jewels of h.s crown. Understanding and knowledge 
atv the greatest mstruments of pleasure; and he tW 
IS most knowing, hath a capacity to become happy, whid 
a less knowing prince, or a rich person, hath notVand in 
Hiw only » capacity is capable of enlarcoment 

But then, altfiough they only have power to rdi.h any 
Ijleasurt, nghtly who rightly understand the nature 3 
degrees, and essences, and ends of thincs • vet tW f 
do *o underaUnd al.o tho vanity and uLatifyin^^ ■ 
tbo lungs of th,, world: so that the relUh, wl 1 X 0001 ] 
not be great hut m a great understanrh.w, ... ^ 

temptible. because its vanit>^^pSa« at 
the understanding see, airlnd'^S^^hriu^h^r""' = 

VIII.-UNCEKTAICTV OK I.IKK,_K.awi.v 
.usnners, lar^r’go^emnrrnt 

tins mevitable principle actimr iln^n ceasing, 

the throne of His immutaiuHt? them. God, from 
and entorpriseT of " 

little value wo should sot nn sho;^ the 

that there should bo nothinir norm has decreed 

earth, but the very viciaaifciX^.AT i! 

^ Sly breth^n. 

and deoeitfnl socurify of life. l?hor„t'].r t^i? 
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aeoovint-. around us :md we are not instructed : some are 
.truck in our very ar.ns-our par.*nts our children, our 
friends; and vet we stand as if we bad shot into the eaith 
au eternal root. I■)^vn the most sudden transitions from 
life to dust, produce hut a momentary impression on the 
diut tliat bivaihes. No examples, however awful, sink 
into the lu*art. Every instant we see health, youth, beauty, 
titles, reputation, and fortune, disappear like a Hash. 
Still do we pjxss gixWy on in the brond and flowery way 
the same busy, thoughtless, irreclaimable beings ; panting 
for every pleasure as before; thirsting for nches and 
pre-eminence ; rushing on the melancholy rums of one 
another ; intriguing for the employmonta of those whose 
ashes are scarce cold ; nay, often, I tear, keeping an eye 
on the very expiring, with the infamous view ot seizing 

the earliest moment to solicit their spoils. , . ^ . 

Great God ! as if the all-devounng tomb, instead of 
solemnly pronouncing on the vanity of alUiuinan pursuits, 
on the contrary emitted sparks to rekindle all our attach¬ 
ment to a perishable world 1 Let me suppose, my brethren, 
that the number of man’s days were inscribed on his 
brow ! Is it not clear that au awful certainty ot that 
nature must necessarily beget the most profound and 
opeivative reflection ? Would it be possible to banish, 
even for a moment, the fatal term from his thought? 
The nearer he approached it, what an increase ot alarm. 
what an increase of light^on the folly of everything but 


immortal good! , i.i r j 

This much we all know, that, whatever length ot days 

we promise ourselves, go we must; and, what is perhaps 

equally certain, at the moment we least expect it. Even 

examples of instant death in all the vigour of health, m 

the very bosom of security, are far from being uncommon. 

The scythe is suspended over our heads by n slender and 

imperceptible tbreiul, which many causes, intemal and 

external, often dissever xvithout allowing us a breath for 

recollection. But, atlmitting that a misfortune so terrible 

is the lot of the few'er number, are we, therefore, more 

secure from surprise? There is not one mdiTiduJ in 

ten thousand, when obliged to he down under dlness 

however alarming, who can brmg himself to beheve it 


will prove fatal. , « 

No 1 wedded to this miserable scene of existence, our 
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hopes are afloat to the la?t: ovir eyes are opened, onlv 
when they are ready to close for ever. Perhaps au instant 
of rellection to be made the most of; perhaps to be di\ iderl 
between the disposition of worldly affairs, and the busi¬ 
ness of eternity 1 An instant of reflection 1—just God !_ 

to Ixiwail an entire life of disorder! to inspire faith the 
most lively, hope the most firm, love the most pure ! An 
instant of reflation—when reason is half eclipsed, and 
all the faculties palsied by the strong grasp of death I 
Oh, nij brethren, b^rriblo is the fate of those, who are 
only ro lused from a long and criminal security, by the 
sword of Divine Jiasticc alrt»ady gltyiming in their eves! 

It is to the incomprehensiblo oblivion of our mortality, 
that the v/orld owes all its fascination. Observe for what 
imm toils. Observe what it often costs him to become 
rich and great ;—dismal vicissitudes of hope and disap¬ 
pointment—often all that can degrade the dignity of his 
nature, and offend his God I Study the matter of the 
pedestal, and the instability of the statue. Scarce is it 
erected,—sparce presented to the stare of the multitude 
—when death, siarting like a iim.ssy fragment from the 
summit of a mountain, dashes the proud colos.«us into 
dust I "W’Tiere, then, is the promised fruit of all hie 
toil ? Where the wretched aiul deluded being, who 
fondly promised himself that ho had “laid up miich 
gor>ds for many years”?—Gone, my brethnm, to his 
j^'count!—a naked victim, trembling in the hands of the 
living God ! Yes, my brethren, the final catastrophe of 
all b uman passioiis is rapid a« it is awful. Fancy your¬ 
selves on that bijd from which you never shall rise ; and 
the reflection will exhibit, like a true and faithful mirror, 
w'hat shadows we are and what shadows wo pursue. 
Happy they who meet that groat, iiiovitable transition, 
full of days ! Unhappy they who meet it but to tremble 
and despair! Then it is that man learns wisdom, when 
too late ; then it is that everything will forsake him, 
but his virtues or his crimes. To him tho world is past: 
dignities, honours, pleasure, glory !—past like the cloud 
of the morning!—nor could all that the great globe 
inherits, afford him, at that tremendous liour, ns much 
consolation, as the recollection of having given but on© 
cup of cold water to a child of wTetchednoss, in the name 
of Christ Jesus I 
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IX._TilK PURSUIT OF IIAPPINESS.—STERNE. 

Tin: '^reat pursuit of man is Happiness : it is the first 
and Rtron<-est desire of hi>^ nature ;—m every stage ot 
life, he searohea for it as for hidden treasure : courts it 
under a tliousand different shapes, and, though perpet- 
ualU- disappoiiittsi, still persLsts: runs after and inquires 
for it afresh •. asks every passenger that comes in his way, 

“ Who will show me any good? who will assist me in 
the attainment of it ? of direct me to the discovery ol 

this gr>Nit end of all my wishes ? ” 

He is told bv one, to search for it among the more gav 
and youthful pleasures of life; in scenes of mirth and 
sprightliness, when' Happiness ever presides, and is ever 
to l>e known by the joy and laughter painted in her 

A second, with a graver aspect, points to the costly 
dwellings which Pride and Extravagance Imve erec^ ; 

_tells the inquirer, that the object he is in search of 

inhabits there; that Happiness lives only in company 
with the great, in the midst of much pomp and outw'ard 
state ; that he will easily find her out by the coat of many 
colours she has on, and the great luxury and expense of 
equipage and furniture with which she always sits 

surrounded. 

The Miser blesses God!—wonders how any one would 
mislead, and wilfully put him upon so ^y^ong a scent— 
convinces him that Happiness and Extravagance never 
inhabited under the same roof; that, if he would not 
disappointed in his search, he must look into the plain 
and thrifty dwellings of the prudent man, who knows 
and understands the worth of money, and cautiously lays 
it up against an evil hour : that it is not the prostitution 
of wealth upon the passions, or the parting with it at all, 
that constitutes happiness;—but that it is the keeping 
it together, and the having and holding it fwt to turn 
and his heirs for ever, which are the chief attributes that 
form this great idol of human worship, to which so much 

incense is offered up every day. 

The Epicure, though he easily rectifies so gross a mis¬ 
take, yet, at the same time, plunges him, if possible, into 
a greater: for, hearing the object of bis^ pursmt to be 
Happiness, and knowing of no other happiness than what 
iB seated immediately in the senses—he sends the inquirer 
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there : tells him ‘tis vain to search elsewhere for ir. than 
wljei-e Nature herself has placed it—in the indulgence 
and gratification of the appetites uhich are given us for 
that end ; and, in a word—it he will not take his opinion 
ou the matter—he mav trust the word of a m\ich wiser 
man, who has asstirvd u«. that there is nothing belter in 
this world tlian that a man shotihl eat, and drink, and re¬ 
joice in his works, and make his soul enjov good in hi'* 
labour : for that is his portion. 

To i-escue him from this brutal experin>ont. Ambition 
takes him by the liand. and carries Inm into the world— 
shows him all the kingdoms of the earth, and the glory 
of them —points out the many ways of advancing his 
fortune, and raising himself to honour—lavs before his 
eyes all the charms and bewitching temptations of power 
—and asks, if there can bo any happiness in this world 
like that of being caressed, courted, flattered, and followed? 

To close all, the Philosopher meets him, bu^tling in the 
full career of his pursuit—stops him,—tells him, if he is 
in search of Happiness, he is gone far out of his wav ; 
that this deity has Jong been banished from noise and 
tumults, where there was no rest found for her, and was 
fled into solitude, far from all commerce of the world ; 
and, in a word, if he would find her, be must leave this 
biLsy and intriguing scene, and go bacJi to the peaceful 
scene of retirement and of books. 

In this circle, too often does a man run,—tries all 
experiments, and, generally, sits down wearied anil dis¬ 
satisfied with them all, in utter despair of ever accom¬ 
plishing what he wants ; not knowing what to trust after 
so many disappointments, nor where to lay the fault— 
whether in the incapacity of his own nature, or the in- 
sulFiciency of the enjoyments themselves. 


IX.—THE DOCTItINi:s OK THE GOSPEL.— Da. GuniiiiE. 

Havrxo scattered, over an open field, the bones of the 
human body, bring an anatomist to the scene. Observe 
the man of science, how he fits bone to bone, and part to 
part: till, from those scattered members, he constructs a 
tramework, which—apart from our horror at the eyeless 
sockets and fleshless form—appears i)erfoctly, divinely 
beautiful. In hands which have the patience to collect, 
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and the sltiU to arrange these materials, how perfectly 
they lit! bone to bone, and joint to joint,—tiU the whole 
ticure rises to the polished dome, and the dumb skeleton 
seems to say, “ I am fearfully and wonderfully made. 

Now. as wiUi these parts of the human frame, so is it 
with the doctrines of tlie Gospel. From the pages of 
Scriptm-e over which they are scattered, let these doctrines 
he collected: arrange them in systematic order; how 
heautifully they fit! doctrine to doctrine, duty to duty: 
till—connected with each other, ull “ members one of 

another”_they rise into a form of perfect symmetry, 

presenting that very system which, with minor differences 
but substantial unity, is embodied u' the Coiitessions, 
Creeds, and Catechisms of Evangelical Chnstondom. 

But there is a difference, which oven childhood inav 
discern, Ix^tweeii the manner in which the doctrines and 
duties of the Gospel are set fortii m the ord of God, 
and their move formal arrangement in our Catechisms 
and Confessions. They are scattered Imre and there over 
the face of Scripture, much as the plants ot Mature are 
distributed upon the surface of our globe. There, tor 
example, we meet with nothing that corresponds to the 
formal order, systematic classification, and rectangular 
beds of a botanical garden ; on the contrary, the creations 
of the vegetable kingdom lie mingled in what, although 
beautiful, appears to bo wild confusion. . On the same 
moor on the surface of tiie same me;ulow, the natur^ist 
collects grasses of many forms—he finds the soil enamelled 
with flowers of every hue; and in those primeval forest^ 
which have been planted by the hand of God, and beneath 
whose silent and solemn shades man still walks in savage 
freedom trees of every form and foliage stand side by 
side like brothers. -VViih t he Sabbath bills around us, 
from the dust and din, the splendour and squalor of the 
city, we have sat on a rocky bank, to wonder at the varied 
and rich profusion with which God had clothed tlie scene. 
Nature, like Joseph, was dressed m a coat of many 
coloui-8 -.—lichens gray, black, and yellow, clad the rwk ; 
the glossy ivy, like a child of ambition, had planted its 
foot on the crag, and, hanging on by a hundred arms, had 
'•limbed to its stormy summit; mosses, of hues surpassing 
l\\ the colours of the loom, spread an elastic carpt around 
the gushing fountain ; the wild thyme lent a bed to the 
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weary, and its perfume to the air; heaths o{>ened their 
blushing bosoms to the bee; the primrose, like modesty, 
looked out from its leafy shade; at the foot of the 
w’eathered stone the fern raised its plumes, and on its 
summit the foxglove rang his b€-autitul bells : wliile the 
birch bent to kiss the stream, as it ran laughing to hide 
itself in the lake below, or stretched out her arms to em¬ 
brace the mountain ash and evergreen pine. By a slight 
exercise of fancy, in such a scene one could see Mature 
engaged in her adorations :—we could bear her singing 
“ The earth is full of the glory of God I ” ** How mani¬ 

fold are Thy works. Lord God Almighty ! in wisdom Thou 
hast made tliein all ! 

No^^. although, over the whole surface of our glolx‘, 
plants of every form and family set-m confusedly scattered : 
amid this apparent disorder, the eye of science discovers 
a perfect system in the floral kingdom: and just as there 
is in Nature a botanical system, so there is as certainly, 
in the Bible, a theological system, although its doctrines 
and duties are not classified according to dogmatic rules. 
Hence we are commanded to “ search the ycriptures,” to 
compare “ spiritual things with spiritual,” to dig for the 
treasures, and to dive for the pearls. 


X,—THE GIIUCIFIXION.—Dossuftt. 

WiiKN our Redeemer e-xpired on the cross, synipatliising 
nature was convulsed ! The sun was suddenly enveloped 
in midnight darkness, and confusion reigned I But 1 
shall pass these terrific events, in order to lead your atten¬ 
tion to more important objects. Tho Cross erected on 
Mount Calvary was the standard of victory, to which oven 
Thought was to be led captive, and before which Imagina¬ 
tions were to be cast down that is to say, human wisdom 
and sceptic reluctance. No voice sublime was heard 
sounding from a thunder-bearing cloud, as of old from the 
heights of Sinai! No approach was observed of that 
formidable Majesty, before whom tho mountains molt as 
wax ! Where, where was the warlike preparation of that 
power, which was to subdue the world? See the whole 
artillery collected on Mount Calvary—in the exhibition 
of a Cross, of an agonizing Sufferer, and a crown of thorns I 
fieligious truth was exiled from the earth, and idolatry 



118 


pFATI T-NOB EN 


sat brooding over the moral world. The Egyptians, tlu 
fathers of philosophy ; the Grecians, the inventors ot the 
tine arts; the Romans, the conquerors of the universe; 
were all unfortiinatelv celebrated for the perversion ot 
ivli-ious worshit),—for the gross errors they admitted 
into tht^ir belief, and the indignities they offered to the 
true reli'M.m. Minerals, vegetables, animals, the elements, 
liecamo "objects of adoration; even abstract visionary 
forms, such as fevers and distempers, received the honours 
of doitication: and to the most infamous vices, and dis¬ 
solute passions, altars were erected. The world, which 
God had made to manifest His power, seemed to have 
become a temple of idols, where everything was god 
but God Himself! 

The mvster}' of tlio crucifixion was the remedy the 
Almighty* ordained for this universal idolatry. He knew 
the mind of man, and knew that it was not by reasoning 
that an error must be destroyed, which reasoning had not 
establislied. Men gave the Divinity their own figure, and 
attributed to Him their vices and passions. Reasoning 
had no share in so brutal an error. It was a subversion 
of reason, a delirium, a fivnzy. Argue with a frenetic 
person, you do but the more provoke him, and render the 
uistomper incurable. Neither will reasoning cure the 
delirium of idolatry. AVhat has learned antiquity gained 
by her elaborate discourses? her reasonings so artfully 
framed ? Did Plato, with that eloquence which was 
atyled divine, overthrow one single altar where monstrous 

ilivinities were worshipped? 

Experience hath shown that the overthrow of idolati-y 
could not be the work of reason alone. Ear from com¬ 
mitting to human wisdom the cure of such a malady, God 
completed its confusion by the mystery of the Cross. 
Idolatry (if rightly understood) took its rise from that 
profound self-attachment inherent in our nature. Thus 
it was that the Pagan mythology teemed ^vith deities, who 
were subject to human passions, weaknesses, and vices. 
AVhen the mysterious Cross displayed to the world an 
ngonizing Redeemer, incredulity exclaimed, it was fool- 
i.rhness ! But the darkening sun. Nature convulsed, the 
dead arising from their graves, said, it was wisdom ! 
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XI.—ON IKiClIXEX»iry.—D k. Ani>bi:w Thosisos. 

It is amidst trials and sorrows that intidelitv appears 
in it« jnst«st and most frightful asp(*ct. When sub- 
ject4jd to the multifarious ills “ which flesh is heir to,” 
what is there to uphold our sj>irit, but the discoveries 
and the prospects that are unfolded to us by revelation ? 
What, for this purpose, can be compajvd with the Ixdicf 
that everything here below Ls under the management of 
Infinite Wisdom and Goodness, and that there is an 
imraortalitv of bliss awaiting us in another world? If 
this conviction bo taken away, what is it that we can have 
recourse to, on wltich the luind may patiently and safely 
repose in the season of adversity ? AVhere is the balm 
which I may apply with effect to my wounded heart, 
after I have rejected the aid of the Almighty Physician ? 
Impose upon me wliatever hardships you please ; give ni< 
nothing but the bread of sorrow to eat; take from me 
the friends in whom I had placed my confidence *, lay 
me in the cold hut of ])overty, and on the thorny bed of 
<li.sease ; set death before me in all its terrors; do all 
—only let me trust in my Saviour, aud *• pillow my 
head on the bosom of Omnipotence,”—and I will *• fear 
no evil ”—I will rise superior to afllictiou,—I will 
rejoice in mv tribulation.” But, let infidelity interpose 
betv^’een God and my soul, and draw its impenetrable 
veil over a ftiture state of exist<*nce, and limit all my 
trust to the creatures of a day, and all my expectations to 
a few years as uncertain as they are short ; and how 
shall I Itear up, with fortitude or with cheerfulness, under 
the burthen of distress ? Or, where shall I find one drop 
of con.solation to put into the bitter draught, which has 
been given me to drink ? I look over the whole ninge of 
this wilderness in which I dwell ; but 1 see^ not one 
covert from the storm, nor one leaf for the healing of my 
soul, nor one cup of water to refresh me, in the weariness 
and the faintings of my pilgrimage. 


XII.—ON WAR.—Dr. Ciiajixino. 

Foblic war is not an evil which stands alone, or has 
nothing in common with other evils. It belongs to^ a 
great family. It may bo said that society, through its 
whole extent, is deformed by war. Even in families, we 
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3(?e jarrin" interests and passions, invasions of riglit. 
resistance of authority, violence, force: and, in common 
life, liow continually do we see men struggling with one 
another for property or distinction—injuring one another 
in word or deed—exasperati'd against one another by 
jealousies, neglects, and mutual reproach ! lA.!! this is 

essentially war; but war restrained, hemmed iir, disarinod, 
by the opinions and institutions of society. To limit its 
ravages, to guard reputation, property, and life, society 
has instituted government, erected the tribunal of justice, 
clothed the legislature with the power of enacting equal 
laws, put the sword into the hands of the magistrate, and 
pledged its whole force to its support. Human wisdom 
has been manifested in nothing more conspicuously than 
in civil institutions for repressing war, retaliation, and 
{>assionato resort to force, among the citizens of the satue 
state. But here it has stopped. Government, which is 
ever at work to restrain the citizen at hotne, often lets 
him loo.se. ami arms him with fire and sword, against 
other communities; sends out hosts for desolation and 
slaughter, and concentrates the whole energies of a people 
in the work of .spreading misery and death. Government, 
the peace-officer at home, breathes war abroad, organizes 
it into a science, reduces it to a system, makes it a trade, 
and applauds it, as if it were the most honoui'able work 
of nations. Strange, that the wisdom which has so suc- 
Ccissfully put down the wars of individuals, has never 
been inspired and emboldened, to engage in the task of 
bringing to an end the more gigantic crimes and miseries 
of public war ! What gives these miseries pre-eminence 
among human woes—what should compel us to look on 
them with peculiar terror—is, not their awful amount, 
but their origin, their source. Theyai’e miseries inflicted 
by man on man. They spring from depravity of will. 
They bear the impress of cruelty, of hardness of heart. 
The distorted features, writhing frames, and shrieks of 
the wounded and dying—these are not the chief horrors 
of war; they sink into unimportance, compared with the 
infernal passions which work this woe. X>eath is a light 
evil when not joined with crime. Had the countle.ss 
millions destroyed by war been swallowed up by floods or 
yawning earthquakes, we should look back, awe-struck 
but submissive, on the mysterious Providence which had 
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thus fulfilled the mortal sentence, oripnallv passed on the 
human race. But that man. born of voinaii, I omul by 
ties of brotherhood to man, and cominande'''—by an 
inward Jaw and the toioe of God—to love am. do fjood, 
should, through seltishnefts, pride, or revenge, inflict 
these agonies, and shed these torrvnts of Iminun blood.— 
here is an evil which combines, with exqtiisite suffering, 
fiendish gtiilt. All other evils fade before it. 

The idea of honour is a3sociat«*d \\ilb war. But ti> 
whom does the Ijonour belong ? If to anv. certainly not 
to the inas.s of the j>cople, but to those v ))0 are paiTicu- 
larly engaged in it. 'i'he mass of a {M*op!e who .stay at 
home, and hire others to tight—who 5l«»ep in their warm 
iKrds. and hire others to sleep on the cold 4unl damp eatth 
— who sit at their weil-spread bonrtls, and hire others to 
take the chance of starving—who nurse the slightest hvirt 
in their own bodies, and hire others to expO'C themselves 
to mortal wounds, and to linger in comfortless hospitals 

_certainly this inas.s reaps little honour from war. 'J'he 

honour beh)ugs to those who are immediately engagc^l in 
it. Let me ask, then. What is the chief business of war? 
It i.s to destroy human life, to mangle the limbs, to ga^b 
and hew the body, to plunge the sword into the heart of 
a fellow-CTiiature, to strew the earth with bleeding fruine.s, 
and to tiample them undi r foot with liorses’ hoofs. It 
is to Iratter down and burn cities, to turn fruitful fields 
into deserts, to level the cottage of the peasant, and the 
magnificent abode of the opulent, to scourge nations with 
famine, to multiply widows and orphans. / Are these 
honourable deeds? Were you called to name exploits 
worthy of demons, would you not naturally select such 
as these y Grant that a necessity for them may exist: it 
is a dreadful uecessitv. such os a good man must recoil 
from, with instinctive'horror; and though it may exempt 
them from guilt, it cannot turn them into glory/ We 
have thought that it was honourable to heal, to save, to 
mitigate pain, to snatch the sick and sinking from tht? 
jaws of death. We have placed among the reverend 
benefactors of the human race, the discoverers of arts 
which alleviate human sutferings, w’hicli prolong, comfort, 
adorn, and cheer human life; and it these arts are 
honourable, where is the glory of multiplying and aggra¬ 
vating tortures and death ? 
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XIII.—ON AUTUMN.— ALISON. 

Lr.T the young go out, in these hours, under the descend- 
i\ig sun of the year, into the tields of Nature. Their 
hi^its a^o now ardent with hope,—with the hopes of 
fame, of honoiu', or of happiness ; and in the lottg per¬ 
spective which is before them, their imagination crtnites 
a \^<)^ld where all may bo enjoyed. Let the scenes which 
ihev now inav witness, inoilerate, but not eitiuguish their 
ambition;—while they seethe yearly desolation of N;iture, 
let them see it as the emblem of mortal hope;—while they 
feel the disproportion between the powers they possess, 
and tho time they are to be employed, let theni carry their 
ambitious eve beyond the world;—and while, in these 
sacred solitude.«, a voice in their own bosom corresponds 
to the voice of decaying Nature, let them take that high 
dt'cision which becomes those who feel themselves the 
inhabitants of a greater world, and who look to a being 
incaiiable of decay. 

Let the busy and the active go out, and pause for 
a time amid the scenes which surround them, and 
learn the high lesson which Nature teaches in the hours 
of its fall. They are now ardent with all the desires 
of mortality; and fame, and interest, and pleasure, 
are displaying to them their shadowy promises; and, in 
the vulgar race of life, many weak and many worthless 
passions are too naturally engendered. Let them with¬ 
draw themselves, for a time, from the agitations of the 
world; lettliem mark the desolation of summer, and listen 
to the winds of winter, which begin to murmur above their 
heads. It is a scene, which, with all its powers, has yet uo 
reproach;—it telb them that such is also the fate to which 
they must come ; that tho pulse of passion must one day 
beat low; that the illusions of time must pass; and that 
“ the spirit must return to Him who gave it.” It reminds 
them, ^vith gentle voice, of that innocence in which life 
was l^gun, and for which no prosperity of vice can make 
any compensation; and that Angel who is one day to 
stand upon the earth, and “ to swear that time shall be 
uo more,” seems now to whisper to them, amid the hollow 
winds of the year, what manner of men ought they to be, 
who must meet that decisive hour. 

There is “ an even-tide ” in human life—a season when 
the eye becomes dim, and the strength decays ; and when 
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the winter of age begins to shed, upon tlie liuinar. iuad. 
it*« prophetic snow, it is th*:^ season of lite to which ilu* 
present is most analogous ; and much it beconie-s. ami 
much it would profit you, to mark the instruclioiis 
which the ^eason brings. The spring and the suuuner of 
your davs are gone ; and with them, not only the j'^vs 
they knew, but many of the friends who gave them. \ou 
have entered u|>ou the autumn of your being: and what¬ 
ever may have been the profusion of your spring, or the 
warm intemperance of your summer, there is yel a !*<iason 
of stillness and of solitud<*, which the beneticeuee of 
Heaven affords you, in wliich you may meditat** upon 
the past and the future, and prepare yourselves for the 
mighty change which j'ou are soon to undergo. 

If thus you have the wisdom to us© the decaying season 
of Nature*, it brings with it consolations moi-e valuable 
llian all the enjoyments of former days. In the long 
retrospect of your journey, you have seen, every day, the 
shades of the evening fall,' and, every year, the clouds 
of winter gather. But you have seen also, every succeed¬ 
ing dav, the morning arise in itvS brightness, and. in every 
suc«*et.*ding year, the spring return to renovate the uinter 
of Nature.' It is now you may understand the magni- 
ficem Imcuuge of Heaven ; it mingles its voice with that 
«if lievelation ; 't summons you, in these houi-s when the 
leaves fall, and llie winter is gathering, to that evening 
study which the n.ercy of Heaven ha-s provided in the 
book of ‘salvation : and, while ihe ^shadowy valley opens, 
which leads to the abode of Heath, it speaks of that hand 
w Inch can comfort and can save, and w hich can conduct 
to those “ green pasturcH, and tliose still waters,^ ^^ he^e 
there is an eternal Spring for the chtkirrn of God. 


XIV.—ON DEATH.—BLAin. 

CinxDREN of men! it is well known to you that you are 
a mortal race. Heatli is the law of your nature, the tribute 
of your being, tho debt which all are bound to jiay. On 
these terms you received life—that you should be ready 
to give it up, when IVovidence calls you to make room 
for others ; who, in like manner, when their time »scome, 
shall follow you. He who is unwilling to submit to d^th 
when Heaven decrees it, deserves not to have lived, xou 



124 


REA.DD»Q3 Df 


might a« reasonably complain that you did not live before 
the'-time appointed for your coming into tho world, as 
laihent that you are not to live longer, when the period 
of your quitting it is arrived. What Divine Providence 
hath made necessary, human prudence ought to comply 
with cheerfully. Submit, at any rate, you must; and is 
it not better to follow of your own accord, than to be 
clraegt'd reluctantly and by force ? What privilege have 
von to plead, or what reason to urge, why you should 
possess an exemption from the common doom? All things 
around you are mortal and perishing. Cities, states, and 
^empires, have their periods set. The proudest monu- 
"inents of human Art moulder into dust. Even the works 
of'Kature wax old and decay. 

' ■ In the midst of this universal tendency to change, could 
^ you expect that, to your frame alone, a permanent dura¬ 
tion should be given ? All who have gone before you 
have submitted to the stroke of death. All who como 
• , after you shall undergo the same fate, I'ho great and 
the good, the prince and tho peasant, the I'enowned and 
tho obscure, travel alike the road which le;ids to the grave. 

At the moment when you expire, thousands throughout 
the world, shall, with you, be yielding up their breath. 

Can that be held to be a great calamity, which is common 
to you with every thing that lives on earth ?—which is 
an event os much according to the course of Nature, as it 
is that leaves should fall in autumn, or that fruit should 
drop from the tree when it is fully ripe. 

The pain of death cannot be very long, and is probably 
less severe than what you have at ot her times experienced. 

The pomp of death is more terrifying than death itself. 

It is to the weakness of our imagination that it owes its 
chief power of dejecting the spirits: for, when the force 
of the mind is roused, there are few passions in our 
nature that have not been able to overcome the fear of 
death. Honour has defied death; Dove has despised it; 
Shame has ru.shed upon it; Revenge has disregarded it; 
Grief has a tliousand times wished for its approach. Is it • 
not strange that Reason and Virtu© cannot give strength 
to surmount that fear, which, even in feeble minds, so 
many passions have conquered ? What inconsistency is 
there in complaining so much of the evils of life, andl 
being at the same time so afraid of what is to terminatev^ , 
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The Saviour comes! by ancient bards foretold : 

Hear him, ye deaf! and, all ye blind, behold ! 

He from thick films shall purge the visual ray. 

And on the sightless eye-ball pour the day : 

Tls he the obstructed paths of sound shall clear. 
And bid new music charm the unfolding ear: 

The dumb shall sing, the lame his crutch forego. 
And leap exulting, like the bounding roe. 

No sigh, no murmur, the wide worhl shall hear ; 
From every face he wipes off every tear: 

In adamantine chains shall Death be bound. 

And hells grim tyrant feel the eternal wound. 

the good shepherd tends his fleecy care, 

Seeks freshest pasture, and the purest air, 

Explores the lost, the wandering sheep directs, i 
By day o’ersees them, and by night protects ; j 
The tender lambs he raises in his arms, / 

Feeds from his hand, and in his bosom warms; 
Thus shall mankind his guardian care engage. 

The promised Father of the future age. 

No more shall nation against nation rise, f 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes ; / 

Nor fields with gleaming steel be cover’d o'ev. 

The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; t 
But useless lances into scythes shall bend, 

And the broad falchion in a ploughshare end. 

Then palaces shall rise; the joyful son 
Shall fini.sh what his short-lived sire begun ; 

Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield, 

And the same hand that sow'd, shall reap the field ; 
The swain in barren desexibs with surpriso 
See lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise ; 

And start, ainidsb the thirsty wilds, to hear 
New falls of wnt^ murmuring in his ear. 

On rifted rocks, the dragon’s late abodes, J 
The green reed trembles, and the bulrush nodirT] 
Waste sandy volleys, once perplex’d with thorn,'» 
The spiry fir and stately box adorn ; 

To leafless shrubs the flow'ering palms succeed. 

And odorous myrtle to the noisome weed. 

Tlie lambs with wolves shall graze the verdant mead. 
And boys In flowery Innds the tiger lead. 
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The steer and lion at one crib shall meet, 

And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim s feet. 

The smiling infant in his hand shall take 
The crested basilisk and speckled snake ; 

Pleased, the green lustre of their scales survey, 

And with their forky tongue shall innocently play. 

Rise, crown’d with light, imperial Salem, rise I 
Exalt thy towery head, ami lift thine eyes 1 
See a long race thy spacious courts adorn ; 

See future sons, and daughters yet unborn. 

In crowding ranks on every side arise. 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies ! 

See barbarous nations at thy gates attend, 

AValk in thy light, and in thy temple bend: 

See thy bright altars throng’d with prostrate kings, 

And lieap’d with products of Sabajan springs ! 

For thee Idumc’s spicy forests blow. 

And seeds of gold in Ophir’s mountains glow. 

See heaven its sparkling portals wide display. 

And break upon thee in a flood of day. 

No more the rising sun shall gild the morn. 

Nor evening Cynthia fill her silver horn ; 

But lost, dissolved in thy superior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze, 

O’erflow thy courts : the Light Himself shall shine 
Reveal’d, and God’s eternal day be thine ! 

The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay, 

Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away; 

But fix’d His word, His saving power remains ; 

—Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own Messiau reigns\ 

III.— THANATOPSIS : A VIEW OF DEATH.—W. C. Brtant. 

To him who, in the love of Nature, holds communion 
with her visible forms, she speaks a various language; 
for his gayer hours, she has a voice of gladness, and a 
smile, and eloquence of beauty; and she glides into his 
darker musing, with a mild and gentle sympathy, that 
steals away their sharpness ere he is aware. When 
thoughts of the last bitter hour come like a blight over 
thy spirit; and sad images of the stern agony, and 
shroud, and pall, and breathless darkness, and the 
narrow house, make thee to shudder and grow sick a|^ 

4 
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heart; go forth under the open sky, and list to Nature’s 
teachings; while from all around,^-earth, and her 
waters,*and the depths of air,—comes a still voice: 

4* Yet a few days, and thee the all-beholding sun shaU 
see no more in all his course ; nor yet in the cold ground, 
where thy pale form wa* laid with many tears, nor m 
the embrace of ocean, shall exist thy image. Earth, that 
nourished thee, shall claim thy growth to be resolved to 
earth again ; and, lost each human trace, surrendering 
up thine individu^ being, thou shalt go to mix for 
\\5th the elemenU ; to be a brother to the insensible 
rock ; and to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain 
turns with his share and treads upon. The oak shall 
fiend his roots abroad, and pierce thy mould. 

“ Yet not to thine eternal resting-place shalt thou 
retire alone, nor couldst thou wish couch more mapii- 
ficent. Thou shalt lie down with patriarchs of the infant 

world with kings—the powerful of the earth—the wiso 

—the good;—fair forms—and hoary seers of ages 
past; all in one mighty sepulchre. The hills, rock- 
ribbed, and ancient as the sun ; the vales, stretching in 
pensive quietness between ; the venerable woods ; rivers, 
that move in majesty ; and the complaining brooks, that 
make the meadow.-s green; and, poured round all* old 
oceangrey and melaocholv waste,—aro but the solemn 
decorations all of the great tomb of man. The golden 
sun, the planets, all the infinite host of heaven, are 
shining on the sad abodes of Death, through the still 
lapse of ages. All that tread the globe are but a handful, 
to the tribes that slumber in its bosom. Take the 
of morning, and the Barcan desert pierce ; or lose thyself 
in the continuous woods where rolls the Oregon, and 
hears no sound save his own dushings—yet the dead are 
there ; and millions, in those soUtudes, since first the 
flight of years began, have laid them down m their last 

sleep:-the dead reign there alone! So shalt thou 

rest:—and what if thou shalt fall unnoticed by the 
living, and no friend take note of thy departure ? AU 
thatteeathe will share thy destiny. The gay will tough 
when thou art gone ; the solemn brood of care plod on 
and each one, as before, will chase his favourite phantom 
yet aU these shall leave their mirth and their employe 
mejxiSf and ahall come and make tbpir tnoo. 
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As the long traiT* of ages glides away, the sons of men,— 
the youth in life’s green spring, and he who goes in the 
full strength of years; matron and maid; the bowed 
with age ; the infant in the smiles and beauty of its 
innocent life out off,—shall, one by one, be gathered to 
thy side, by those who, in their turn, shall follow then). 

“ So live, that,—when thy summons comes to join the 
innumerable caravans that move to the pale realms of 
Shade, wl)ere each shall take his chamber in the silent 
halls of Death,—thou go, not like the quarry-slave at 
night, scourged to his dungeon; but, sustained and 
soothed by an unfaltering tDist, approach thy grave like 
one who wraps the drapery of his couch about him, and 
lies down to pleasant dreams.” 


IV.—HUMAN LIFE: ITS FOUR STAGES.—S.VMUEL ROOER- 

The lark has sung his carol in the sky, 

The bees have hummed their noontide lullaby : 

Still, in the vale, the village bells ring round. 

Still, in JLlewellyn-hall, the jests resovind : 

Por. now, the caudle-cup is circling there: 

Now, glad at heart, the gossips breathe their prayer. 
And, crowding, stop the cradle, to admire 
The babe,—the sleeping image of his sire! 

A few short years, and then these sounds shall hail 
The day again, and gladness fill the vale; 

So soon the child a youth, the youth a mao, 

I2ager to run the race his fathers ran : 

Then, the huge ox shall yield the broad sirloin ; 

The ale (now brewed) in floods of amber shine ; 

And basking in the chimney's ample blaze, 

*Mid many a tale told of his boyish days. 

The Nurse shall cry, of all her ills beguiled, 

** ’Twas on these knees he sat so oft and smiled! ” 
And soon, again, shall music swell the breeze: 
Soon, issuing forth, shall glitter through the trees 
Vestures of nuptial white ; and hymns be sung. 

And violets scattered round ; and old and young, 

In every^ cottage porch, with garlands green, 

Stand still to gaze, and, gazing, bless the scene; 
While, her dark eyes denning, by his side 
J^oyes, in her virgin veil, the gentle bride* 
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And once, alas ! nor in a distant hour, 

Another voice shall come from yonder tower : 
"When, in dim chambers, long black Nveeds are ^een, 
And weepings heard, where only joy hath been ; 
"WTien, by his children borne, and from Ins door 
Slowlv departing to return no more, 
lie rests in holv earth, with them who vsent before. 

And such is Human Life! So ghdinc on, 

It glimmers, like a meteor—and is gone . 


V_ON PROCKASTINATIOK.—Dn. YoCNO.-^ 

Be wise to-day; 'tis madness to defer: 
fatal precedent will plead ; thus on,— till Wisdom is 
pushed out of life. Procrastination is the ^ 

Time. Year after year it steals, till all are fled; and, 
Tolhe mercies of a moment, leaves the vast concerns ot 

an eternal scene. , . . 

Of man’s miraculous mistakes, this iK-ars the palro,— 

That all men are about to live : for ever on the brink 

of being bom. All pay themselves the compliment to 

think, they, one day. shall not dnvel; 
on this reversion takes up ready praise : at least their 
own : their future selves applaud, how excellent that life 
—they ne’er will lead! Time lodged in their own hands 
is Folly’s vails: that lodged in Fates, to Wisdom they 
coasign : the thing they can’t but pu^ose, they postpone. 
’Tin not in Folly not to scorn a fool, and scarce in 
human Wisdom to do more. All promise ‘s-poor 
dilatory man, and that through every stage. ' 

vounir. indeed, in full content wo sometimes nobly rest, 
unanxious for ourselves ; and only wi^h. as duteous sons, 
our fathers were more wise. At thirty man suspects 
himself a fool; knows it at forty, and reforms his pbn , 
at fifty, chides his infamous delay; pushes 
purpose to resolve; in all the magnanimity of thought, 
resolves, and re-resolves, then-^ies the wme . 

\nd why ? Because he thinks himself immortal. All 
men think aU men mortal, but themselves ; themselvw, 
when some alarming shock of through thmr 

wounded hearts the sudden dread: but their hi^r^ 
wounded,—like the wounded 

passed the shaft, no trace xs found. As from the win?' 
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no scar the sky retains, the parted wave no furrow from 
the keel; so dies in human hearts the thought of death. 
Even with the tender tear, which Nature sheds o’er those 
we love, we drop it—in their grave! 


VI.—TO-MORROW.—COTTOX. 

To-morrow, didst thou say ? 

Methought I heard Horatio say. To-morrow. 

Go to—I will not hear of it—To-morrow’! 

’Tis a sharper, who stakes his penury 
Against thy plenty ; who takes thy ready cash, 

And pays thee nought, but wishes, hopes, and promises,—• 
The currency of idiots: injurious bankrupt, 

That gulls the easy creditor !—To-morrow ; 

It is a period nowhere to be found 
In all tne hoary registers of Time, 

Unless, perchance, in the fool’s calendar! 

Wisdrun disclaims the word, nor holds society 
"With those who own it. No, my Horatio, 

’Tie fancy’s child, and folly is its father; 

Wrought of such stuff as dreams are, and baseless 
As the fantastic visions of the evening. 

But soft, my friend—arrest the present moments ; 
Eor, be assured, they all are arrant tell-tales : 

And, though their llight be silent, and their path 
Trackless as the winged coixriers of the air, 

They post to heaven, and there record thy folly ;— 
Because, though stationed on the important watch, 
Thou, like a sleeping, faithless sentinel, 

Didst let them pass, unnoticed, unimproved. 

And know, for that thou slumberedst on the guard, 
Thou shalt be made to answ'er, at the bar. 

For every fugitive ; and when thou thus 

Shalt stand impleaded at the high tribunal 

Of hood-winked Justice, who shall tell thy audit? 

Then, stay the present instant, dear Horatio ! 
Imprint the marks of wisdom on its wings; 

’Tis of more worth than kingdoms 1 far more precious 
Than all the crimson treasures of life’s fountain 
O ! let it not elude thy grasp; but like 
The good old patriarch upon record, 

Hold the fleet angel fast, until he bless thee ^ 
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VII.— ADDRESS TO INDEPENDENCE.— Smollett. 

Tnx spirit, Indepondence, lot too share: lord of the 
lion heart and eagle eye! thy steps 1 follow with my 
bosom bare, nor heed the etorm that howls along the 
sky. Thou, guardian geniui>, thou didst teach my youth 
Pomp and her tinsel livery to despise: my lips, by thee 
clmstised to early truth, ne’er paid that homage which the 
heart denies. 

Those sculptured halls my feet shall never tread, 
where varnished Tice and Vanity, combined to dazzle 
and seduce, their banners spread, and forge vUe shackles 
for the freo-boru mind: where Insolence his wrinkled 
front uprears, and all the flowers of spurious Fancy blow ; 
and Title his ill-woven chaplet wears,—full often wreatheA. 
around the miscreant’s brow: where ever-dimpliiig 
Falsehood, pert and vain, presents her cup of stale 
profession’s froth ; and pale Disease, with all his bloated 
train, torments the sons of gluttony and sloth. In 
Fortune’s car behold the minion ride, with either India s 
glittering spoils oppressed : so moves the sumpter-mule, 
m harnessed pride, that bc^ars the trea-sure which he 
cannot taste. For him let venal bards dL«grace the bay, 
and hireling minstrels wake the tinkling string; her 
sensual snares let faithless Pleasure by, and M her 

iincling bells fantastic Folly ring ;—^8qmet, doubt, and 

dread shall inteirene; and Nature, still to all her feelings 
just, in vengeance bang a damp on every scene, shook 
from the baneful pinions of Disgust. 

Nature I’ll court in her sequestered haunts, by 
mountain, meadow, streamlet, grove, or «-;U; where the 
poised brk his evening ditty chants, and llealth, and 
Peace, and Contemplation dwell. There Study shaU 
with Solitude recline, and Friendship pledge me to his 
fellow-swaina ; and Toil and Temperance sedately twine 
the slender cord that fluttering life sustams ; and fear¬ 
less Poverty shall guard the door; and Taste unspoiled 
the frugal table spread; and Industry supply the humble 
store; and Sleep, unbribed, his dews refriahing shed: 
white-mantlod Innocence, ethereal sprite, shaU chase 
off the gobUns of the night; and Independence oer tbo 
day presidepropitious power 1 my patron and my 
pride. 
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VIII.—ON SLAVERY.— COWPER. 

Oh ! for a lod^e in some va.st wilderness. 

Some boiDiflless contiguity of shade. 

Where rumour of oppression and deceit, 

Of \insuccessful or succes.sful war, 

Mi<;ht never reach me more ! My ear is pained. 
My soul is sick, with every day’s report 

wrong and outrage, with which earth is filled. 
Il'here is no flesh in man’s obdurate heart : 

Bt does not feel for man. That natural bond 
Of hrotherliood is severed, as the flax 
That falls asunder at the touch of fire. 

He finds his fellow guilty—of a skin 
Not colpured like his own ; and, having power 
To enforce the wrong, for such a worthy cause, 
Dooms and devotes liim as his lawful prey. 

Lands intersected by a narrow frith, 

-Abhor each other. Mountains interposed 
Make enemies of nations, who had else, 

Like kindred drops, been mingled into one. 

Thus man devotes his brother, and destroys ; 
And, worse than all, at^d most to be deplored, 

As hunmn nature s broadest, foulest blot. 

Chains him, and tasks him, and exacts his sweat 
With stripes—that Mercy, with a bleeding heart. 
Weeps, when she sees inflicted on a beast! 

Then, what is man ? And what man seeing this, 
And having human feelings, does not blush 
And hang his head, to think himself a man ? 

I would not have a slave to till my ground. 

To carry me, to fan me while I sleep. 

And tromble when I wake, for all the wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever earned. 
No : dear as freedom is, and in my heart’s 
Just estimation prized above all price, 

I had much rather be myself the slave. 

And wear the bonds, than fasten them on him. 
We have no slaves at home—then why abroad ? 
And they themselves, once ferried o’er the wave 
That parts ue, are emancipate and loosed. 

Slav^ cannot breathe in England; if their lungs 
Eeceive our air, that moment they are free ; 

They touch our country, and their shackles fall; 
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That’s noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the blessing. Spread it then. 
And let it circulate through evcrv vein 
Of all your empire : that, where Britain s power 
Is felt, mankind may feel her mercy too. 


IX.—THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS.—Thomas Hood. 

Oke more unfortunate, weary of breath, rashly importu¬ 
nate, gone to her death ! Take her up tenderly litt her 
with care: fashioned so sleuderlv, young, and so fair! 
LfOok at her garments, clinging like cerements w hilst 
the uavo constantly drips from her clothing. Take her 
up instantly, lo\ing. not loathing. Touch her not scorn- 
fuUv, think of her mournfully, gently and humanly; not 
of the stains of her:—all that remains of her now is 
pure womanly. Make no deep scrutiny into her mutiny, 
rash and undutiful: past all dishonour. Death has left 
on her only the beautiful. StUl,—for all slips of hers, 
one of Eve's family 1—wipe those poor lips of hers, oozing 
so clammily. I.K>op up her tresses escaped Iroin the comb 
—her fair auburn tresses!—whilst wonderment guesses, 
Where was her home? who was her father? who was 
her mother? had she a sister? had she a brother ? or was 
there a dearer one still, and a nearer one yet than all 
other? Alas! for the rarity of Christian charity under 
the sun ! Oh! it was pitiful I near a whole city lull, home 
she had none. Sisterly, brotherly, fatherly, motherly 
feelings bad changed: love, by harsh evidence, thrown 
from its eminence: even God’s providence seeming es¬ 
tranged ! , . • L 

Where the lamps quiver so far m the river, with many 

a light from window and casement, from garret to l^e- 
ment, she stood with amazement, houseless—by night. 
The bleak wind of March mad© her tremble and shiver ; 
but not the dark arch, or the block-flowing nver: 
from life’s historv, glad to death’s mystery; swift to te 
hurled any where, any where, out of the world! in 
she plunged boldly, no matter how coldly the rough 
river ranover the brink of it, picture it, think of it, 
dissolute Man 1 lave in it, drink of it, then, if you 

^^ake her up tenderly, lift her with care: fashioned 
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SO slenderly, young, and so fair ! Ere her limbs frigidly 
stiffen too rigidly, decently, kindly, smooth and compose 
them; and her eyes—close them, staring so blindly! 
Dreadfully staring, through muddy impurity ; as when, 
with the daring last look of despairing, hxed on futurity ! 
Perishing gloomily; spurred by contumely, cold in¬ 
humanity, burning insanity, into ber rest.—Cross her 
hands humbly, as if praying dumbly, over her breast; 
owning her weakness, her evil behaviour—and leaving, 
with meekness, her sins to her Saviour! 


X.—DAVID AND ABSALOM.—N. P. WiLLlS. 

The pall was settled. He who slept beneath 
Was straightened for the grave ; and, as the folds 
Sunk to the still proportions, they betrayed 
The matchless symmetry of Absalom. 

His hair was yet unshorn, and silken curls 
Were floating round the tjissels as they swayed 
To the admitted air ; as glossy now. 

As when, in hours of gentle dalliance, bathing 
The snowy fingers of Judea’s girls. 

His helm was at his feet *, his banner, soiled 
With trailing through Jerusalem, was laid 
Reversed beside him; and the jewel’d hilt. 

Whose diamonds lit the passage of his blade^ 
Rested, like mockery, on his covered brow. 

The soldiers of the king trod to and fro, 

Clad in the garb of battle; and their chief, 

The mighty Joab, stood b^ide the bier. 

And gazed upon the dark poll steadfastly. 

As if he feared the slumberer might stir. 

—A slow step startled him ! He grasped his blade 
As if a trumpet rang; but the bent form 
Of David entered,—and he gave command, 

In a low tone, to his few followers. 

Who left him with his dead. The king stood still 
Till the last echo died: then, throwing off 
The sackcloth from his brow, and laying back 
The pall from the still features of his child. 

He bowed his head upon Him, and broke forth 
In the resistless eloquence of woe: 
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“ Alas: my noble boy, that thou shouldst die . 

Thou, who wert made so beautifully fair. 

That death should settle in thy glorious eye. 

And leave bis stillness in this clustering hair. 
How could be mark thee for the silent tomb, 

My proud boy, Absalom ! 

Cold is thy brow, my son: and I am 
As to my bosom I have tried to press tbee. 

How was I wont to feel mv pulses thrill. 

Like a rich harpstring,—yearning to caress tbw; 
And hear thy sweet ^ vnj fatlur’ iroxn these dumb 
And cold lips, Absalom ! 

“ The grave hath won thee. I shall hear the gush 
Of music, and the voices of the young; 

And life will pass me in the mantlmg blush, 

And the dark tresses to the Roft winds flung; 

But thou no more, with thy sweet voice, shall come 
To meet me, Absalom ! 

“ And, oh ! when I am stricken, and my h^rt. 
Like a bruised reed, is waiting to be broken, 
How will its love for thee, as I depart. 

Yearn for thine ear to drink its last deep token 
It were so sweet, amid death’s gathering gloom. 

To see thee, Absalom ! 

“ .And now, farcwell! ’Tis hard to give thee up, 
With death, so like a gentle slumber, on thee : 
And thy dark sin!—Ob ! I could drink the cup. 

If from this woe its bitterness had won thee. 
May God have called thee, like a wanderer, home, 
My lost boy, Absalom ! ” 

He covered up his face, and bowed himself 
A moment on his child : then, giving hini 
A look of melting tenderness, he clasped 
HU hand convulsively, as if in prayer; 

And, as if strength were given him of God, 

He rose up calmly, and composed the pall 
I'irmly and decently—and left him there. 

As if hU rest had been a breathing sleep. 


XI.—ON MAN.—Alexandee Pope. 
Awake, my St. John— leave all meaner things 
To low ambition, and the pride of kings; 
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Let US (since life can little more supply 
Than just to look about us, and to die) 

Expatiate free o’er all this scene of Man : 

A mighty maze ! but not witliout a plan ; 

A wild, where weeds and flowers promiscuous shoot; 
Or garden, tempting with forbidden fruit. 

Together let us beat this ample field. 

Try what the open, what the covert yield ; 

The latent tracts, the giddy heights explore. 

Of all who blindly creep, or sightless soar ; 

Eye Nature’s walks, shoot folly as it flies, 

And catch the manners living as they rise; 

Laugh where we must, be candid where we can ; 

But vindicate the ways of God to Man. 

Say, first, of God above, or Man below. 

What can we reason, but from wh.at we know ? 

Of man, what see we, but his station here. 

From which to reason, or to which refer? 

Through worlds unnumbered though the God be 
known, 

Tis ours to trace Him only in our own. 

He, who through vast immensity can pierce, 

See worlds on worlds compose one universe. 

Observe how sy.stem into system runs, 

What other planets circle other suns ; 

What varied being peoples every star,— 

May tell why heaven has made us as we are. 

But of this frame, the bearings and the ties, 

The strong connexions, nice dependencies. 
Gradations just,—has thy pervading soul 
Looked through ? or, can a part contain the whole ? 
Is the great chain that draws all to agree. 

And, drawn, supports, upheld by God, or thee? 

Presumptuous Man! the reason wouldst thou find 
Why formed so weak, so little, and so blind ? 

Fii-st, if thou const, the harder reason guess, 

« no weaker, blinder, and no less. 

Ask of thy mother Earth, why oaks are made 
Taller and stronger than the weeds they shade ? 

Or ask of yonder argent fields above. 

Why Jove’s satellites are less than Jove ? 

Of systems possible, if ’tis confessed 
That wisdom infinite must form the best; 
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Where all must fall, or not coherent be, 

And all that rises, rise in due degree ; 

Then, in the scale of reasoning life, ’tis plain 
There must be, somewhere, such a rank as man : 

And all the question (wrangle e’er so long) 

Is only this—If God has placed him wrong ? 

Respecting Man, whatever wrong we call. 

May—must, be right, as relative to all. 

In Duiuan works, though laboured-on with pain, 

A thousand movements scarce one purpose gain : 

In God’s, one single can its end produce. 

Yet sen’es to second too some other use. 

So Man, who here seems pnucipal alone. 

Perhaps acts second to some sphere unknown. 

Touches some wheel, or verges to some goal: 

Tis but a part we see, and not the whole. 

When the proud steed shall know why Man restrains 
llis fiery course, or drives him o’er the plains ; 

When the dull ox, why now he breaks the clod. 

Is now a victim, and now Egypt’s god ; 

Then shall Man’s pride and duJness comprehend 
His actions’, po-^sions’, being’s use and end ; 

Why doing, suffering; checked. irapeUed ; and why 

This hour a Slave, the next a Deity. 

Then say not Man’s imperfect, Heaven in fault ; 

Sav rather, Man’s as perfect as he ought ; 
liis knowl6dg6 iDOi'*'Uivd to his aud placo , 

His time a moment, and a point bis space. 


XII—THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL.— 

ALEXASDKU Pope. 

Vital spark of heavenly fiame, quit, oh. ouit this mortal 
frame I—trembling, hoping.—lingering, flying; oh, the 
pain, the bliss of dying! C^e. fond nature! c^se 

thy strife, and let me languish into life.-Hark, they 

whisper! Angels say, “SUter spirit, come away! 

What is this absorbs me quite, steals my sensw, shute 
my sight, drowTis my spirit, draws my bwuth? TeU ae, 
my soul—can this be death ? The world recedes I—it 
disappears!—heaven opens on my eyes!—my ^rs with 
sounds seraphic ring t Lend, lend your wings ! I mount 
I flyj_o Grave! where is thy victory? O Death! 

where b thy sting? 
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XIII.—THE SKYLARK.—James Hoqg. 

Bird of the wHlderness, blithesome and cumberlcss, sweet 
be thy matin o’er moorland and lea ; emblem of happiness, 
blest is thy dwelling-place—oh, to abide in the desert 
with thee ! Wild is thy lay, and loud, far in the downy 
cloud ; love gives it energy, love gave it birth. Where, 
on the dewy wing,—where art thou journeying? thy 
lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth. O’er fell and 
fountain sheen, o’er muir and mountain green, o’er the 
red streamer that heralds the day, over the cloudlet dim, 
over the rainbow’s rim, musical cherub, soar singing 
away! Then, when the gloaming comes, low in the 
heather-blooms, sweet will thy welcome and bed of love 
be ! Emblem of happiness, blest is thy dwelling-place— 
oh, to abide in the desert with thee! 


XIV.—THE THREE SONS.—MoULTRlE. 

1 HAVE a son, a little son, a boy just five years old, 

With eyes of thoughtful earnestness, and mind of gentle 
luoidd ; 

They tell me that unusual grace in all his ways appears. 

That my child is grave and wise of heart, beyond his 
childish years. 

I cannot say how this may be: I know his face is fail*, 

And yet his chiefest comeliness is his sweet and serious 
air. 

I know his heart is kind and fond; I know he loveth me. 

But loveth yet his mother more, with grateful fervency : 

But that which others most admire, is the thought which 
fills bis mind,— 

The food for grave inquiring speech, he everywhere doth 
find. 

Strange questions doth he ask of me, when we together 
walk ; 

He scarcely thinks as children think, or talks as children 
talk. 

Nor cares he much for childish sports, dotes not on bat 
or ball, 

But looks on manhood’s ways and works, and aptly 
mimics all. 

TTifl little heart is busy still, and oftentimes perplexed 

'With thoughts about this world of ours, and thoughts 
about the next. 
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fie Itneels at his dear mother’s Imee; she teaches him 
to pray, 

And strange, and sweet, and solemn then, are the worus 

which he will say.- , 

Ob, should my gentle child be spared to manhood’s years, 

like me, 

A holier and a wiser man I trust that ho will be; 

And when I look into his eyes, an^ stroke his thoughtful 
brow, 

I dare not think what I should feel, were I to lose him now. 


I have a son, a second son, a simple child of three ; 
ni not declare how bright and fair his little features be ! 
How silver sweet those toues of his, when he prattles on 
my Imeo! 

I do not think his light blue eye is, like his brothers, keen, 
Nor his brow so full of childish thought, as his hath ever 
been * 

But his little heart’s a fountain pure, of kind and tender 
feeling, 

And his every look ’a a gleam of light, rich depths of love 

revealing. „ „ , 

"When he walks with me, the country folk who pass us in 

the street, . i , -.j 

Will speak their joy. and bless my boy—he looks so mild 

and sweet. 

A playfellow is he to all, and yet, with cheerful tone. 

Will slug his little song of love, when left to sport alone. 
His presence is like sunshine, sent to gladden homo and 
hearth, 

To comfort us in all our griefs, and sweeten all our 
mirth.- 

Sliould grow up to riper years, God grant his heart 
may prove 

As sweet a home for heavenly grace, os now for earthly 
love: 

And if, beside his grave, the tears our aching eyes must 
dim, 

God comfort us for ell the love which we shall lose in 
him. 

I have a son, a third sweet son; his ago I cannot tell, 
For they reckon not by years and months, where he is 
gone to dwelL 
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To us, for fourteen anxious months, his infant smiles were 
^ven, 

And then he bade farewell to earth, and went to live in 
heaven! 

X cannot tell wKat form his is, what looks he weareth now, 

Nor^esshow bright a glory crowns his shining seraph brow. 

The thoughts that fill his sinless soul, the bliss which he 
doth feel. 

Are number’d with the secret things which God will not 
reveal. 

But I know (for God hath told me this) that he is now at rest. 

Where other blessed infants are—on their Saviour’s loving 
breast. 

I know his spirit feels no more this weary load of flesh, 

BuC his sleep is bless’d with endless dreams of joy for ever 
fresh. 

1 know the angels fold him close beneath their glittering 
wings, 

And sootl\e him with a song that breathes of heaven’s 
divinest things. 

We trust that we shall meet our babe, (his mother dear 
and I,) 

Where God for aye shall wipe away all tears from every eye. 

Whate’er befalls his brethren twain, 7iis bliss can never 
cease; 

Their lot may liere be grief and fear, but his is certain p^ice. 

When wo think of wl^t our darling is, and what we still 
must be ; 

When we muse on that world’s' perfect bliss, and t/u's 
world’s misery; 

'^Hien u-e groan beneath this load of sin, and feel this 
grief and pain,— 

Oh! we’d rather lose, our other two, than have him hers 
again. v 


XV.—THE MOTHER AND HER DEAD CHrLDC— \ 

Davtd Moib (Delta). 

With ceaseless sorrow, uncontrolled, the mother mourned 
her lot; she wept, and would not be consoled, because 
her'child was not. She gazed upon its nursery floor— 
but there it did not play; the toys it loved, the clothes 
it wore, all void and vacant lay. Her bouse, her heart, 
were dark and drear, without their wonted light; tha 
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little star bad left its sphere, that there had shone so 
bright. Her tears, at each returning thought, fell like 
the frequent rain ; Time on its wings no healing brought, 
and Wisdom spoke in vain. Even in t^e middle hour 
of night she sought no soft relief: but, by the taper’s 
misty light, sat nourishing her grief. ’Twas then a sight 
of solemn awe rose near her like a clouds—the image 
of her child she saw, wrapped its little shroud I It 
sat within its favourite chair ; it sat, and se^ed to sigh ; 
and turned upon its mother there a meek, raiploring eye. 
“ O child! what brings that breathless form back from 
its place of rest ? for, well I know, no life can warm 
again that livid breast. The grave is now your,J>ea» luv 
child ; go, slumber there in peace ! ”—“ 1 cannot go,’ 
it answered mild, “ until yotir sorrow cease. I’ve tried 
to rest in that dark bed, but rest I cannot get; for 
always, with the tears you shed, my winding-sheet is wet. 
The drops, dear mother ! trickle still into my coftin deep : 
it feels so comfortless, so chill, I cannot go to sleep!’ 
“ O child ! those words—that touching look,—my forti¬ 
tude restore : I feel and own the blest rebuke, and weep 
thy loss no more.” She spoke, and dried her tears the 
while; and, as her passion fell, the vision wore an angel 
smile, and looked a fond farewell! 



XVI.—DEATH’S FINAL CONQUEST.—Shiblet. 

The glories of our birth and state are shadows, not 
Bubstanlial things:* there is no armour against fate: 
Death lays his icy band on kines^^—sceptre and crou-n 
most tumble down, pnd in the dust bo equal iimdo with 
the poor crooked scythe and spado. Some men with 
swords the field, and plant fresh laurels where 

they kill; buit their strong nerves at last must yield: 
they tame but one another still early or late, they stoop 
to* Fate; and mmst give up their murmuring breath, 
when they, pale captive.^, creep to death. The garlands 
Thither on your brow, then boast no more your -miSbty 
deeds; upon Death’s purple altar, now, see wliere 
victor-victim bleeds. All heads must come to the cold 
tomb; only the actioxia of the just smell svratf and 
blossom in the du^.' 
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XVII—RETREAT OF THE FRENCH ARMY FROM 

MOSCOW.—rjR. CROLY. 

Magnificekcb of ruin ! "What has time. 

In all it ever gazed upon,—ot war. 

Of the wild rage of storm, or deadly clime, 

Seen, with that battle’s vengeance to compare ? 
How glorious shone the invswiers’ pomp utar I 
Like pampered lions from the spoil they came; 

The laud before them, silence and despair. 

The laud behind them, massacre and flame : 

Blood will have tenfold blood :—'WTjat are they now ? 
A name. 


Homeward by hundred thousands,—column deep, 
Broad square, loose squadron,—rolling like the flood 
■\\num mighty torrents from their channels leap, 
Bushed through the land the haughty multitude. 
Billow on endless billow : on, thro\igh wood, 

O’er rugged hill, down sunless marshy vale. 

The death-devoted moved ; to clangour rude 
Of drum, and horn, and dissonant clash of mail. 
Glancing disastrous light before that sunbeam pale. 


Again they reached thee, Borodino! Still 
Upon the loaded soil the carnage lay; 

* The human harvest, now stark, stiff, and chill— 
iMend, foe, stretched thick together, clay to clay! 

In vain the startled legions burst away ; 

The land was all one naked sepulchre: 

The shrinking eye sfciU elanced on grim deoa^ 

Still did the hoof and ^^eel their nossage tear, 
Through cloven helms,fluid arms, ana corpses mouldering 
drear. 

They reach the wilderness ; the majesty 
Of solitude is spread before their gaze— 

Stern nakedness, dark eartli, and wrathful sl^ 1 
If ruins were there, they had ceased to blaze ; • 

If blood were shed, the ground no more betrays, 

TTen by a skeleton, the crime of roan: ■, 

Behind them, rolls the deep and drenching haze. 
Wrapping their rear in night; before their van. 

The struggling daylight shows the unmeasured desert wan. 

The ^^mpet of the northern winds has blown, 

And it is answered by the dying roar^ 
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Of armies, on that boundless field o’erthrown: 

Now, in the awful gusts, the desert hour 
Is tempested—a sea, without a shore. 

Lifting its feathery waves. The legions fly ! 

Volley on volley dovsn the hailstones pour! 

Blind, famished, frozen, mod, the wanderers die. 

And, dying, hear the storm more wildly thunder by. 

Such is the hand of Heaven 1—A human blow 
Had crushed them in the fiuht, or flung the chain 
Bound them, where Moscow’s stately towers were low. 
And ail be stUled. Napoleon ! thy «ar-plam 
Was a whole empire : thv devoted tram 
Must war, from day to day, with storm and gloom, 
(Man following, like the wolves, to iviul the slam ;) 
Must Ue, from night to night, as in a tomb; 

Must fly. toU, bleed for home—yet never see that home ’ 


XVIII.—ODE TO ADN'ERSITY.—Thomas Gray. 
Dacoiiteu of Jove! relentless Power, thou tamer of the 
human breast; whose iron scourge and torturing hour 
the bad affright. aUlict the best! Bound in thy ^aman- 
tino chain, the proud are taught to tasto of pam; and 
purple tyrants vainly groan with pangs unfelt before,— 
unpitied, and alone. 

When first thv sire to send on earth \ irtue—his 
darling child—designed, to thee he gave the heavenly 
birth and bade thee form her infant mind. Stern, rugged 
nurse 1 thy rigid lore with patience many a yijar she 
bore: what sorrow’ was thou bad’st her know, and from 
her own she learned to melt at others woe. 

Scared at thy frown terrific, fly self-pleasing Folly s idle 
brood —wild Laughter, Noise, and thoughtless Joy,— 
and leave us leisure to b« good. Light they disperse ; 
and with them go the summer friend, the flattenug foe ; 
by vain Prosperity received, to her they vow their truth 

and are again believed. ^ 

Wisdom, in sable garb arrayed, immersed m ranturous 
thought profound; and Melancholy, silent nnaid, with 
leaden eye that loves the ground; still on thy solemn 
steps attend:—warm Charity, the general friend; with 
Justice, to herscU severe; and Pity, dropping soft the 
sadly-pleasiug tear. 
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Oh, gently, on thy suppliant’s head, dread Goddess, 
lay thy cliasteniiig hand ! not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 
not circled with the rengeful band (as by the impious 
thou art seen,) with thundering voice and threatening 
mien; with screaming Horror’s funeral cry. Despair, 
and fell Disease, and ghastly Poverty! 

Thy form benign, O Goddess, wear ! thy milder in¬ 
fluence impart! thy philosophic train be there, to soften, 
not to wound my heart. The generous spark, extinct, 
revis’e ; teach me to love, and to forgive ; exact my own 
defects to scan ; what others are, to feel; and know 
mvself—a man ! 

- / 

XIX.—INSTABILITY OP FRIENDSHIP.^TnoMAS MoORE. 
AT/AS ! how light a cause may move dissension between 
hearts that love!—hearts, that the world in vain had 
tried, and sorrow but more closely tied ; that stood the 
storm when waves were rough, yet in a sunny hour fall 
off :—like shins that have gone down at sea, when heaven 
is all tranquillity 1 A something light as air—a look—a 
word unkind, or wrongly taken—oh ! love, that tempests 
never shook, a breath, a touch like this, hath shaken. 
And ruder words will soon rush in, to spread the breach 
that words begin; and eyes forget the gentle ray they 
wore in courtship’s smiling day; and voices lose the 
tone that shed a tenderness round all they said ; till, fast 
declining, one by one, the sweetnesses of love are gone; 
and hearts, so lately mingled, seem like broken clouds ;— 
or like the stream that smiling left the mountmn’s brow, 
as though its waters ne’er comd sever; yet, ere it reach 
the plain below, breaks into floods, that part for ever! 


XX-—ODE IN IMITATION OP ALCiEUB.— SiB W JONBB 
What cimstitutes a state ? 

Not high-raised battlement, or laboured mound, 

‘Thick wall, or moated gate; 

Not cities proud, with spires and turrets crowned •> 
Not bays, and broad-armed ports, 

^V1lere, laughing at the storm, rich navies ride; 

Not starred and spangled courts, 

Where low-browed baseness wafts perfume to pride 
No:—Men, high-minded men, 
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With powers as far above dull brutes endued. 

In forest, brake, or den. 

As beasts excel cold rocks and brambles rude ; 

Men, who their duties know. 

But know their rights, and knowing dare mamtam ; 

Prevent the long-aimed blow. 

And crush the tyrant, while they rend the chain. 

These constitute a state ; 

And sovereign Law, that state’s collected will. 

O’er thrones and globes elate 
Sits empress, crowning Good, repressing Ill: 

Smit by her sacred frown 
The fiend, Dissension, like a vapour, sinks ; 

And e’en the all-dazzling Crow n ^ 

Hides bis faint rays, and at her bidding shrmKS.— 
Such was this heaven-loved Isle, 

Than Lesbos fairer, and the Cretan shore: 

No more shall Freedom smile ? ^ 

Shall Britons languish, and be men no more . 

Since all must life resign, 

Tho'^e sweet rewards which decorate the brave 
*Ti8 folly to decline, 

And steal inglorious to the silent grave. 



XXI.— THE CLOUD.—P. B. Shelley. 
i BBINO fresh showers for the thirsting flowers from the 
seas and the streams; I bear light shade for the leaves, 
when laid in their noon-day dreams. Irom my wings 
are shaken the dews that waken the sweet buds every 
one, when rocked to rest on their mother s breast, a.s 
she dances about the sun. I wield the 
bail, and whiten the green plains under; “6“^ 

I dissolve it in rain, and laugh asJ ^'reat 

sift the snow on the mountains bel^w, and their gi^ 

pines groan aghast; and all the night 'tis my pillow 

white, while I sleep in the arms of the blast. , . 

Sublime on the towers of my T^undef- 

my pilot, sits ; in a cavern under is fettered the Thun^, 

it struggles and howls by Ate* earth and ^ean, 

with gentle motion, this pilot is guiding me. luml by the 

love of the genii that move in the depths of the purge 

eea: over the rills, and the crags, and the hills, over the 
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lakes and the plauis, wherever he dream, under mountain 
or stream, the Spirit he loves remains;—and I all the 
while bask in heaven's blue smite, whilst he is dissolvins 
in rains. 

The sanguine sunnse, with his meteor-eyes, and his 
burning plumes outspread, leaps on the back of my 
sailing rack, when the morning star shines dead:—aa 
on the jag of a mountain-crag, which au earthquake 
rocks and swings, an eagle alit, one moment may sit in 
the light of its golden wings. And when sunset may 
breathe, from the lit sea beneath, its ardoui'S of rest and 
of love, and the crimson pall of eve may fall from the 
depth of heaven above; with wings folded I rest, on 
mine airy nest, as still as a brooding dove. 

That orbed maiden with white tire laden, whom 
mortals call the Moon, glides glimmering o’er my fleece- 
like floor, by the midnight bree/>es strewn; and wherever 
the l)eat of her unseen feet, which only the angels hear, 
may have broken the woof of my tent’s tliin 'roof, the 
st:irs peep behind her and peer ; and I laugh to see them 
whirl and flee, like a swarm of golden bees, when I 
widen the rent in my wind-built toot, till the calm rivers, 
lakes, and seas, like strips of the sky fallen thi'ough mo 
on high, are each paved with the moon and these. 

I bind tlie sun’s throne ^\^^h a burning zone, and the 
moon’s with a girdle of pearl; the volcanoes are dim, and 
the stars reel and swim, when the whirlwinds my banner 
unfurl. From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape, 
over a torrent sea, sunbeam proof, I hang like a roof— 
the mountains its columns be. The triumphal arck 
through which I march with hurricane, fire, and snow, 
when the powers of the air are chained to my chair, is 
the milbon-coloured bow: the sphere-fire above its soft 
colours wove, wliile the moist earth was laughing below. 

I am the daughter of earth and water, and the nursling 
of the sky; I pass through the pores of the ocean and 
shores ; I change, but I cannot die. For after the rain, 
when, with never a stain, the pavilion of heaven is bare, 
and the wdnds and sunbeams, with their convex gleams, 
build up the blue dome of air, I silently laugh at my own 
cenotaph; and, out of the caverns of rain, like a child 
from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb, I rise and 
unbuild it again. 
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XXIL—AJJDBESS TO THE OCEAK.—Lord Byron. 

TiUJBE is a pleasure in the puthle^s woods ; there is a 
rapture on the lonely shoi-e; there is society, where none 
intrudes—by the deep 8ea,—and music in its par. 1 
luve not Man the le^s. but Nature more, irom these our 
interviews: in which I steal Horn all 1 may be or have 
been before, to mingle vith the Unlver^e—and teel what 
1 can ne’er express, yet canuot ail conceal. 

Kollon! thou det^p and dark blue Ocean—roll. len 
thousiiud tJeeU sweep over theo m vain; man marks the 
earth with ruin—bi^ control stops with the shore: upon 
the watery plain the wrecks are all thy deed, nor dotii 
n-main a shadow of man’s ravage—save his 
tor a moment, like a drop of i-am, he sinks into tliv 
depths with bubbling groan, without a grave, uuknellert, 

uncoflined, and unknown 1 , 1 *. 

His steps are not upon thy paths ; thy iields are not 
a spoil for him ; thou dost arise and shake him from thee.* 
the vile strength he wields for earth’s destruction thou 
dost all despise, spurning him from thy bo&om to the 
skies: and seud’st him, shivering, in thy playfid spray, 
and howling, to his ged-s where haply lies his petty hope 
in some near port or bay: then dumbest him again to 

earth—theix? let him lay 1- . n c i 

The armaments which thunderstrike the walls ot rock- 

built cities, bidding nations quake, and monarchs tremble 

in their capitals: the oak Wiathuns, whose huge ribs 

make their clay creator the \am title take of lord ot thee, 

uud arbiter of war,—these are thy toys ; and, a.s the snowy 

flake, tliey melt into thy ye^st of waves,—which mar alike 

the Armada’s pride, or spoils of Trafalgar. 

Thy shores are empires, changed in all. save thee . 
Assyria, Greece, Borne, Carthage, what are they . iiiy 
waters wasted them while they were free, and many u 
tyrant since; their shores obey the stranger, slave, or 
savage; their decay has dried up ^^Ims to deserts :— 
not so thou, unchangeable, save to thy wild waves play . 
Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow such as 

Creation’s dawn beheld, thou rollest now. 

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty s form 
glasses itself in tempests ; in aU time—calm or ; 

L breeze, or gale, or storm : icing the pole, ^hetomd 
riimo dark-having— boundless, endle^a, and sublimo. 



186 


MTSCEIiLAJUBOnS READXK08 


tne image of Eternity, the throne of the Invisible ! Even 
from out thy slime, the monsters of the deep are made; 
each zone obeys thee; thou goest forth, dread, fathom¬ 
less—alone! 


XXm_TO THE NIGHTINGALE.—Keats. 

O, IDB a draught of vintage! that hath been 

Oooled a long age in the deep-delved earth. 

Tasting of Flora and the country green. 

Dance, and Provencal song, and sunburnt Mirth [ 

O, for a beaker full of the warm South, 

Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 

With beaded bubbles winking at the brim. 

And purple stained mouth ; 

That I might drink, and leave the world unseen. 

And with fade away, into the forest dim: 

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 

What thou among the loaves hast never known— 
The weariness, the fever, and the fret. 

Here, whore men sit and hear each other groan: 
Where Pal.sy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs 
Where Youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies; 
Where but to think, is to be full of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed despairs ; 

Where beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes. 

Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow. 

Away! away! for I will fly to thee,— 

Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,— 

But on the viewless wing.s of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards: . . • 
Already with thee ! Tender is the night. 

And haply the Queen Moon is on her throne, 
Clustered around by all her starry fays; 

But here there is no light. 

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown, 
Through verdurous blooms, and winding mossy 
ways. 

Darkling, I listen ; and, for many a time, 

I have been half in love with easeful Death ; 

Called him soft names in many a mused rhyme, 

To take into the air my quiet breath : 

Now, more than ever, seems it rich to die« 
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To cease upon the midnight with no pain. 

While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
In such an ecstocy ! 

Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain— 

To thy high requiem become a sod I 

Thou wast not born for death, immortal bird ! 

No hungry generations tread thee dowTi ; 

The voice I hear this passing night, was lieard 
In ancient days, by emperor and clown : 

Perhaps the self-same song, that found a path 
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn ; 

The same that oft-times hath 
Charmed magic casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in fairy lauds forlorn- 

Forlorn ! ”—The very sound is like a bell 
To toll me back from thee to my sole self : 
Adieu !—the fancy cannot cheat so well 
As she is fame<l to do, deceiving elf. 

Adieu! adieu! Tliy plaintive anthem fades— 
Fast the near meadows,—over the still stream,— 

Up the hill side ;—and now, ’tis buried deep 
In the next valley’s glades :— 

Was it a vision, or a waking dream ? 

Fled is that music 1—l)o I wake or sleep ? 


XXIV.—THE SKYLARK —P. B. Shelley. 


Haie to thee, blithe spirit! bird thou never wert; 

That from heaven, or near it, pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 

Higher still and higher from the earth thou springest; 
Like a cloud of fire the blue deep thou wingest. 

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 


In the golden lightening of the sunken sun. 

O’er which clouds are brightening, thou dost float and 

run, ^ 

Like an unbodied Joy whose race is just begun. 

The pale purple Even melts around thy flight; 

Like a stor of heaven in the broad daylight. 

Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight i 
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Keen as are the arrows of that silver sphere, 

Whose intense lamp narrows in the white dawn clear. 
Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there. 

All the earth and air with thj voice is loud ; 

As, when night b bare, from one lonely cloud 

The moon ruins out her beams, and heaven is overflowed 

What thou art, we know not;—what is most like thee?— 
From rainbow-clouds there flow not drops so bright to see, 
from thy presence showers a rain of melody ! 

Like a poet hidden in the light of thought. 

Singing hymns unbidden, till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not. 

Like a high-born maiden in a palace tower. 

Soothing her love-laden soul in secret hour. 

With music, sweet as love, winch overflows her bower. 

Like a glow-worm golden in a dell of dew. 

Scattering unbeholden its aerial hue. 

Among tlie flowers and grass, wliich screen it from the 
view. 

Like a rose embowered in its own green leaves. 

By warm Winds deflowered, till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet these beavy-winged 
thieves. 

Sound of vernal showers on the twinkling grass. 

Rain-awakened flowers, all that ever was 

Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass! 

Teocli us, sprite or bird, what sweet thoughts are thine? 
I have never heard praise cf love or wine 
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

Chorus hymeneal, or triumphal chant, 

IVIatched with thine, would be all but an empty vaun^— 
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want.- 

What objects are the fountains of thy happy stium ? 
What fields, or waves, or mountains ? what shapes of sky 
or plain ? 

W^hat love of thine own kind ? what ignorance of pain ? 

With thy clear keen joyance, languor cannot be: 

Shadow of annoyance never came near thee ; 

Thou lovest; but ne’er knew love’s sod satiety. 
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Waking or asleep, thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep than we mortals dream ; 

XJr how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream ? 

We look before and after, and pine for wliat is not : 

Our sincerest laughter with some pain is fraught : 

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 

Xet, if we could scoru hate, and pride, and fear ; 

If we were things born not to shed a tear : 

I know not how thy joys we ever should come near. 

Better than all measures of delightful sound. 

Better than all treasures that in hooks are found, 

Thy skill to poet were, thou acorner of the ground . 

Teach me half the gladness that thy brain must kno\\' : 
Such harmonious madness from my lips would flow. 

The world should listen then—as 1 am listening now ! 


XXV.—THE HOLEY TREE.— Sotjtiidt. 

O REA.DER! hast thou ever stood to see the holly tree ? 
The eye that contemplates it well perceives its glossy 
leaves, ordered by an Intelligence, so wise as inight 
confound the atheist’s sophistries. Below,—a circling 
fence,—its leaves arc se<^n \vririklu<i mid keen ; no grazing 
cattle, through their prickly round, can reach to wound ; 
hut, os they grow where nothing is to tear, smooth and 
unarm’d the poiuticss leaves a[)per.r. I love to view 
these things wnth curious eyes, and moralize : and, in 
this wdadom of the holly tree, can emblems sec where¬ 
with, perchance, to make a pleasant rhyme,—on© which 
may profit in the after-time. Thus, though abroad, 
perchance, I might appear harsh and austere ; to those 
who on my leisure would intrude, reserved and rude ; 
gentle at home amid my friends Td be, like the high 
leaves upon the holly tree. And should my youth, as 
youth is opt, I know, some harshness show, all vain 
uspciities, I, day by day, would wear away; till the 
smooth temper of my age should be—like the high 
leaves upon the holly tree. And as, when all the 
suDuner trees are seen so bright and green, the holly- 
leaves their fadeless hues display less bright than they; 
but when the bare and wintry woods wo see, what then 
BO cheerful as the holly tree —So,—serious should my 
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youth appear among the thoughtless throng; so would 
I seem, amid the young and gay, more grave than they ; 
that, in my age, as cheerful X might be, as the green 
winter of the holly tree. 


XXVr.—THUNDER-STORM ON THE LAKE OF GENEVA.— 

Lobd Bvron. 

The sky is changed !—and such a change ! O Night, 
And Storm, and Darkness, ye are wondrous strong, 
Tet lovely in your strength, os is the light 
Of a dark eye in w’oman ! Far along, 

From peak to peak, the rattling crags among. 

Leaps the live thunder !—not from one lone cloud, 
But every mountain now hath found a tongue. 

And Jura answers, through her misty shroud, 

Back to the joyous Alps, that call to her aloud ! 

And this is in the night! Most glorious night. 

Thou went not sent for slumber 1 let me be 
A sharer in thy Cerce and far delight,— 

A portion of the tempest and of thee ! 

How the lit lake shines-a phosphoric sea! 

And the big rain comes dancing to the earth ! 

And now again ’tis block,—and now, the glee 
Of the loud hills shakes with its mountain-mirth, 

As if they did X'cjoice o’er a young Earthquake’s birth. 


XXVII.—ON REVISITING THE BANKS OF THE WYE. 

tVlLLIAM WoBDSWORTU. 

Fite years have passed; five summers, with the length 
of five long winters ; and again I hear these waters, 
rolling from their mountain-springs with a sweet inland 
murmur. Once again do I behold these steep and lofty 
cliffs, which, on a wild secluded scene, impress thoughts 
of more deep seclusion, and connect the landscape with 
the quiet of the sky. 

Though absent long, these forms of beauty have not 
been to me, as is a landscape to a blind man’s eye; but 
oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din of to^vn 3 and 
cities, I have owed to them, in hours of weariness, 
sensations sweet; felt in the blood, and felt along the 
heart, and passing .even into my purer mind, with 
tranquil restoration s—^feelings, too, of unremembered 
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pledsuTO; fiicb, perhaps, as may have had no trivial 
influence on that best portion of a good man’s life— 
his little, nameless, unremembered acts of kindness and 
of love. Nor less, I trust, to them I may have owed 
another gift of aspect more sublime ; that blessed mood, 
in which the burthen of the mystery, in which the heavy 
and the weary weight of all this unintelligible world, 
is lightened ;—that serene and blessed mood, in which 
the affections gently lead us on, until the breath of 
this corporeal frame, and es’en the motion of our human 
blood, mmost suspended, we are laid asleep in body, and 
become a living soul ; while, with an eye made qmet 
by the power of harmony, and the deep power of joy, 
we see into the life of things. 

If this bo but a vain belief—yet, oh! how oft, in 
darkness, and amid the many shapes of joyless daylight, 
when the fretful stir unproUtable, and the fever of the 
world, have hung upon the beatings of my heart, how 
oft in spirit have I turned to thw, O sylvan Wye?— 
thou wanderer through the woods ; how often has my 
spirit turned to thee ! And now, with gleams of half- 
extinguished thought, with many recognitions dim and 
faint, and somewhat of a sad perplexity, the picture of 
the mind revives again; while hero 1 stand, not o^y 
with the sense of present pleasure, but with pleasing 
thoughts that, in this moment, there is life and food 
for future years. And so I dare to hope, though 
changed, no doubt, from what I was when lirst I came 
among these hills ; when, like a roe, I bounded oer the 
mountains, by the sides of the deep rivers and the lonely 
streams—wherever Nature led ; more like a man flying 
from something tlmt he dreads, than one who sought 
the thing he loved. For Nature then (the coarser 
pleasures of my boyish days, and their glad animal 
movements all gone by) to me was all in all. I cannot 
paint wlmt then X was. The sounding cataract haunted 
me like a passion; the tall rock, the mountain, and the 
deep and gloomy wood, their colours, and their form,^, 
were then to me an appetite ; a feeling and a love, that 
had no need of a remoter charm by thought supplied, 
or any interest unborrowed from the eye. That time 
is past, and aU its aching joys are now no more, and all 
its dizzy raptures. 
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Not for this faint I, nor mourn, nor murmur; other 
pifts liave followed;—for such loss, I would believe, 
abundant recompense. For, I have learned to look on 
Nature, not as in the hour of thoughtless youth ; but 
heariog oftentimes the still sad music of Humanity,—nor 
harsh nor grating, though of ample power to chasten and 
subdue. And I have felt a Presence that disturbs ma 
with the joy of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime of some- 
th.'ng far more deeply interfused, whose dwelling is the 
Jight of setting suns, and the round ocean, and the living 
air, and the blue sky, and in the mind of man ; a motion 
and a spirit that impels all thinking things, all objects 
of all thought, and rolls through all things. Therefore 
am I still a lover of the meadows, and the woods, and 
mountains, and of all that we behold from this green 
earth : of all the mighty world of eye and ear, both what 
tliey half create, and what perceive ; well plea.sed to re¬ 
cognise, in Nature, and the language of the sense, the 
anclior of my purest thoughts;—the nurse, the guide, the 
guardian of my heart,—and soul of all my moral being. 


XXVIII.I^BEAUTY AND EXPRESSION.— Thomas Moore. 

Toerbs a beauty for ever unchangingly bright, like the 
long, sunny lapse of a summer-day’s light, shining on, 
shining on, by no shadow made tender: that was not 
her beauty—that sameness of splendour; but the loveli¬ 
ness ever in motion, which plays like the light upon 
autumn’s soft shadowy days ; now here and now there 
giving warmth, as it flies from the lips to the cheek, 
from the cheek to the eyes. When pensive, it seemed 
as if that very grace, that charm of all others, was bom 
with her face; and when angry,—for e’en in th© tran- 
quilest climes light breezes will ruffle the flowers some¬ 
times—the short, passing anger but seemed to awaken 
new beauty, like flowers that are sweetest when shaken. 
If tenderness touched her, the dark of her eye at onoe 
took a darker, a heavenlier dye; from the depth of 
whose shadow, like holy revealings from innermost 
shrines, came the light of her feelings. Then her mirth 
—O! ’twas sportive, as ever took wing from the heart 
witli a burst, like the wild bird in spring; while her 
laugh, full of life, without any control but th© sweet 
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one of gracefulness, rung from ber soul : and w here 
it most sparkled no glance could discover, in bp. che«*k, 
or ejes: for she brightened all over,—like any fair lake 
that the breeze is upon, when it breaks into dimj)lcs atid 
laughs in the sun ! 


XXIX—THE DESERTED VILLAGE.— Olivku Goi-DPMIth. 

>5WiiET Auburn ! loveliest village of the plain, ^ 
AVhere health and plenty cheered tlie labouring swain } 
Where smiling Spring its earliest visit paid, —’ • ‘ 

Ajid imrting Buiumer's lingering bhxims delayed; 

Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease. 

Seats of uiy youth, when every sport could please ; 
ilovv often have I loitered o’er thy green, 

Where humble happiues.s undeare<l each scene 1 
ilow often have I paused on every charm ;— 

The sheltered col, the cultivat^id tarin, ^ i-.i.*'. 

The never-failing brook, the busy mill. 

The decent church that topped the neighbouring bill; 
The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the 
h'or talking age and whispering lovers made! 

Ifow* often have 1 blessi'd the coming day, 

When t^>il, remitting, lent its turn to play; 

And all the village train, from labour free, 

IauI up their sports beui-ath tho spreading tree; 

While many a pastifno circled in the shade. 

The young couteiidiiig, as the old surveyed ; 

And many a gambol frobek'd o’er the grouJid, 

vVnd sleights of art and feats of strength went round; 

And still, as each repeated pleasure tired, 

Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired :— 

The dmiciog pair, that simply sought renow n, 

Br bolding out to tire each other down ; 

The swain, iiiLstrustless of his smutted face, 

While secret laughter tittered round the place; 

The bashful virgin’s sidelong looks of love ; 

The matron’s glance that would those looks reprove :— 
These were thy charms, sweet village ! sports like these. 
With sweet succession, taught e’en toil to please. 

Sweet was tho ^ound, when oft, at evening’s close. 
Tip yonder hill the village murmur rose; 
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There, as I passed with careless steps and slow. 

The mingling notes came softened from below : 

The swain, responsive as the milk-maid sung; 

The sober herd, that lowed to meet their young ; 

The noisy geese, that gabbled o’er the pool; 

The playful children, just let loose from school ■, 

The watch-dog’s voice, that bayed the whispering wind ; 
And the loud laugh, that spoke the vacant mind ;— 
These, all, in sweet confusion, sought the shade, 

And tilled each pause the nightingale had made. 


XXX.—THK COUNTRY CLKEOYMAN.—Ouveb Goldsmith. 
Ne.vr yonder copse, where once the garden smiled. 

And still where many a garden flower grows wild, 

There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose, 

The village Preacher’s modest mansion rose. 

A man he was to all the country dear. 

And passing rich—with forty pounds a year! 

Kemote from towns he ran his godl)' race. 

Nor e’er had changed, nor wished to change, his place 
Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power. 

By doctrines fashioiuid to the varying hour; 

Par Other aims his heart ha<i learned to prize, 

More bent to-raise the wretched than to rise. ^ 

His liouse was known to all the vagrant train ; 

He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain. 

The long-remembered Beggar was his guest. 

Whose beard descending swept bis aged breast; 

The ruined Spendthrift, now no longer proud, 

Claimed kindred there, and had bis claims allowed; 

The broken Soldier, kindly bade to stay, 

Sat by his fire, and talked the night away, 

Wept o’er his wounds, or, tales of sorrow done, 
Shouldered his emteh, and showed how fields were won 
Pleased with his guests, the good man learned to glow 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 

I Careless their merits or their faults to scan, 
llis pity gave, ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wxetchod was his pride, 

And even his failings leaned to Virtue’s side ; 

But, in his duty prompt at every call, 

He watched and wept, he prayed and felt for all; 
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And, as a bird each fond endearment tries 
To tempt her new-fledged offspring to the skies, 

I He tried each art, reproved each dull delay, 

I Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

^ Beside the bed where parting life was laid. 

And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismayed, 

The Eeverend Champion stood. At his control. 
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul; 

Comfort came down the trenibling wn;tch t-o raise. 

And hi.s last faltering accents whispered praise. 

At cJjurch, with meek and unaffected grace, 

His looks adorned the venerable place; 

Truth from hLs lips prevailed with double sway : 

And fools, who came to scoff, remained to pray. 

The Service past, around the pious man, 

With ready Jical, each honest rustic ran ; 

Even children followed with endearing wile, 

And plucked his gowm, to share the good man's smile: 
His ready smile a parent’s warmth expressed. 

Their w’elfare pleased hinj, and their cares distressed ; 
To them his heart, his love, hi.s griefs were given. 

But all bis serious thoughts hud rest in heaven: 

As some tall cliff, that lifts its awful form. 

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm ; 
Though round its breast ihe rolling clouds are spread. 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 


xxxr.—THE LAST MINSTKEL— SIR Walter Scott. 
The way was long, the wind was cold, the Minstrel 
w;is inlirm and old; his withered cheek and trcss<»s gray 
seemed to have known a better day : the harp, his sole- 
remaining joy, w’us carried by an orphan-boy; the last 
of all the bards w’as he, who sung of Border chivalry. 
Eor, well-a-day ! their date vvos fled, bis tuneful brethren 
all were dead; and he, neglected and oppressed, wished 
to be with them, and at rest! No more, on prancing 
palfrey borne, he carolled, light as lark at morn : no 
longer courted and caressed, high-placed in ludl, a 
welcome guest, he poured, to lord and lady gay, the 
unpremeditated lay; old times were changed—old 
manners gone—'a stronger filled the Stuart’s throne. 
The bigots of the iron time had called his harmless art 
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_a crime: a -wauderiDg harper, scorned and poor, he 

begged his bread from door to door; and tuned, to 
pleai^o a peasant’s ear, the harp, a king hod loved to hear ! 

He parsed, where Newark’s stately tower looks out 
from Yarrow’s birchen bower: the Minstrel gazed with 
wishful eye—no humbler resting-place was nigh. With 
hesitating step, at last, the embattled portal-arch he 
passed; ivhose ponderous grate and massy bar had oft 
rolled back the tide of war, but never closed the iron 
door against tho desolate and poor. The Duchess marked 
his weary pace, his timid mien, and reverend face; and 
bade her page the menials tell that they shoidd tend the 
old man well:—for she had known adversity, though 
born in such a high degree; in pride^ of power, in 
beaxity’s bloom, had wept o’er Monmouth’s bloody tomb. 

When kindness had his wants supplied, and th©^ old 
man was gratiticd, began to rise his minstrel pride i 
and ho began to talk, anon, of good Earl Francis, dead 
and gone ; and of Earl Walter—rest him, God I—a braver 
ne’er to battle rode : and how full many a tale he knew 
of the old warriors of Buccleugh; and, would the noble 
Duchess deign to listen to an old man s strain, though 
stiff his hand, his voice though weak, he thought, even 
yet,—the sooth to speak,—that, if sho loved the harp 
to hear, he could make music to her ear. 

The humble boon was soon obtained ; the aged Minstrel 
audience gained; but when be reached the room of 
state, where she, with all her ladies, sat, perchance he 
wished his boon denied ; for, when to tun© his harp 
be tried, his trembling hand had lost the ease which 
marks security to please; and scenes, long past, of joy 
and pain, come wildering o’er his aged brain ;—he tried 
to tune his harp, in vain. 

Amid the strings his fingers strayed, and an uncertain 
warbling mode j and, oft, h© shook his hoary head. 
But when he caught the measure wild, the old man 
raised his face, and smiled ; and lighted up his faded 
eye, with all a poet’s ecstacy! In varying cadence, 
soft or strong, he swept the sounding chords along; 
the present scene, the future lot, his toils, his wants, 
were all forgot; cold diffidence, and age’s frost, in the 
full tide of soul were lost; each blank in faitldess 
memory’s void, the poet’s glowing thought supplied; 
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and, wTiile his harp responsive rang, 't»as thus the 
latest Minstrel sung: 


THK PATRIOT S SONG. 

“ Bbeathes there the man, with soul so dead, who never 
to himself hath said. This is my own, my native land, 
—whose heart hath ne’er within him burned, as home 
his footsteps he hath turned from wandermg on a foroij^ 
strand? 11 such there breathe, go—mark Inm • 

for him, no minstrel-raptures swell : high though his 
titles, proud his nAine, boundless his wealth, 
can claim; despite those titles, power and pell, the 
wn*tch, concentred all in self, living, shall forfeit lair 
renow-n, and, doubly dying, shaU go down to the vde 
dust from whence he sprung, unwept, unlionoured. 

and unsung!^ 


XXX.II—HYMN BEFORE SUNRISE IN THE VALE OF 

CHAMOUNL—COLKKIDGE. 

Hast thou a charm to stay the morning-star in his st^p 
course? —so long he seems to pause on thy bald, aw-ful 
head. O sovran Blanc! The Arve and Arveiron at thy 
base rave ceaselessly : but thou, most awful form ! rise.st 
from forth the silent sea of pines, how silently . Aroimd 
thee and above, deep Is the air and dark, substantial- 
black,—an ebon mass : methinks thou pierce.st it, iw with 
a wedge! But when 1 look again, it is thine own c^in 
home, Ihy crystal shrine, thy habitation from <^termty 
O dread and silent mount! I gazed upon thee, till thou. 
stiU present to the bodily sense, didst vanish from my 
tliought: entranced in prayer, I worshipped the Invisible 


***Yot, like some sweet beguiling melodj', so sweet we 
know not we are listening to it, thou, the meanwhile, 
wast blending with my thought, yea. with my life and 
life’s own secret joy ; tiU the dilating soul, enrapt, trans¬ 
fused into the mighty vision passing,—there, as m her 

natural form, swelled vast to heaven . ^ 

Awake, my soul! not only pas-sive praise thou ovro^- 
not alone these swelling tears, mute thanks and eec^t 
ecstasy ! Awake '—voice of swwt song I Awake, my 
heart, awake, green vales and icy cliffs, all j y 

hymn! 
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Thou first and chief, sole sovran of the vale! O, 
struggling with tlie darkness all the night, and visited all 
night by troops of stars, or when they climb the sky, or 
wlien they sink ;—companion of the moming-star at 
dawn, thyself Earth’s rosy star, and of the dawn co-herald, 
—wake, O wake, and utter praise 1 —AV’ho sank thy sun¬ 
less pillars deep in earth ? Who filled thy countenance 
with rosy light? Who made thee parent of perpetual 
streams ? 

And you, ye five wild torrents fiercely glad! who 
colled you forth from night and utter death ? from dark 
and icy caverns called you forth, down those precipitous, 
black, jagged rocks, for ever shattered, and the same for 
ever ? Who gave you your invulnerable life, your 
strength, your speed, your fury, and your joy : unceasing 
thunder and eternal foam ? And who commanded (and 
the silence came), “ Here let the billows stiffen, and have 
rest ” ? 

Te ice-falls ! ye that from the mountain’s brow adow’n 
enormous ravines slope amain ;—torrents, methinks, that 
heard a mighty Voice, and stopped at once amid their 
maddest plunge! motionless torrents! silent cataracts! 
—who made you glorious as the gates of heaven, beneath 
the keen, full moon ? Who bade the sun clothe you 
with rainbows ? Who, with living flowers of loveliest 
blue, spread garlands at your feet!—God! . . . Let 
the torrents, like a shout of nations, answer! and let the 

ice-plains echo, God!-God! Sing, ye meadow- 

streams, with gladsome voice I ye pine-groves, with your 
soft and soul-like sounds ! And they, too, have a voice, 
yon piles of snow, and in their perilous fall, shall 
thunder, God ! 

Te living flowers, that skirt the eternal frost! ye wild 
goats, sporting round the eagle’s nest! ye eagles, play¬ 
mates oi the mountain-storm! ye lightnings, the dread 
arrows of the clouds! ye signs and wonders of the 
element!—-utter forth God, and fill the hills with praise! 

Once more, hoar mount, with thy sky-pointing peaks, 
oft from whose feet the avalanche, unheard, shoots down¬ 
ward, glittering through the pure serene into the depth 
of clouds that veil thy breast—thou too, a^in, stupendous 
mountain! thou, that, as I raise my head, awhile bowed 
low in adoration, upward from thy base slow travelling, 
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wkb dim eyes suffused \\dth tears, solemnly seemest, like 
a vapoury cloud, to rise beloro me,—rise, O ever, rise I 
rise like a cloud of incense from the earth I Thou kmgly 
spirit, throned among the hills ! thou dread ambassador 
from earth to heaven! great Hierarch! tell thou the 
silent sky, and tell the stars, an<l tell yoti rising sun. 
Earth, with her thousand voices, praises God! 


XXXIIL—tJREECB PRESENT AND PAST.—Loud Bybo?«. 
He who hath l>cut him o’er the dead, ere the first day o( 
death is fled,—the first dark day of nothingness, the last 
of danger and distress before decays edacing lingei-s 
have swept the lines where beauty lingers, and marked 
the mild angelic air—the rapture of repose that’s there— 
the fixed, yet tender traits, that streak the languor of the 
placid cheek; and—but for that sad shrouded eye, that 
tires not—winsnat—weeps not—now ;—and but tor that 
chill cl.angclcj^s brow, whose touch thrills with roortahtv, 
and curdles to the gazer's heart, as if to him it could 
impart the doom he dreads, yet dwells upon :_Tes—but 
for these, and these alone, some moments—ay—one 
treacherous hour, lie still might doubt the tyrant’s ^wer; 
so fair—so calm—to softly sealed, the first last look 

by death revealed! , . y-, v . 

Such is the aspect of this shore:—tis Greece—but 

living Greece no more ! So coldly sweet, so deadly fair, 
we start— for soul is wanting there. Hers is the loveli¬ 
ness in death, that parts not quite with parting breath ; 
but be auty, V ith that fearful bloom, that hue whic h haunts 
it to the tomb expression's last re-ceding ray, a gilded 
halo hovering round decay, the fureweU Uam of feeling 
past away ! Spark of that flame, perchance,—of hcyiyenly 
birth—which gleams—but warms no more its cherished 

earth! » * * 

* * • * * * ^ 

Clime of the unforgotten brave ! whose land, from plain 
to mountain-cave, was Freedom’s home, or Glory s grave. 
Shrine of the mighty ! can it be that this is all remains of 
thee ? Approach, thon craven crouching slave; say, is 
not this Thermopylm *? these waters blue that round you 
lave—oh sorvde offspring of the free!—pronounce 
what sea, what shore is this!—the gulf, the rock or 
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Salami's!—These scenes, their story not unknown, arise, 
and make again your own ; snatch from the ashes of your 
sires the embers of their former fires ; and he who in the 
strife expires, will add to theirs a name of fear that 
Ijranny sliall <]uake to hear ; and leave his sons a hope:, 
a fame, they too will rather die than shame! for Free- 
Idoin’s battle once begun, bequeathed by bleeding sire to 
Ison, tliou^h badled oft is ever won. Bear witness, 
Greece, thy li\-iug page: atUist it, many a deathless age ! 
\Vhile kings, in dusty darkness hid, have left u nameless 
pyramid, thy heroes—though the general doom hath 
swept the column from their tomb,—a mightier monu¬ 
ment command, the mountains of their native laud ! 
There points thy muse, to strangers eye, the graves of 
those that cannot <lio! 

’Twere long to tell, and sad to ti*nce, each step from 
splendour to disgrace ; enough—no foreign foe could 
quell thy soul, till from itself it fell. Yes 1 self-abase¬ 
ment paved the way to villain bonds, and despot sway. 

XXXIV.— TO MAUY IN HliAVICN.— Robert Rurns, 
Thou lingering star, with lessening my that lov’st to 
greet the early morn ! again thou usheFst in the day, my 
Mary from my soul was torn ! O Mary! dear, departed 
shade! where is thy place of blissful rest? Seest thou 
thy lover lowly laid ? hear’st thou the groans that rend 
his breast? That sacred- hour cun I forget?—can I 
forget the hallowed grove, where, by the winding Ayr, 
we met to live one day of parting love? ErcnNiTr will 
not efface those records dear of transports past I thy 
image at our last embrace—ah ! little thought we *twas 
our last! Ayr, gurgling, kissed his pebbled shore, o’er- 
hung with wild woods, thickening green; the fragrant 
birch, and hawthorn hoar, twined amorous ’round the 
raptured scene. The flowers sprang wanton to bo 
pressed : the birds sang love on every spray ; till, too, too 
soon, the^glowing west proclaimed the speed of winged 

tliese scenes my memory wakes, and 
fondly broods with miser care; time but the impression 
deeper makes,—os streams their channels deeper wear. 
jNIy l\lary ! dear, departed shade! where is thy blissful 
place of rest ? Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? hear’st 
thou the groans that rend his breast? 
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XXXV.—THE PULPIT.—COWPEB. 

I VEN'ER.\.iE tlie nuin whose lieart is warm. 

V»Tiose hands are pure, whose doctrine and whose Lite, 

Coincident, exhibit lucid proof 

That he is honest in the sacred cause. 

To such I render inoi-e than mere res|)ect, 

AVhose actions say that they respect theinaelvea. 

But, loose in morals, and in manners vain, 

In conversation frivolous, in dress 
Extreme, at once rapacious and profuse : 

Frequent in park with hidy at liis side, 

Amblinc and prattling scandal as he goes ! 

But rare at home, and never at his books. 

Or with his i>en save when he scrawls a card ; 
Constant at routs, familiar with a round 


Of ladyships—n stranger to the poor ; 

Ambitious of preferment for its gold ; 

And well prepared,—by ignorance and slotb, 

By infidelity and love of world,— 

To make God’s work a sinecure ; a slave 
To his own pleasures and his patron’s pride:— 

From such apostles, O ye mitred heads. 

Preserve tlie Church ! and lay not careless hands 
On skulls that cannot teach, and will not learn. 

■NVoiild I describe a preacher,—s.ich as Paul, 

Were he on earth, would hear, approve, and own,— 
Paid should himself direct me. I would trace 
3Iis master-strokes, and draw from his design. 

I would express him siinplo, grovo* sinwr^* t 
In doctrine uncorrupt; in language plain, 

And plain in manner ; dec<int, solemn, chaste. 

And natural in gesture ; much impressed 
Himself, os conscious of his awful charge. 

And anxious, mainly, that the flock ho feeds 
May feel it too ; affectionate m look. 

And tender in addrees, as well becomes 

A messenger of grace to gi^ty man. ^ 

Behold the picture!—Is it like ?—Hike whom . 

The things that mount the rostrum with a skip, 

And then, skip down again; pronounce a text; 

Cry_“ Hem ! ” and, raiding what they never wrote, 

Just fifteen minutes, huddle up their work. 

And with a well-bred whisper close the scene I 
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In man or woman, but far most in man. 

And most of all in man that ministers 
And serves the altar, in mv soul I loathe 
All affectation. ’Tis my perfect scorn ; 

Object of my implacable disgust. 

What!—will a man play tricks—will he indulge 
A silly, fond conceit of his fair form. 

And just proportion, fashionable mieu, 

And pretty face, in presence of his God ? 

Or will he seek to dazzle me with tropes, 

As with the diamond on his lily band; 

And play his brilliant parts before my eyes, 

When I am hungry for the bread of life ? 

He mocks his Maker, prostitutes and shames 
His noble oflice, aud, instead of truth, 

Displaying his own ^auty, starves his flock ! 

Theitffore, avaunt all attitude, and stare, 

And start theatric, practised at the glass ! 

I seek divine simplicity in him 

Who handles thiugs divine : and all besides, 

Though leam’d with labour, and though much admired 
By curious eyes and judgments ill-informed. 

To me is odious,—as the nasal twang 
Heanl at conventicle, where worthy men, 

Misled by custom, strain celestial themes 
Through the pressed nostril spectacle bestrid. 

Some, decent in demeanour, while they preach, 

Tliat task performed, relapse into themselves j 
And, having spoken wisely, at the close 
Grow wanton ; giving proof to every eye. 

Whoe’er was edilied, themselves were not! 

Forth comes the pocket mirror. First, we stroke 
-An eye-brow ; next compose a straggling lock ; 

Then, with on air most gracefully performed, 

Fall back into our seat, extend an arm. 

And lay it at its ease. 

With handkerchief in hand depending low : 

The bettor hand, more bnsy, gives the nose 
Its bergamot, or aids the indebted eye 
With opera-gloss, to watch the moving scene. 

And recognise the slow-retiring fair.— 

Now, this is fulsome ; and offends mo more 
Than in a churchman slovenly neglect 
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And rustic coarseness would. A heavenly mind 
Mav be indifferent to her house of clay. 

And slight the hovel as beneath her care : 

But how a body so fantastic, trim. 

And quaint, in its deportment and attire. 

Can lodge a heavenly mind—demands a doubt 1 


XXXVI.-WAITING FOR THE M.\Y. —D. F. M Carthy. 

Ah 1 my heart is weary waiting, waiting for the May 
waiting for the pleasant rambles, where the fragrant 
hawthorn-brambles, with the woodbine alternating, scent 
the dewy way. Ah ! my heart is weary, waiting, wajtuig 
for the May ! 

Ah ! my* heart is sick with longing, longing for the 
May—longing to escape from study to the fair young 
face and ruddy, and the thousand charms belonging 
to the summer’s day. Ah! my heart is sick, with long¬ 
ing, longing for the May ! . , . r i. 

Ah! my heart is sore witl^ sighing, sighing for the 

May_sighing for their sure returning when the summer- 

beams are burning, hopes and flowers that dead or dying 
all the winter lay. Ah! my heart is sore, with sighing, 
sighing for the May ! 

Ah! my heart is pained with throbbing, throbbing 
for the May, throbbing for the seaside billows, or the 
water-wooing willows, where in laughing and in sobbing 
glide the streams away. Ah ! my heart is pained, with 

throbbing, throbbing for the May I 

Waiting, sad, dejected, weary, waiting for the May 
Spring goes by with wasted warnings—moonlit evenings 
suobnght mornings ;—summer comes, yet, dark and 
dreary, life still ebbs away—Man is ever weary, weary, 
waiting for 'He May! 


XXXVII.—FLIGHT OF IM.4GINATTON.— Mark AKEXsinn. 

The high-born soul disdains to rest her heaven-aspiring 
wing beneath its native qaarry. Tired of earth and 
this diurnal scene, she springs aloft through fields ot 
air; pursues the flying storm; rides on the volleyed 
lightning through the heavens ; or, yoked with whirl- 
rads and the northern blast, sweeps the long tract ot 
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(lay. Then high she soars the blue profound, and 
hovering round the sun, beholds him pouring the re¬ 
dundant strt-ain of light; beholds his unrelenting sway 
hend the reluctant planets, to absolve the fated rounds 
of Time. Thence far effused, she dart^ her swiftness 
up the long career of devious comets; throngh its 
burning signs, exulting, measures the perennial wheel 
of Nature, and looks back on all the stars,—whose 
blended light, as with a milky zone, invests the orient. 
Now, amazed, she views the empyreal waste, where 
happy spirits hold, beyond this concave heaven, their 
calm abode; and lields of radiance, whose unfading 
light has travelled the profound six thousand years, nor 
yet arriv(*3 in sight of mortal things. Even on the 
barrU'rs of the world, uutired, she meditates the eternal 
depth below; till, half recoiling, down the headlong 
steep she plunges; soon o’erwhelraed, and swallowed 
\ip, in that immouse of being. There her hopes rest, 
.at the fated goal. For, from the birth of mortal man, 
tlu* yovereign Maker said,—that, not in humble or in 
brief Delight, not in the fading echoes of Kenown, 
Power's purple robes, or Pleasure’s flowery lap, the 
youl should find enjoyment; but from these turning 
disdainful to an equal Good, through all the ascent 
of things enlarge her view,—till every bound at length 
should disappear, and Infinite Perfection close the scene. 


XXXVIII._THK FORGING OF TUB ANCHOR.— 

Samuel Ferguson. 

(3ome, see the Dolphin's anchor forged—’tis at a white 
heat now: tlie bellows ceased, the flames decreased— 
though on the forge’s brow the little flames still fitfully 
play through the sable mound, and fitfully you still may 
see the grim smiths ranking round ; all clad in leathern 
panoply, their broad hands only bare—some rest upon 
their sledges here, some work the windlass there. The 
windla-^s strains the tackle chains, the black mound heaves 
below, and red and deep a hundred veins burst out at 
every throe ; It rises, roars, rends all outright—O Vul^n, 
what a glow ! ’tis blinding white, ’tis blasting bright—the 
high sun shines not so! •: 

“ Hurrah ! ” they shout, “ leap out—leap out I ” bang, 
bang the sledges go; hurrah! tne jetted ughtnings are 
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hLisiog high and low.—Swing in your etrokes in ord«?r, 
let foot and hand keep time ; your blows make mu^ic 
sweeter far than any steeple’s chime. But while you 
sling your sledges, siug—and let the burden be. “ The 
anchor is the an\il king, and royal craftsmen 
Strike in, strike in!—the sparks begin to dull their 
rustling red ; our hammers ring with sharper din, our 
work will soon be sped. Our anchor soon mu>t change 
his bed of fiery rich array, lor a, hammock at the roaring 
bows, or an oozy couch of clay.— In livid and obdurate 
gloom be darkens down at lust; a shu|>ely one ho is, 
and strong, as e’er from cat was cast. O trusted and 
trustworthy guard, if thou hadst life like me, \Oiai 
pleasures would thy toils reward beneath the deep 

green sea I ,, i 

O lodger in the sea-kings’ balls 1 couldst thou but 

understand whose be the white bones by thy side, or who 
that dripping baud slow swaying in the heaving waves, 
that round about thee bend, with sounds like breakers m 
a dream blessing their ancient friend—oh, couldst thou 
know what heroes glide with larger steps round thee, 
thine iron side would swell with pndo; tboudst leap 

within the sea 1 , , r i * 

Give honour to their memories who loft the pleasant 

strand to shed their blocxlso freely for the love of Father- 
land—who left their chance of .luiet ago mid grassy 
churchyard grave so freely, for a rotless bed amid the 
tossing wave.— Oh, though our anchor may not be all l 
have fondly sung, honour him for their memory, whose 

bones he goes among ! 


XXXIX.—THE CATARACT OF LODORE.—Robebt Southev. 

“ How does the w’ater come down at Lodore ? my little 
ones asked mo once on a time ; moreover, they tiwked me 
to tell them in rhvme, as, many a time, they had seen it 
before. So I told them in rhyme, for of rbvines 1 had 
store:—and ’twasin my vocation that th^ I should sing, 
because I w'as Laureate to them and the King. 

How does the water come down at Lodore ? Yrom 
.ources which well in the tarn on the feU; '‘I 

fountains in the mountains, its nils and its gills ; through 
moss and through brake, it runs and it creeps for awhile. 
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till it sleeps in its own little Jake. And thence at depart¬ 
ing, awakening and starting, it runs through the reeds, 
and away it propoetKs—through meadow and glade, in sun 
and ill shade, and through the wood-shelter, among crags 
in its flurry, helter-skelter, hurrv-skurrr. 

Here it comes sparkling, and there’ it lies darkling ; 
now smoking aud frothing its tumult and wrath in ; till, 
in this rapid race on which it is bent, it reaches the place 
of its steep descent. The cataract strong then plunges 
along ; striking and raging, as if a war waging its caverns 
and rocks among: rising and leaping, sinking and 
creeping, swelling and sweeping, showering and springing, 
flying and tlinging, writhing and singing, eddying and 
whisking, spouting and frisking, turning and twisting 
around and around with endless rebound ; smiting and 
fighting, a sight to delight in; confounding, astounding, 
dizzying, and deafening the ear with its sound! 

Collecting, projecting, receding aud speeding, and 
shocking and rocking, and darting and parting, and 
th^'ading and spreading, and whizzing and hissing, and 
dripping and skipping, aud hitting and splitting, and 
shining and twining, and rattling and battling, and shak¬ 
ing and quaking, and pouring aud roaring, and wa-vung 
and raving, and tossing and crossing, and flowing and 
going, and running and stunning, and foaming aud 
roaming, aud dinning and spinning, and dropping and 
hopping, and working and jerking, and guggling and 
struggling, and heaving and cleaving, and moaning and 
groaning; and glittering and frittering, and gathering 
and feathering, and whitening and brightening, and 
quivering and shivering, and hurrying and skurrying, 
and thundering and floundering. 

Dividing and gliding and sliding, and falling and 
brawling aud sprawling, and driving and riving and 
striving, and sprinkling and twinkling and wrinkling, 
and sounding and bounding and rounding, and bubbling 
and troubling and doubling, and grumbling and rumbling 
and tumbling, and clattering and battering and shatter¬ 
ing ! Ketreating and beating and meeting and sheeting, 
delaying and straying and playing and spraying, advanc¬ 
ing and prancing and glancing and dancing, recoiling,' 
turmoiling, and toiling and boiling, and gleaming and 
streaming and steaming and beaming, and rushing and 
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flushing and brushing aud pushing, and flapping and 
rapping and clapping atid slapping, and curling and 
svhirling and purling and twirling, and thumping and 
plumping and bumping aud jumping, and dashing and 
flashing and splashing aud clashing '—and so never end¬ 
ing, but always descending, sounds and motions for ever 
and ever are blending, all at once and all o’er, with a 
mighty uproar :—aud this way, the water comes dow'n at 
Lodore I 


XL.—OUR COUNTRY AN'D OUR HOMIC. 

Jasies Montoomert. 

Thebe is a land, of every land the pride. 

Beloved by Heaven o’er all the world beside ; 

Where brighter suns dispense sereuer light, 

And milder moons eraparadise the night; 

A land of beauty, virtue, valour, truth, 

Time-tutored age, and love-exalted youth ; 

The wandering inariuer, wiiose eye explores 
The wealthiest isles, the most euchauting shores, 
A'iews not a realm so bountiful and fair. 

Nor breatlies the spirit of a purer air: 

In every clime, the magnet of his soul, 

Touched by remembrance, trembles to that pole; 
For, in this land of ll-javen’.s peculiar grace, 

The heritage of Nature’s noblest race. 

There is a spot of earth supremely blest,— 

A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest : 

Where man, cr<?ation’s tyrant, casts aside 
His sw’ord and sceptre, pageantry and pride, 

While in his softened looks benignly blend 
The sire, the son, the husband, brother, friend ;* 
Hero w'oman reigns; the mother, daughter, wife. 
Strew with fresh flowers the narrow way of life ; 

In the clear heaven of her delighted eye, 

An angel-guard of loves ^nd graces lie; 

A round her knees domestic duties meet, 

And fire-side pleasures gambol at her feet. 

•‘■Where shall that land, that spot of earth be found?” 
Art thou a man ?—a patriot ?—look around! 

O thou shall find, howe’er thy footsteps roam. 

That land thy Country, and that simt Ihy Hoim. 
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I—MIRIAM S SONG.—Tuom.v.^ iloonc. 

Fr>rKD the loud timbr<*l oVr E^jypr^ dark sea! 

Jehovah has trniraphed—His people aro free ! 

Sin;r ! for the pride of the tyrant rs broken : 

Hia chariots, his horsemen, all f^plenclid and bravo,— 
How vain was tlieir boostiiiK •—the Lord liuth but Aiiok**n« 
And diariots and horsemen arc sunk iu the wave. 

Found the loud timbrel o*er Ejiypt’s dark sea 1 
Jehovah has triumplu'd—His people arc free J 

Praise to the Couqucior, praise to the Lord 1 

His word was our arrow, His breath was our sword 1 

Who shall return to tell Egypt the story 

Of those she sent forth in tW hour of her pride? 

For tiic Lord hath looked out from His pillar of glory. 
And all her bmve thousands arc dashed iu the tide. 
Sound The loud timbrel o*cr Egypt’s djuk sea : 

Jehovah has triuD»ph«d—His i>eoplc are free! 


1I_TUB minstrel boy.— Thomas Moons. 

roR minstrel boy to the war is gone— 

In the ranks of death you’ll find him ! 

His father's sword ho has girded oo, 

Aa<l his wild harp shtug behiud him. 

Land of song I ” said the Warrior-Bard— 

•* Though all tiio world belnvys thee. 

One Kword. at least, thy rights slmll guard, 

One faithful harp shall pmise thee. * 

The Minstrel fell !—but the foeman’s chain 
Could not bring his proud soul under; 

The harp ho love<l ne’er spoke again, 

For he tore its chords asunder 1 
And said, “ No chain shall sully thee, 

Thou soul of love and bravery I 
Thy songs were made for the pure and free, 
They shall never sound iu slavery I ” 


1II._T1IE HARP OF IRELAND.— Thomas Mooub. 

TfiE harp that once through Tam’s balls the soul of music abed. 

Now bangs os mute on Tara’s walls as if that soul wore fled« 

So sleeps the prido of former days,—so glory's thrill is o’er ; 

And heart:*, that once beat high for praise, now feel that puke no 
more I 

No more to chiefs and ladies bright the harp of Tnra swells; 

Tho chord alone, that breaks at night, its tale of ruin tells I 
Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes, the only throb she gives 
Is —when some heart indignant breaks, to show that still she lives I 
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IV.—SAUL'S ADDRESS.—Lono Byeok. 

IVAniiiORS ao^ chiefs ! should tbc shaft or the sword 
Pierce me when leading the hoets of the Lord^ 

H^ed not the corse» though a king e, in yoor path,— 
Bury your steel in the bosoms of Gath t 

Thou who art hearing my bnckler and bow, 

Should the soldiers of Saul look away from the foe. 
Stretch me that moment in blood at thy feet; 

Mine be the doom which they dared not to meet I 

Farewell to others ; but never wk part, 

Heir to my royalty, son of my heart I 
Bright is the diadem, boundle^.^ the sway, 

Or kingly the death, that awaits us U>aiy t 


V.—THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM.—H. Kihkb Wdite. 

WiiKN, mar^baliod on the nightly plain, tho glittering host bestud 
the bkv, 

One star alone, of all tho train, can fix the sinner's wandering eye. 

Hark \ hark !—to God the cbonii breaks, from every host, from every 
gem ; 

But one alone tbc Saviour speaks—it is the Star of Bethlehem I 

Once on tho raging seas 1 rode ; the storm was loud—tho night was 
dark— 

Tlio ocean yawned—and ruddy bio wed the wind, that tos'ied my 
foundering bark. 

Deep horror then my vitals froze ;—dcath^struck I ceased the tide to 
stem, 

When, suddenly, a Star arose t—it was the Star of Bctblebcm I 

it wag my guide—my light—my all I it bade my dark forebodings 
cease; 

And through tho storm, and danger's thrall, it led mo to tho port of 
peace. 

Now, fiifely moored, tny perils o’er, I'll siu^, first in night’s diadem, 

For ever, and for evermore, the Star-tho Star of BetblGhcm ! 


Jft^THE SPRING JOURNEY.— Rkoisald Heuen. 

0, GRBCK was the com as 1 rode on tny way, 

And bright were tbe dews on tlio blossoms of May, 

And dark was the sycamoro's shade to behold, 

And tbc oak's tender leaf was of emerald and gold. 

The thrush from bis holly, tbe lark from bis elond, 

Their <^Urus of rapture snog lovial and loud : 

Prom the soft vomal sky to the soft grassy gronod. 

There was beauty—above me, benuatb, and around. 

Tho mild southern breeze brought a shower from tho hill; 
And yet, though it left mo all dripping and chill, 

I felt a new pH^ure as onward 1 sped, 

To gaae where tho rainbow gleamed broad overhead. 

O such bo Life's journey, and such be our skill. 

To lose in its blessings the sense of its ill; 

Through sunshino and shower may our progress be even^ 
And onr tears add a charm to the prosp^ of Heaven! 

u 
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VII.—THE SLUGGARD.—Dr. Isaac Wxrra 

Tta the voice of the sluggard ; I hear him complain, 

“ You have w.aked me too soon I I must slumber again.!’ 

As the door on it-s hinges, so he, on his bcsl, 

Turn.s liis sides, atid his shoulders, and his heavy head. 

O. a little more sleep 1 a little more slumber ! ” 

Thus he wastes half his days, and hi» hours without number : 
And when he gets up, he aits folding hi** hands. 

Or walks about sauntering, or trifliug he shands. 

I passed by hU garden, and saw the wild brier, 

The thorn, and the thistle, grow broader and higher ; 

Tlie clothes that hang on him arc turning to rags ; 

And his money still wastes, till he starves or he begs. 

I made him a visit, still hoping to find 

He had ta’en better care for improving his mind ; 

Ho told me . . his dreams I talked of . . eating and drinking t 
But he scarce reads his Bible, and never loves thinking. 

Said I then to my heart, “ Here's a lesson for me ! 

That man's but a picture of what T might be ; 

But thanks to mv friends for their care in my breeding, 

Who taught me betimes to los'o working aud rcadiug.*'^ 



VIII.—THE DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB.—Lord Btrok. 

Tub Assyrian c.ame down like the wolf on the fold, 

And his cohorts were gloaming in purple and gold ; 

And the sheen of their ape-ars was like stars on the sea, 

When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 

Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green. 

That host with their banners at sunset was seen ; 

Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown, 

That host on the morrow lay withered and strown. 

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast. 

Anil breathe<l in the face of the foe as he p.-isscd ; 

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill, 

And their hearts but onco heaved, and for ever grew still I 

And there lay the steed with his nostril nil wide, 

But through it there rolled not the breath of hU pride ; 

And the foam of Itis ga-sping lay white on the turf, 

And cold as the spray ot the rock-beating surf. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale, 

With the dew on his brow and the rust on bis mail; 

And the tents were all silent, the banners alone, 

The lances nnliftcd, the trumpet unblown. 

And the widows of Ashur arc loud in their wail, 

And tho idols are broke in the temple of Ba-al; 

And the might of the Gentile, unsmotc by the sword, 

Hath melted like snow—in the glance of the Lord 1 


IX.—CASABIANCA.—Mbs. Heuanb 



The boy stood on the burning deck, whence all but him had fled ; 

The flames that lit the battle’s wreck, shone round him o’er the dead ; 
Yet beautiful and bright he stood, ns bom to rule the storm,— 

A creature of heroic blood : a proud, though child-like form. 
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The S^tnes rolled on—he would not go without bis father’d word ; 
Tliat father^ faint in death bclow^ bU voice no longer board. 

He called aloud “ Say, father, aay, if yet my tasb is done ? 

He knew not that the chieftain lay unconscious of his son, 

“ SfMfak, father ! once again he cried, “ if I OLiy yet be pone ? ** 

But now the boominp shots rcpli^^d, and fast the iKimes ioiled on ! 
Upon hi-s brow he felt their breath, and in hU waving hair. 

And looked from that lone po^t of death in stiU but bravo despair ; 

And should but once more aloud, *• Mv father ! mu^t I stay ? ** 

While o'er him fast, through sail and shroud, the wreathing 6res made 
way. 

They wrapped the shin in splendour wild, they caught the flap on high, 
And streamed above u\*i galUut child, like toners in the sky. 

There came a bur.**t of thunder-sound ;—the lx>y—oh ! where was he ? 
A«ik of the winds that far around with fragments strewed the t^ea I— 
With mast, and helm, and pennon fair, llnai well had borne their part: 
But thr* nobb^st thing that perbhed there, was—ih-it young faithful 
heart. 


X.—ALL HOLLOW.—A sox TMOC3, 

I STOOD Umcalh a hollow trer*, the blast it hollow blew ; 

. I thought upon the hollow world, and all its hollow crew*, 

I Ambition and its hollow achemes, the hollow bopi'S wc follow; 
Imagination's hollow dreams,-all hollow, hollow, hollow ! 

A crown it i.s a ludlow thing, and hollow heads oft wear it^ 

The hollow title of a king, wlut hollow hearts oft bear it! 

No hollow wite.s, nor honey’d smiles, of ladies fair I follow 2 
For beauty sweet still hides deceit ; *tU hollow', hollow, hollow 1 

Tlie hollow header but betrays the hollow dupes who heed him ; 
The hollow critic rends his priiKe to hollow fooLs who feed him ; 
Tlic hollow friend who takes your h.ind, is but a summer swallow'; 
Wliate’er I see is like thia tree.—all, hollow, hollow, hollow ! 


XI.—THE ANGELS’ WHISPEIl.— Samuel Lover. 

A BABY was sleeping; its Mother was weeping, for her Husl^and 
was far on the wild raging sea : and the tomiK.'Ht was swelling round 
the fl.sherman’s dwelling, us she cried, “ Derinot, darling, oh ! come 
h:ick to me.'* Her heads while she numbered, (ho baby still slum* 
bored, and smiled tn her face, as she bendid her ku&t ; '*Oti I bless’d 
be tiiat warning, my child, thy sleep adorning ; for I know that the 
Angela arc whispering with thee t And while they are keeping 
bright watch o'er thy sleeping, oh I pruT to (hem softly, my baby, 
witn me ; and say thou womdst rather tnoy'd M'atch o'er father I 
for I know that the Angels are whis|>ering with thee f”—The dawn 
of the morning saw Dermot returning, and the wife wept wiUi joy 
her baWa father to see ; and closely caressing her child, W'iUi a 
bleaalng, said, '*1 knew that Uie Angela were whlaparing with thee I 


Xn.—THE INFANT ORATOR.—Everrtt. 

You'd scarce expect one of my age to apc.ak in f>Dblic on the stage; 
and ii 1 cbanco to fall below Demosthenes or Cicero, don't riew me 
with a critic'tf eye, bnt pass my imperfections by. Largo atreuma from 
Uttle fountains flow ; tall oaks from little acoma grow: and though 



212 


nBcaxATioNS Foa 


I now am small and young, of judgment weak, and feeble tODgue« yet 
all groat lenmOd moo, like me once kamed to read their A, B, C, 
Ikit why may not Victoria’s reign bring back the good old days again ; 
exceed whit Greece and Rome hare done, or any land beneath the 
sun ? Or. where’s the town, go far and near, that docs not 6nd a rival 
here? or, where's the boy, but three feet high, who’s made improve* 
inents more than I ? These thoughts inspire my youthful mind to bo 
the gmtest of mankind; great, not like Cflcsar, stauied with blood; 
but oniv great, as I am good. 


> III.—BRUCE AND THE SPIDER.— Eliza Cook. 

KiX(* BuCCE of Scotland dung himself down in a lonely mood to 
think ; 

Tis true he was monarch, and wore a crown, but his heart was begin* 
Ding lo sink ; 

For ho had l)ecn trying to do a great deed to make his people glad ; 

He had tried and tried, but couldn’t sacceed, aud so ho became qnite 
sad. 

lie dung himself down in low despair, as grieved as man could he ; 

And, after a while, as he pondered there, I’ll give it all up,” said he. 

Now just at tint moment a spider dropped, with its silken cobweb 
clue; 

And the king, in the midst of his thinking, stopped—to see wbat the 
spider would do, 

'Twas a long way up to the coiling dome; and it hung by a roi>e so 
fine, 

That how it woidd get to its cobweb home. King Bnico could not 
divine. 

It soon began toclin^ and crawl straight up with strong endeavour,— 

But down it came, with a slipping sprawl, as near to the ground as 
ever. 


Again the spider swung below, but anin it quickly mounted ; 

Till np aud down, now fast, now ^ow, nine brave attempts were 
counted. 

cried the king, “that foolish thing will strive no more to 
climb, 

When it toils so hard to roach and cling, and tumbles every time.** 


Up again it went, inch by inch, higher and higher he got; 

Tul a bold little run, at the very mst pinch, put him into his native 
spot. 

“ Bravo* bravo 1 ** the king cried out, “all honour to those who try; 
The spider up there defied despair; he conquered, and why shouldn't 


Again Kin^ Robert roused his soul; and history tells the tale, 

That he tried once more,—*twas at Bannockburn,—and that time he 
did not fail) 


Xrv.—THE FALL OF D’ASSAS.—Mrq. Hemans. 



Alone, through gloomy forest shades, a Soldier went by night t 
No tDOou*beam pierced the dusky glades, no star shed guiding light; 
Yet, on his vigil's midnight round, the youth all cheeriy passed, 
Unchecked by aught of boding sound, that muttered in the blast. . 

Wbero were his thoughts that lonely hour?—In his far home, per« 
chance— 

His father's hall—his motberis bower, ’midst the gay vines of France. 
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Husb! hark! did go by? came not faint whispers near? 

No !—The wild wind hath many a sigh, amidst the foliage sere. 

Hark ! yet again !—and from his hand what grasp hath wrenched the 
blade ? 

O, single, 'midst a hostile band, young Soldier, thou'rt betrayed ! 
“Silence !" in under-tones they cry ; no whimper—uot a breath ! 

The bound that warns thy comrades nigh sliall senU'oee thee to death.'* 

Still at the bayonet's point he stood, and strong to meet the blow : 
And shouted, 'inidiC ius rushing blood, “Arm! arm t^Auvercnc 
the foe 

The btir—the tramp—the bugle-call—he heard their tumults grow ; 
And sent his dying roice through all—“ Auvergne I Auvergne ! 
the foe! ” 


XV.—THE SOLDIERS FUNERAL.— Mjib, Macluan, (L. E. L.) 

Tiin EDufile<l drum rolled on the air, 

Wurnoni with stately step were there; 

On ever}’ arm was the black crape bonnd, 

Every Cirbine was turned to the ground: 

Solemn the sound of their measured tread, 

As silent and ^low they followed the death 
The hderlesH horoc was led in the rear, 

There wrre white plumes waving over the bier, 

Helmet and sword were laid ou tbo pall, 

For it was a Soldier*# fun« rah 
That bohlicr had stood on the battle*plain, 

^YUe^e cverj* «U*p wan ov< r the slain : 

But the brand and the ball liad passed him by, 

And he came to bi.<i native land—to die! 

’Twa# hard to come to native land, 

And not chop one familLir hand I 
^Twas hard to he numbered amid the dead. 

Or ere he could hear hU welcome faid ! 

But *twas rotnething to see its clifTs onco more, 

And to lay bb bones on bU owu lovod shore ; 

To think that the friends of bis youUi mi^ht weep 
O'er the green gniss turf of the soldier*# ilwp« 

Tlic bugles cesu^d their wailing sound 
Afi the coffin was lowered iuto the ground ; 

A volley was 6rcd, a blessing said, 

One moment's pause—and they leR the dead !— 

—1 saw a poor and aged man, 

His step w.is feeble, his lip was wan; 

Me knelt him down ou ttio now^raised mound, 

His face wms bowed to the cold damp ground : 

Ho raised hU head, his tears w ere done,— 

The FATULK had prayed o'er his only son t 


XVL—GERTRUDE VON DEB WART.—Mus, HiiMANS. 

Eee hands wore clasped, her dark eyes raised, the breeze throw back 
her hair; 

Up to the fearful w'beel slio gazed >-atl that she loved w*us tboro ) 
liie night was roond her clear and cold, the holy heaven above; 

Its pale Stan watching to behold the might of earthly love* 
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And bid mo not depart/’ she cried : ‘‘tny Rudolph, say not so; 

This® i.« no time to quit thy side ; peace—peace : I cannot po 1 
Hath tin? world anpht for me to fear, when death is on thy brow? 

The world—what me^ns it ?—mine is here ; I will not leave thee now J 

I have been with thee in thine hour of glory and of bliss; 

Doubt not it*< menjory’s living power, to strengthen mo through this : 
And thou, mine hofio’urt*d lord and true, bear on, bear nobly on ! 

We have the blessed heaven in view, whose rest shall soon be won 1’^ 

And were not these high words to flow from womans breaking heart? 
Through all that night of bitterest woe, she bore her lofty part ; 

But, oh I with such a glazing eye. with such a curdling cheek, 

Lore, love, of mortid agooy, thou, only thou, shouldst speak t 

The wind rose high, but with it rose her voice that he might hear : 
Perchance that dark hour brought repose to happy bosoms near, 
Whili.* she ssii pining v%*ith despair, beside his tortured form, 

Anti pouring her deep soul in pmyor, forth on the rushing storm* 

Oh 1 lovely are ye. Love and Faith, enduring to the last t 

She had her meed ! one smile in death—and his woim spirit passed I 

While, even as o’er a martyr's grave, she knelt on that sad spot ; 

And, weeping, blessed the God who gave strength to forsake it not! 


XVII.—COURAGE IK POVERTY.—Alexander Pope. 

In Anna’s wars, a soldier, poor and old, 

Had dearly earned a little purse of gold : 

Tired with a tedious march, one luckless night 
He slept, poor dog 1 and lost it, every mite. 

This put the man in such a desperate mind, 

Between revenge, and grief, and liungor joined. 
Against the foe, himself, and all mankind, 

He leaped the trenches, sealed a castlc^walL 
Tore down a standard, took the fort and all. 

“ Prodigious well 1 ” his great Commander cried, 
Gave mm much praise, and some reward beside. 
Next, pleased his Excellence a town to batter 
(Its name I know not, and ’tis no great matter) ; 

“ Go on. my fricud ” (he cried), sen yonder walls, 
Advauce and conquer ! go, where glory calls I 
More honours, more rewards, attend the brave.* 
Don’t you remember wlmt reply he rave? 

** D'ye think me, noble General, such a sot? 

Let him take castles who has ne’er a groat I ” 


XVIII.—THE PERI AT THE GATE OF PARADISE.— 

TnoMAS Moore. 

How happy/’ exclaimed the Child of Air, 

** Are the holy Spirits who wander there, 

’Mid flowers that never shall fade or fall I 
Tliough mine are the rardena of Earth and Sea, 

And stars themselves have flowers for me, 

One blossom of Heaven outblooms them all 1 

** Though sunny the Ijake of cool Cashmere, 

*With its plane-tree Isle reflected clear, 

And sweetly the founts of that Valley fall; 
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Though bright are the waters that glittering j.lay, 
\nd tnc golden Hoods that thitherward stray, 

Ya, O ! ’ti< only the blest can say 

How the waters ot Heaven outsliinc them all! 

“ Go wing thy flight from star to star. 

From world to luminous world,—as far 

As the imiverfc spreads its flaming wall— 
Take all the pleasures of all the spheres. 

And multiply each through eudk-ss years, 

One tuinutc of HeaTcn is wonh them all ! 


XIX.—THE STAR OF HEAVEN.—J. J. CallaNMN. 

SUISK on, thou bright beacon, micloinlcd and free. 

From tliy high place of c>lmues-<. o’er Life's troubled se a ; 
its looming of promise, its smooth waves arc gone. 

And the billows roar wildly ; then, bright one, shine on ! 

The wings of the tempest m.ay rush o’er thy ray, 

Rut tranquil tliou smilest, und'miiied by its sway ; 

High high o'er the worlds where storms are unknow □. 
Tbou’dwellcst, ali beauteous, all glorious,—alone. 

From the deep womb of darkness the lightning-flash leaps ; 
f)'er the hark of my fortunes cadi mad billow sw i-cps, 

^Tom the port of her safely by warriuL'-winds driTcn; 

And no light o'er her course—but yon lone one of Heaven. 

Yet fe.ar not, thou frail one I the hour m.ay be near, 

When our own sunuy headland far off sliall apiwjr ; 

When the voice of the -storm shall be silent aud pmst, 

In some isbnd of U-eaveu we may anchor at last. 


But, bark of eternity, wlmre art thou now ? 

The wild waters shriek o’er c-ich pkioge of thy prow, 
On the world’s dr.-ary ocsan thus scatter d .and 
Then lone one, shine on ! " If 1 ioac thee, 1 m lost 1 


_the mother of the MACCABEE.'?. —J. J. Cam,a>'a.i 

vtawed the scene of blood; her six unconquered sons 

were gon? 

were go«« • • , jj i^okf-d upon her, and ho smiksl ;—oh I 

only clSd? “By aff my love my ^on.'’ she s.aid. 
will she save tnat « j l»rc,—tho nnslcepmg c-arc 

Jodah'tt law^ zu<i Juclab 8 Cod« 
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XXI.—JEPHTHA'S DAUGHTER.— Loro Btros. 

Since our country, our God, O my pirc, demand that thy d.itiErhtor 
expire; mdcc thy triumph was bought by thy tow. strike the bosom 
thats bared for thee now I—and the voice of my mounung is o'er and 
the mount un.s bc-l.old me no more. If the liand that 1 lore lav me 
Ion. there e.innot be pain in the blow ; and of this. O mv f.tthei- be 
sure, th.at t)ic blood of thy child Ls .as pure as the ble«sinK 'l be-r eiV it 
flow, and the last thought that sooHk-s me below. Though Hk, 
virgins of S ilcni lament, be the j'xlge and the hero unbent r"! h.avo 
won the great battle for thee, aud my father and country arc free! 
When tins blood of thy giving hath guahe-1, when the voic’ that thou 

Sed—as"l d^d forget not I 


XXII.—OLD IRONSIDES.— Oliver W. Holmes. 

Av ! tear her tattered ensign down ! long has it waved on high. 

And many an eye has d.inccd to see that banner in the sky • 

Ileiicath It rung the battle shout, and burst the tuinon s roar .— 

1 he meteor of the ocean-air shall sweep the clouds no more I 

once rod with heroes’ blood,—where knelt the v.anquiRhcd 

When winds were hurrying o’er the flood, and waves wore white 
bola>r,— 

No more shall feel the victor’s tread, or know the conquered knee 
ihe harpies of the shore Khali pluck the of the sit«A ! 

Oh. better that her Khattore<l bulk shouhl sijik beneath the ware! . . . . 
Her thunderA ^hook the nnuhty deep.,ami there r.hould bo her craro ! 

ivail to the mast her holy fia:;—5et every threadbare Mil_ 

And give her to the God of Storms, the‘Lightning, and the Gale t 


XXIII.—THE PILGRIiT FATHERS.—MR8. Hemaks. 

Thk breaking waves dash'd high on a stern and rock-bound coast; 

And the woo<ls, against a stormy skv. thoir giant branches tojis’d : 

And the heavy night hung dark, the lulls ond waters o*ur. 

hen a band of exiles moor’d their bark on the wild Now Entrlaud 
shore. 

Not as the conqueror comes, they, the true-hearted, came ; 

isot With the roll of the stirring drums, aud the trumpet that sings of 
fame ; 

Not as the flying come, in silence and in fear ;_ 

riioy shook tlie depths of the desert’s gloom, with tbelr hymns of loftv 
cheer. ’ •’ 

Ainidst the storm they sang: this the stars heard, and the sea ; 

And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rung to the anthem of the 
free, - 

The orcan-eaplo soar’d from hU nest by the white wave's foam. 

And the rocking pines of the forest roar’dsuch was their welcome 
home. 

^erc were men with hoary hair amidst that pUgrim band : 

Why Iind they come to wither there, away from their childhood’s 

There w.as woman’s fearless eye, lit by her deep love’s truth; 

There was manhood’s brow serenely high, and the fiorr heart of 
yontli. 
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WLit soncht tliej thus afar ? Biicht }cwolf« of the mine ? 

T5ie wcaltli of ecas? the 5i>9ils of war ?—No—*t\vas a faith's pure 
shrine. 

Ycfit holy ^rouncl, \vhich first their bravo f» et trod ! 

They have left uns^ain'd what there they found—Fut^icooM TO won* 
tinn^ God ! 


\ 

XXrV.—X PSALM OF LIFE.—IIknuy W, Lonotellow. 

Te(.L m,* not, ill mo.irnful namb^ rs, *• Life ij but an empty dream ! ** 
For the soul is dead t!uit slumberi, and thinji are not what they 
FCcin. 

Life U rc d \ Ufo ii f Amcct t and tin? <?r*ve i? not its go.il : 

‘•Dust thou art, to duet returnc-'t,*' was not spoken ol the soul. 

Not cnjos’aiout, and not sorrow* our de.^tinod end or way : 

But to act, that each To-niorrow fiiid« lu farther than T^wiay. 

Art ii Ion IT, aud ‘ hcart:<, though stout and 

“ hn v<, 

Still, like uiaHled driiois, arc heating funeral marches to the grave. 

Ill the world s broad held of battle, iii the bivouac of life, 

lie not like danih, driven cattle ; be a hero lu the strife I 

Trust no Future, howe’er plcasaut I let the dc:ul Past bury its dead ! 

Act—net iu the living Pre.M:nt I heart within, and God o'erlicad I 

Livc<; of great men all rctnind us v.*e can make our livits sublime ; 1 
And, departing, leave behind us footprints on the sanda of time 
Footprints tbut p rhap^i another, sailing o’er Life’s solemn mam, \ 

A forlorn and chip wrecked brother, leeiog, blmll take heart again. ' 

I>.t us then bo up and doing, with a heart for any fate ; * I 
Still achieving, still pursuing,—learn to Libour, and to waivf 


XXV.—CHRISTIAN WARFARE,—Cu ahlottk Eu^nern. 

SoidJlLU, go !—but not to cLiim mouldering spoiLi of |iarth*bora 
trexsuro; ^ 

Not to build a vaunting name, not to dwell in tents of pleasure. 

Drc;im not that the way i.s smooth, hope not tliat the ihoma are roses, 
Turn no wishful eye of youth where the sunny »>caQi rcivjbc ,**; 

Thou hast stcnicr work'lo do, hosts to cut thy passage through ; 

Close behind thee gulfs arc burning j—forward 5 there is no returning. 

S ddier, rest!—but not for tbcc spreads the world her downy pillow ; 
On the rock thy couch must be, while around thee cliafcs the billow. 
Thiue must be a watchful sleep, wearier than another’s waking ; 

Buch a charge as thou dost keep, brooks no moment of fort.aking: 
Sleep, as on the battle field ; girded—grasping sword and shield ; 
Those thou canst not name nor numb^T, steal ui>on thy brokoa 
sluml>er. 

Soldier, rise !—the war is done ; lo I the hosts of hell are iiyix^g : 

'Twas thy Lord the battle won ; Jesus vanquished them by dying : 
Pass the stream ;—before thee lies all the conquered land of kdory I 
Harkf what songs of rapture rise I thene proclaim the Victor s story, 
fcldkr. lay thy weapons down : quit the sword, and take the crown ; 
Triomidi 1 all tby foes arc banished—Death is slain-Kind Earth hai^ 
Tunished I 


218 


EEC1TA.T10N8 FOR 


XXVI.—THE SAILOR’S SONG.—Alla5 Czsnisguxm. 

A WKT sheet ami a flowing; ^ea, a wind that follows fast. 

And fills the \vhite and rustling sail, and b'.^nds tlic gallant mast! 

And bends the gallant tuxst, my boyi* 1 while, like the eagle free, 

Away iho good ship dies, and leaves Old England on the lee! 

“ O for a soft and gentle wind ! 1 heard a fair one cry ; 

But give to the swelliag brecte, and white waves heaving hign i 
Tbo white waves heaving high, my boys I the good ship tight and free I 
The world of waters is our home, and merry men are wc ( 

There's tempest in you horn^ moon, and lightnings in the cloud ; 

And hark the music, mariners I the wmd is wakening loud : 

ITie win<i Ls wakening loud, my boys; the lightning dashes free, 

The hollow oak our palace is, our heritage the sea I 


XXVir.—THE LESSONS OF THE BIRDS.—G, W. Doa5E. 

is that, mother f The lark, my child I 
The morn has but just looked out and smiled, 

When he st^irts from bin laiiublc grassy nest; 

And is up and away, with the dew oa his breast 
And a hymn in his hearts to yon pure bright sphere. 

To warble it out in his M*ikcr's car. 

Ever, my child, be Ihy morn's first lays 
Tuned, like the lark's, to thy Maker's praise. 

IVhat is thnty mother t The dove, n\y son ! 

And that low, sweet voice, like a widosv's moan, 

Is flowing out from her gentle breast, 

Constant aD<l pure by that lonely nest,— 

As the wave is poured from some crystal um,— 

For her absent dear one's quick return. 

Ever, niy son, be thou like the dove— 

In frtenuship i\s faithful, os constant in love, 
ir^of thoty mother t The eagle, boy I 
Proudly careering hie course of joy ; 

Firm ou his own mouulain^vigour relying, 

Breasting the dark storm, the red bolt defying ; 

His wing on the v/ind, and his eye on the sun ; 

He swerves not a hair, but bears onward, right ou I 
Boy, may the eagle's flight ever bo thine— 

Onward and upward, true to tlie line. 

What i$ that, mofAer t The s>van^ my lovo ! 

He is floating down from his native grove : 

No loved one now, no nestling nigh,— 

Ho is floating down, by hims^L to die t 
Death darkens his eye, and nnplumes hia win^ 

Yet the sweetest song is the last he sings. 

Live so, my son, that when death shall come, 
Swan«like and sweet, it may waft thee home ! 


XXVIIL—THE SHIP ON FIRE.—Charlm Maokat. 

TflBRE was joy in the ship as she furrowed the foam, 

For, fond hearts within her were dreaming of home. 

The young mother pressed fondly her bate to her breast, 
And sang a sweet song as she rocked it to rest; 

Oh, happy ! said she, when onr roaming is o'er, 

We'U dwell in a cottage that stands by the shore 
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Hark ! bark ! what was that ? Hark ! b.ark to the shout 
“ Pire ! fire I ’’—then a tramp, and a rnsh, ana a rout, 

And an nproar of Toiccs arose in Uio air, _ 

And the mother knelt down ; aud the half-spoken pn»yi.r 
That -he offered to God. in her a^ony " ‘‘u. 

Was, “ FaUier, have mercy ! look down on my child . 

Fire ! fire 1 it is rtipinR above and below ; 

^iid the smoke and hot cinders all blindingly blow . 

The cheek of the sailor grew ^ile at the sight. 

And hi% eyes glistened wild ui the glare of the , 

The ftamis in thick wreaths mounted higher and higher 
0 God, it is fuirful to pcri-h by fire ! 

Th<‘y prayed for the light, and, at noontide about, 

Tlie son o'er the waters rhoiie joyously out. 

“ \ siiil ho 1 a sail!" criwl the roan on the lee : 

“ A MilV* and they turned their glad e/es ocr the sea. 

"'rhev see us 1 they sec us! the signal is iv.aved 1 
They^r down upon us thank God! we are s-aved 

XSIX.-ELEGY ON MADAM BLAlZE.-O. Goldsmith. ^ 
rinrtn ni oole all with one acconl Limcnt for Madam Blaize, 

'vith m-anners wondrous 

wmmnc. wicki-d ways—unless when she was sinning ! 

At church in silks and satins new. with hoop of monstrous sue, 

XXX--THE JACKDAW.—M’illiam Cowpeh. 

V - .1* .1 ♦ V.O hU coat and by the hoarseness of his note, 
THERE IS a frequentor of the church,-where, 

might be supposed a dormitory too. Above Die stocplo 

bUhop-bke, Jic lind® a to indi<^tc from what point blows 

shines a plate that turns and turns,^.ud^te tiecloii.ls- 

the weather ; Ser Fond of the spccubtiTC 

that pleases him ; he ’.t . . j thence securely sees the 

height, thither he iJSind bc1ow-s«Mi«. »ud at 

bustle and the r“. . and muses on future broken 

bis ease. Yon think, no don , not a single thought 

bones and bniLses, if ^ troubles it at al?. He secs 

like that employs hm .jfrJd with all iU motley roat^ church, 

that Ihi. Bt,aat L -rt no^coacan. at a t 

army, physic, (.^w t". . . ITirice happy hini I I, 

of bis 5 and says—what imya be / ^^ having seen 

n;i»-siK".«”'i‘«p»-»' 

thiDCi and—*such a hoad between iutm 
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XXXT.—NO WORK THE HARDEST WORK.—C. F. Orne. 
Ho I ye who at the anvil toil, and strike the sounding blow, 
vXs burnint: iron’d breast the sparks fly to and fro, 

u bile answering to tin* hammer’s rinjr and fire’s iutenser glow ;_ 

Oh I while ye fL-e) ’tis hard to toil and sweat the long day tlirou^'h, 
Kcmcmber it harder still to have uo work to do ! 

Ho ! yc who till the stubborn soil, who^^ hard hands guide the plough, 
\J ho bend beneath the sumnier sun, with burning clu-ck and brow— 
le deern the curse still clings to eirth from olden time till now •— 
But, while ye feel his hard to toil and labour all day through ’ 
Retnomber it is harder still to have no work to do I 

Ho! yc who plough the sea’s blue fi^dd^ who ride the restless >vaTe 
Beueath whose galLuit vessel’s keel there lies a yawning grave 
Around wIionC bark the wintry winds like fiends of fury rave •— 

Oh! while ye feel ’tis hard to toil aud labour long hours through 
KcmeoibLr it is harder still to have no work to do 1 

Hoi yc upon whoso fevered chocks the hectic glow is bright, 

^^hoso mental toil wears out the day aud half the weary night ,• 

U ho hlKUir for the souls of men, champions of truth and right 
Although yc feel your toil is hard, even with this glorious view, 
Iteuicuiber it is harder still to have uo work to do ! 

Ho ! all who labour, all who strive, ye wield a lofty power ; 

ork with your might, work with your strength, fill every colden 
hour I ■' ** 

The glorious privilege “ to do,” is man’s most noble dower. 

Oh I to your birthright aud yourselves, to your own souls, be true t 
A wcaiy, wretched life is theirs, who have no work to do ! 


XXXII.—THE PATRIOT’S MOURNERS,—W. Collins. 

How sleep the Bravo, who sink to rest 
all their Country’s wishes blest I 
hen Spring with dewy fingers cold, 

Returns to deck their hallowed mould, 

She there shall dress a swec'ter sod 
Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod I 

By fairy bauds their kucll is rung, 

Bv forms tioi^ecn their dirge is sung j 
There Honour comes—a pilgrim grey— 

To bless the turf Uiat their clay ; 

And Freedom shall awhile repair 
To dwell—a weeping hermit—^cre 1 


XXXUI.—THE WIND AND THE WEATHERCOCK.—S. Lover. 

The summer wind lightly was phaying round the battlement high 

whero a vane, like a lady, was staying,—a lady vane 
perch am her bower. To peep round the comer the sly wind would 
try, but vanes, yon know, never look in the wind’s eye: and so she 
Kept turning shyly away ;—thus they kept playing all through the 
^ The Bummer wind said, She’s coquetting; bat each I^Ue has her 
poinU to bo found ; before evening, Pll venture on betting, she will 
not then GO, but come round.” So he tried h*om the east, and he tried 
from the west, and the north and the south, to see which waa best j 
out stul she kept turning shyly away thus they kept playing all 
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tbroQ^h the day* At erenln^, her hard heart to softca, he said, You’re 
a flirt, I am sure ; bat if vainly you’re chanp:ioQ so ofU?n. no lover 
you’ll ever secore.** ** Sweet sir’*’ said the vane, “ it is you who bejin • 
wh-sD Yor chan<te so oft n, in me ’tis no fiu. If you ccaso to flutter, 
and steadily sigh, and only be constant—I'm sure so will I.” 


XXXIV.—THE BENDED BOW.-Mne. HEMA5a. 

THCrtE was heard the sound of thecomin^j foe, there was sent through 
the land a B'.nded Bow ; aud a Voice was poured on the free winds 
far, as the land rose up at tlie sign of war. 

** Heard yo not the battle horn ? Reaper 1 leave tby golden com I 
leave it for the birds of h«*aven.—swords must fla^^h, and shields bo 
riven ! leave it for the winds to shed arm ! ere stone and lurf grow 
rv<l! ’* And the Keap*.'r armed like a foeman's son,—and the Bunded 
Bow and the Voice p i^^u'd on f , . ^ • 

“Hunter? leave the inf)unt.aiii rha^e ; take the falch:on from it^ 
place; let the wolf go free to-day, leave him for a nobl r prey ? let 
the deer ungalled swu-ep by :—arm thee ! freedom’s foci an* nir*h ! ** 
And the Hunter arm^-<i ere his chase wa'^ done,—and the Bonded Bow 

and the Vo;cc pas.«ed on ! , . t 

•• Chieftain ? quit th • fca*t,—«tay not till the song hath 

ccasofl 1 thongh tlic m'-nd oc foaming bright, though the firvi give 
rudily light leave the h'orth and leave the hall : arm thee ! freedom’s 
foes miut fall.” And the Chi dtain armed, and the bom was blown, 
and the Bended Bow and the Voice p.v«efl on ! 

“ Prince 1 thy father's deo<ls aie loM in the bower, and in the hold 1 
where the gout-herd*s lay is sung, where the minstn-lV Jiarp U strung I 
foes are on thy native sea—give our bards a tale of thee ?” And the 
Prince came artiic<l like a leader’s son,—and the Bendud Bow and llio 

Voice passed on! , • 

“ Mother ! stiy thou not thy boy ! he Icam the battle « joy ; 

SUtcr I bring th'* sword and i>p<*ar, give lliy bn>ther words of cheer : 
Maiden! bid thy lover put. freedomcilU the strong in lH*an ! ’ And 
the Bended Bow and the Voice passed on,—and the bards made song 
for a battle won 1 


XXXV.—BRITISH FREEDOM.—CuARLES Mackat. 

We want DO flac, no fluinting rag, for LibertV to fight; 

We want no blaze of rounleroua runs, b) etniggle for the right. 

Our Fpears and swonU are printed word'^, tlu mind our batllc-plaiu ; 
We'vo won such victories before,—and so wo shall again. 

The CTcatc^t triumphs Fpronx from fore will »tAin the brightest cause; 

*Ti« not in bltHxJ that Liberty itj»cril>e< h r civil laws. 

She writes them on the p-opU 's henrt in laiu'uage clear anrl p am 
True thoughts have moved the world before,—and so they shall agam. 

We yield to none in earnest )-.vo of Frc-doui's can^o suhliino ; 

We loin the cry, FnATKRXirr I” we Wc-'p the m.arch of Time, 

And yet we prjsp not pike nor spear, our victories to obtain ; 

We've won without their aid before,—and so we shaU again. 

W'o want no aid of barricade to show a front to Wrong; 

We have a citadel in Truth, more dur.ihlc and strong. ^ , 

Calm words, great thoughts, imflinching faith, have never stnv u in 

vain; , , , ,, 

They’ve won our battles many a time,—^nd bo they shall again. 
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Peace, Prepress. Koowlcdpe, Brothorbood—the ipooraDt may sneeft 
The had d^'ny : but we rely to see their triumph near. 

Ko widows* proans shall load our cause, nor blood of brethren atain ; 
Wc'rc won without such aid before,—and so we shall again. 



XXXVI.—THE MARINERS.— Park Benjamin. 

How cheery arc the Mariners, those children of the sea ! 

Their jioarts are Uko its yeasty waves, as bonnding, and as free ! 
They whistle, when the storm-bird wheels in circles round the mast, 
And sing, when, deep in foam, the ship ploughs onward to the blast. 
What care the Mariuers for g;\le^? there's music io their roar, 

When wide the berth along the Icc, and leagues of waves before ; 
Let billows toss to mountain^heights, or sink to chasms low, 

The Vessel stout will ride it out, nor reel beneath the blow. 

With streamers down, and canvas furl'd, the gallant hull will float 
Socurely. as, on inland lake, a silkcn*tasserd boat : 

And sound asleep some Mariners ; and some, with watchful eyes, 
Will fearless be of dangers dark that roll along the skies. 

God keep these cheery Mariners, and temper all the gales 
That sweep against tfic rocky coast, to their storm-shattered sails : 
And men on shore will bless the ship—that could so guided be, 

Safe iu the hollow of His hand, to brave the mighty sea t 


XXXVIL—THE ORPHAN BOY.—Mils. OriR. 

Stay, Lady ! stay for mercy's sake, and hear a helpless Orphan's tale I 

Ah I sure, my looks must pity wake ; 'tis want that makes my check 
60 pale. 

Yet I was once a mother's pride, and my brave father's hope and joy • 

But in the Nile’s proud fight ho died—and I am now an Orphan Boy i 

Poor, foolish child I how pleased was I, when news of Nelson’s victory 
aime, 

Along the crowded streets to fly, and see the lighted windows flame I 

To force me homo my mother sought I she could not bear to see joy, 

For u^th my father^ Ufo Hwas ^ught—and made me a poor Orphan* 
Boy 5 

The people's shouts were long and loud; my mother, shuddering, closed 
her cars : * • 

Rejoice I rejoice 1 ” still cried the crowd ; my mother answered with 
hiT tears. 

** Why are you crying thus,'* said I, “ while others laugh, and shout 
with joy ? 

She kissed me| and, with such a sigh, she called me her poor Orphan 
Boy I 

What is an orphan boy 7 " I said ; when, suddenly, she gasped for 
breath, 

And her eyes closed—I shrieked for aid ; but, ah I her eye.^ were 
closed in dvath 1 

Aud now they've tolled my mothcr^s knoll, and I'm no moi^e a parent’s 

Oh, I have learned too well what 'tis to be an Orphan ^oy ! 


Oh, were I by your bounty fed—nay, mntle Ladv, do not chide ; 
Trust me, I mean to e-tm my bread; the sailor'd orphan boy has 
pride I 

Lady, you weep I—Ha !—this to me? Ton'll give me clothing, food, 
’employ? 

Look down, dear parental look and see your happy, happy Orphan Boyl 
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XXXVUL—COXFIDEXCE IN GOD.—JosnPQ Addi'ios. 

How arc Thy st-rvauts blest, O Lord \ how sure is their defeuce ! 
Eternal wisdom is their i^uidc, their help oajni|>otence ! 
lu foreign realius, and Lin<l.s rtnioU-, biipi>orted by Thy care, 

Thronyh baroiu^ climes I passed unUttrl, and bicathed in tainted air. 

Thr mi-rcv sweetened every soil, made cveiy- rcBion ple.ase; 

The hoary Alpine hills it wanned, and smooth'd the lyirhuue se.vs. 
Think, O my soul, devoutly think, how with affrighted eyes 
Thou s-awst the wide-extended deep lu all its horrors rise ! 

Confusion dwelt in every face, .and fear in every heart, 

When wavta on waives, and gulfs in gulfs, o’ercame the pilots art. 

Yet then from .all ray griefs. O Ixird. Thy mercy set me free ; 

While, in the coiihdencc of pniycr, my soul look hold on Ibce. 

For though in dreadful whirls we hung high on the broken wave, 

I knew Thou wert not slow to hear, nor im|>titeLt to !>avf. 
llie storm was laid, the winds retired, obedient to Thy will; 

The sea, that roared at Thy command, at Thy command was still. 

In mid.st of d.angcrs. fears, and deaths. Thy ;'Oodnes.s lil adore ; 

And praise Thee for Thy mercic.s past, and humhiy hope for more. 

My life —if Thou prcserv’sl my life,—Thy sacrifice shall be ; 

And death,—since death must be my doom.—shall join my soul to 
Thee. 


XXXIX.— JERUSALEM.— Tdomas Moore. 

Fallen is thy throne. O Israel ! silence- is o’er thy plains ! 

Thy dwellings all lie desolaU.-. thy childn n wi^ p in cliaiue. 

Where are the dews that fed thee on Etham's barren shore ? 

That fire from heaven, which Iwl thee, now lights thy path no more 1 

I/ 3 rd 1 Thou didst love Jf-rusalcm ; once she w.as all Thine own : 

He* love niy fairr*t heritage, her power Thv glory s throne ; 

Till evil came, and blighted Thy lor.g-loved olive-tree. 

And Salem’s wirincs were lighted for other gods than Thee. 

Then sank the star of Solvma ; then pa^cd her gloo's day. 

Like heath that, in the wilderness, the light wind whirls awaj. 

Silent and waste her bowers, wji.-rc once the mighty trtsl; 

And sunk those guilty towers, whvre Ba.al leigi.-d as God. 

“Go" said the Lord, “ye conquerors! steep in her blood your aworda, 
And W to earth her UittlcmcuUh for tlicv are not t •« J-rd s t 
Till Zion’s mournful daughter ocr kmdred bon*-s shall 
And Hionom’s vale of slaughU-r shall hide bat half her dead. 

But soon sliall other pictured scenes in brighter vi.iion rise. 

When Zion’s snn shall s'-venfold shine on all her mourners c>cb , 
And, on her motint.-tins l>eaiiU-ous, sLind mi-Meiigcr.s of peace ■, 
“Ovation by the L-inl’s right hand ! ' they shout and never cease. 


XL.—THE HOilES OF ENGLAND.—Mrs. Heuana 

The stately Homes of England 1—how beautiful they stand I 
Amidst their Ull anctatral trees, o'er all tho phnsant land. 

The deer across their greensward bound through shade and sunny 

And the swan glides past them with the sound of some rejoicing stream 
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The merry Homes of England I —Around their hearths by night, 

What gladsome looks of household love meet in the ruddy light I 
Tlicre woman*d voice flows forth m song, or childhood's talo is told ; 
Or lips move tunefnlly along some glohoos page of old. 

The blessed Homes of England !—bow softly on their bowers^ 

1a laid the holy quietness that breathy's from Sabbath hours ; 

Solemn^ yet sweet, the church-beirs chime floats through their woods 
at morn ; 

All other sounds, in that still time, of breeze «and loaf are born. 

The cottage Homes of England !—by thousands on her plains, 
niey arc smiling o’er the silvery brooks, and round the hamlet^fanes. 
Through glowing orchards forth they peep, each from its nook of 
leaves, 

And fearless there the lowly sleep, as the bird beneath their eaves. 

Tlic free, fair Homes of England !—long, long, in hut and ball, 

May hearts of native proof be rear'd, to guard each hallowed wall 1 
And gr< on for ever bo the erove^ and bnght the flowery sod, 

Where first the child's glaa spirit loves its country and its God ! 


XLL—THE ISLE OF THE BLEST— 

Gehai/D GniFPiN. 

On the Ocean, that hollows the rocks ^7hcre ye dwell, 

A shadowy land has appeared, as they tcU ; 

Mod thought It a region of sunshine and rest, 

And they called it •* O’Bmzil—the Isle of the BlcsU’^ 
“From year unto year, on the ocean's blue rim, 

The beautiful spectre sbow<Kl lovely and dim ; 

The golden clouds curtained the deep where it lay, 

And it looked like an Eden,—away, far away I 

A Peasant, who heard of the wonderful tale. 

In the breeze of the Orient loosened his sail | 

From Ara, the holy, he turned to the West, 

For. tliougb Ara was holy, O'Brazil was blest I 
He heard not the voices that called from the shore— 

Ho heard not the rising wind's menacing roar : 

Home, kindred, and safety he left on that day, 

And ho sped to O’BrazLl,—away, far away I 

Morn rose on the deep !—and that shadowy Isle 
OVr the faint rim of distance reflected its smile ; 

Hood burned on the wave I—and that shadow}* shore 
Seemed lovcHly distant, and faint as before : 

Lone Evening cumc down on the wanderer's track, 

And to Ara again ho looked timidly back 
Ah 1 far on the verge of the ocean it lay, 

7ct the Isle of the Blest was away, far away t 

Hash dreamer, return I Oh, ye winds of the main, 

Bear him back to his own peaceful Ara again I 
Hash fool I for a vision of fanciftU bliss, 

To barter thy calm life of labonr and peace I 
The warning of reason was spoken in vain, 

Uo never revisited Ara again 1 « « • • 

Hight fell on the deep, amidst tempest and spray^ 

And he died on the waters, away, fax away 1 
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SLII.—THE ilARIXERS OF EKGLAND.—Thomas Campbell. 

Yr. MarlDcrs of EugUnd ! that giLird our native seas ; 

Wtiose flap has braved, a tbounaud years, the battle and the brccre f 
Your glorious standani launch again to match another fo*! 

And sweep through the <iwp, while the stormy w indfi do blow : 
Wliile the battle rages lou<l and long, and the stormy winds uo blow. 

The spirits of your fathers shall sUrt from every wave ! 

For the deck it w.as their field of fame, and ocean w:is their prave : 
Where Blake and mighty Ncl.';on fell, your manly he.irU shall plow, 
As ye fiwtep through the deep, while the stormy winds do blow ; 
While the battle rapes load and long, and the stormy winds do blow. 

Britannm needs no bulwark, no towers along the steep ; 

Her march is o’er the mountiin-wavcA, her home i.s on the deep. 
With tbuudera from her native oak, she <jucdU the floods Ixrlow, 

\i> they roar on the slion-, when the stormy winds do blow ; 

When the battle rag.^s loud and long, and the stormy wiiid.s do blow. 

The m-tcor-flag of England shall yet terrific burn ; 

Till d.anpcr'8 troubled night depart, and the star of ncace r- turn. 
Then then, ye ocean worriore 1 our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name, when the storm has c»‘ast.il to blow ; 
When the fiery fight U heard no more.and the storm has ceasi-d to blow 


XLIII.—THE TllEASURES OF THE DEEP.—iiRB. Humans, 

What hid’st thou in thy treasure caves and cells, thou hollow-sotindinp 
and mysterious M.iin ?—Pale glisteniug p.-arl8, aud nunbow-colourcd 
sheila; bright things which gleam unrcck’d of, and m v.am. #<>T. 
keep thyrithtu, melancholy Sea! wc ask not »ucli from thee.—\et 
more the Denth.s liavemore t What wealth untold, far down and shin¬ 
ing through their stillness lies ! Thou hast the sUrry gems, the bnrnmg 
gold won from ten lhoiis.and royal argosies. Swcip o er thy siwUs, 

thou wild aud wrathful main; Earth claims not these again !--^'t 

more, the Dcntlis have more ! Thv waves have rolled above the cities 
of a world gone by 1 sand liath fifl-d un the palaces of old, m-a-wced 
o'ergrown tim halls of revelry 1 Dash o’er ib. m, 

5ul pby 1 man yields them to decay !-Yet more ’ the Billows and the 

DcpHks have moro I High hearts and bravo arc gathered to thy 
breiwt ! They hear not now the booming viaPfra roar ; tlic batUc- 
•Jmndens will hot break their rest : keej thy red gold and gems thou 
stormy Grave-give back tbo true and bravo!—0>vc bock the lost 
and lovely ! those for whom the place was kept at *'oard am. iK.irtli 
80 long : the prayer went up through midnight s breathless gloom, and 
the vain yoarning woke ’midst festal Bong 1 Hold fa-t thy bururi 
isles, ihy ^erthrowB,—bat all U not thine own lo thiK' .bo 

love of woman Iwth gone down ; dark flow ‘^7 ocr mauh^U 
noble head, o'er youth's bright locks and beauty s flowery crown j- 
yet must thou hear a Voice—'■ Restore the Dimdl i^rth riiaU 
reclaim her precious things from thee: “Restore the Dead, thou fecal 


XLIV.— EXCELSIOR.—He.sbt W Lonotelia).?. 

Tub shades of night were falling fast, ^ 

As. through an Alpine viUage, p^^ed 
A youth, who boro, 'mid aoow ahh ico 
A banner with the strange devire, 

“Excclflior 1” 


IS 
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Hw brow was aad; his eye beneath 
Flsu^hed like a falchion irom its sheath ; 
And like a siWer clarion rung 
The accents of that aaknowD tongue, 

“Excelsior 

In liappy homes ho saw the light 
Of household fires gleam warm and bright; 
Abore, the spectral glaciers shone ; 

And from his lips escaped a groan, 

“ Excelsior 


'* Try not the pass,” the old man said ; 

“ Dark lowers the tempest overhead ; 

The roaring torrent is deep and wide 5 ” 
And loud that clarion voice replied, 

“ Excelsior 1" 

Oh, stay,** the maiden said, ^‘and rest 
Thy weary head upon this breast I ” 

A tear stood in his bright blue eye ; 

But still he answ^ered with a sign, 

Excelsior! ^ 

“Beware the pine-tree’s withered branch I 
n»'ware the awful aralanclie! ” 

This was the peasant’s last good-night; 

A voice replied, far up the height, 

“ Excelsior ! • 


At break of day, as, heavenward, 

The pious moDXs of Saint Bernard 
Uttered the oft-repeated prayer, 

A voice cried through the startled air, 

“ Excelsior I* 


A traveller, by the faithful hound. 
Half-buried in the snow was found ; 

Still grasping in his hand of ice, 

The banner with the strange device, 

“ Excelsior! ” 

There in the twilif^ht cold and grey, 
Lifeless, but beautiful, he Uy ; 

And from the sky, serene and far^ 

A'Toice fell, like a falling star, 

“ Excelsior I ** 


XLY.—THE SOLDIER’S DREAM.— Tbomab CampbxlU 

Oun bugles sang truce—for the night-cloud had lowered, 
And the sentinel stars sot their watch in the sky ; 

And thousands had sunk on the ground, overpowered^ 
The weary to sleep, and the wounded—to die 1 

When reposing that night on my pallet of straw. 

By the wolf-scaring fagot that guarded the slam^ 

At the dead of the night a sweet visioti I saw, 

And thrice, ere the morning, I dreamt it again, 

Methonght, from the battle-field’s dreadful array, 

Far, far I had roamed on a desolate track; 

^Twas Autumn^^ind sunshine arose on the way 
To the home vf xny fathers, that welcomed me back 
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I flew to the pleasant flelds, traTersed so oft 

In life's morning march, when mj bosom was jonng ; 

I heard tuy own QiouDtain'goats bleating aloft» 

And knew the sweet strain that the com-reapors sung. 

Then pled:?t'd we the wino^enp ; and fondly I swore 
From my home and my weeping friends never to part; 

My lutlo one:* kissed me a thousand times o'er. 

And my wife sobbed aloud in her fulness of heart,— 

“ Stay ! stay with us !—rest! thou an weary and worn 1 ** 
And fain was their war-broken Soldier lo stay 

But, sorrow returned >vith the dawning of morn. 

And the roicc in mj dreaming car melted away. 


XLVL—THE TEMPLE OF NATURE.—TnoM as Moojit:. 

TfiK turf shall be my fragrant shrine ; my U^mple, Ix)rd, that arch of 
Thine; my censer's breath the mouutain airs, and silent thoughts my 
only prayers. Uy choir shall be the moon-lit wave^, w hen murmuring 
homeward to their caves ; or when the Btilliicos of the sea, even more 
than music, breathes of Thee. I'll seek, by day, some glade unknown, 
all light and silence, like Thy throne t and the pale stars shall l>e, at 
night, the only eyes that watch my rite. Thy ocaven, on which *tis 
bliss to look, shaU be n>r pure and shining book ; where 1 Bhall read, 
in wonU of flame, the gloncs of Tliy wondroas name. I'll read Thy 
anger, in the rack that clouds awhile the day-beam's track ; Thy 
mercy, in the arure hue of sunny brightnew breaking through !— 
Therv*^s nothing bright, abore, below, from flowers that bloom to Htars 
that glow, hut in its light my soul can see some feature of Thy.deity f 
TIu-t? s nothing dark, l>clow, above, but in its gloom I Imco Thy love ; 
and meekly wait that moment, when Thy touch sliaU turn ail bright 
again ! 


XLVfl.—THE DYING CHIEF.— Mrs. lIxci.BAjt (L. E. L.l 

Tif? stars lrK)kcd down on the battle-plain, where night-windi w'ro 
t\^'u\y highiug : and with 8 lattcrcd lance, near his war-str d 
bv a youthful Ohiefuin—dying I He had folded round Lis gall.in; 
breast tilts Ixiuner, ou<^ o'er him streaming ; for a nobb* ehrouil, ;ib he 
sunk to rest on the couch that knows no dreaming. Proudly he l iv 
on his liroken shield, by the rushing Guadalquiver; while, dark witl 
the bloixl of his red field, swept on the majestic river. Th^ re 
were hands which came to bind his wound, there were eyes o'er the 
warrior weeping 5 but he raised bis head from the dewy ground, where 
the land's high lie.arU were alcoping I And Away I” ho cried 
♦- your aid U vain ; my soul may not brook recalling,—I have sof u the 
stately flower of Siwim, like the autumn vine-leaves falliug I I htivo 
seen the Moorish banners wave o'er the balls where my youth was 
cherished ; I have drawn a sword that could not save ; 1 have stood, 
where my king hath perbbed I Leave mo to die with the free and 
brave, on the banks of my own bright river I ye can give me nought 
but a warrior's grave, by the chainless Ouadalqoiver ! 


XLVin.—SONG OP OLD TIME.- Eliza Coot* 

I WBAR not the purple of earth-born kings, 

Nor the stately ermine of lordly things; 

But monar^ and courtier, though great they be, 
Must fall from their glory, and bend to me. 
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ify sceptre is pemlcss ; yet who cao say 
They will not come under its mighty sway ? 

Ye may learn who I amthere’s the passing chime, 
And the dial to herald me—Old King Time t 

Softly 1 creep like a thief in the night* 

Afu^r cheeks all blooming, and eyes all bright; 

My steps are seen on the patriar^’a brow. 

In the doep*worn forrowa, and locks of snow. 

Who laugh at my power ? The young and the gay 
But they dream not how closely I track their way I 
Wait tin their first bright sands have run, 

And they will not smiie at what Time hath done ! 

I cat throngh treasures, with moth and rust ; 

I lay the gorgeous palace in dust : 

I make the shell-proof tower my own, 

And break the battlement, stone from stone. 

Work on at yoar cities and temples, proud Man ! 
Build high as ye may, and strong as ve can ; 

But the marble shall crumble, the pillar shall fall, 
And Time,—Old Time,—will bo King, after all t. 


XLIX.—WHAT IS TIME ?— Marsdb??. 

I ASRBD an agixl Man, with hoary hairs, 

W^rinkled, and curved with worldly cares ;— 

** Time is the warp of life,” ho said ; ** oh, tell 
The young, the fair, the gay, to weave it well ! ’’ 

I asked the ancient, vencmble Dead, 

Sages who wrote, and warriors who bled ; 

From the cold grave a hollow murmur flowed, 
‘^Time sowed too seed wo reap in this abode I” 

I asked a dying Sinner, ere the tide 
Of life had left bia voios ; ** Time 1 " he replied ; 
I’ve lost it I ah, the treasure I —and ho died, 

I asked the golden sun and silver spherCvS, 

Those bright chronometers of days and yearsj 
They answered, Time ia but a meteor glare. 

And bade me for Eternity prepare, 

I asked the Seasons, In their annual round 
Which beautify or desolate the ground ; 

And they replied, (no oracle more wise), 

’Tis Folly’s blank, and Wisdom’s highest prize I * 

1 asked a Spirit lost,—but oh I the shriek 
That pierced my scull 1 shudder while I speak,— 
It cried, A particle I a speck I a mite 
Of endless years, duration infinite I 

Of things inanimate, my dial I 
Consnlt^, and it made me this reply,— 

** Time is the season fair of living well, 

The path of glory, or the path oi helL” 

I asked my Bible, and methiuks it said, 

Time is the present hour, the past is fled: 
live I live to-day I to*morrow never yet 
On any human being rose or set,” 
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I asked Old Father Time himself at last ; 

But in a moment be flow swiftly past,— 

His chariot was a cloud, the viewless >vind 
His noiseless steeds, wliicb left no trace bc-hind, 

I asked the mighty Angel, who shall stand 
One foot on sea, and one on solid land; 

“ Mortal! ” he cried, ** the mystery now is o'er ; 
Time was,—Time is,—but Time shall be no more ! ” 


L.—LOOK ALOFT.— Joxathas L.Awr.ENrE. 

Is tlie tempest of life, when the wave and the gale 
Are arouud and a»»ove. if tliy footing should fail. 

If thine eye sh>iuM grow dim. and thy caution depart, 

*• Look aloft,” and be timi. and be fe-irle-s-s of heart. 

If the friend, who embratv-d in prosperity’s glow, 

With a smile for each joy and a tear for each woe, 

Should b.’iray thee when sorrows like clouds are arrayed. 
“Look aloft” to the friendsliip which never sliall fade. 
Should the vision which hope spreads in light to thino eye, 
Like the lints of the rainbow, but brighten to fly. 

Then turn, and, tlirongh tears of rci>entant regret, 

“ L^k aloft ” to the eun th.it is never to set. 

Should they who arc dearest—the son of thy heart. 

The wife of thy bo-om—in sorrow depart, 

“ IxKjk aloft ” from the darkness and dust of the tomb, 

To that soil where “ affection is ever in bloom,” 

And oh I wlicu Death comes in his u-rrors, to cast 
Hi.s fears on thy future, hi.H pall ou thy past, 

In that moment of darknc.s.'t, with ho{*e in tliy heart 
And a smile in tiiinc eye, “ look aloft,” and depart! 


LI.—THE Ul^'D OF MY BIIITIL— Kuza Cook. 

TnKBK'ii a magical tie to the land of our home, 

Which the heart cannot break, though the footstep may roam: 
Be that land where it may—at the lino or the pole,— 

It still bolds the magnet that dr.iws on the soul. 

'Tis lovc<l by the freeman, 'tis loved by the slave, 

'Tia dear to the cowanl, more dear to tnc brave ! 

Ahk of anv tho spot they like best on the earth, 

And they'll answer with pride, “ 'TLs the I.and of my Birth 1 

My country ! Uiy green hills are d^rcr to me 
Than all the famed coasts of a far foreign sea ; _ 

\Vhat emerald cm peer, or what 8.ipphirc can vie. 

With the gnu» of thy fields, or thy Bummernlay sky 7 
‘They tell mo of regions where flowers are found. 

Whose perfume and tints spread a paradise round ; 

But brighter to me cannot garland tJio <«rth 

Than those tliat spring forth in the I^nd of my Birth 1 

My country. I love thee 1—though freely I’d rove 
Through the western savaouah, or sweet orange-grove, 

Yet warmly my bosom w ould welcome the gale 
That bore me away with a homeward-bound sail. 

My country, I love thee !—and oh, mayst thou have 
The last throb of my heart, cm ’tU cold in the grave ; 

Mayst thou yield mu that grave, in thine own daisied cann, 
And my ashes repose in the Hand of my Birth 1 
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LU.—THE MARINER'S HntN.— Mm, SoDTH«r. 

Lacs'CH Xhj bark, Mariner ! ChristiaD, God speed thee 
Let )oo?c the rudder^bands !—good angels Icaa thee I 
Set ihy sails warily ; tempests wiU como ; 

Steer thy course steadily I Chiietiao, steer home 1 

Look to the weather*boWf breakers are round thee 
Let fall the plummet now-^hallows may ground thee. 
Ucef*iD the fore-sail there ! hold the helm fast 1 
So—let the vessel ware t there swept the blast. 

What of the night, watchtnao ? What of the night? 
“Cloudy—all quiet—no land yet—all's right.** 

Be wakeful, be vigilant I—danger may be 
At an hour when all scometh securest to thee. 

How 1 gains the leak so fast ? Clean out the hold— 

Hoist up tliy merchandise—Heave out thy gold ! 

There—lot the ingots go I—now the ship rights : 

Hurrah I the harlMur's near—lo, the rea Ugnts I 

Slacken not sail vet at inlet or island ; 

Straight far the ^acoo steer—straight for the high land ; 
Crowd all thy canvas on, cut through the foam— 
Christian 1 ca^t anchor now—H bavkn is tbt bomb 1 


HIL—THE COMMON LOT.— James Moxtooubrt* 

Okce, in the flight of ages past, there lived « • • a man ; and who 
avas be ? 

Mortal t howe'er thy lot be cast, that man resembled thee. 

Unknown the region of bis birth ; the land in which be died, unknown ; 

His name has perished from the earth : This truth snrvives alone,— 

That joy, and grief, and hope, and fear, alterxtate triumphed in his 
breast: 

His bliss, and woo-^ smile, a tear : oblivion hides the rest. 

The bounding pube, the languid limb, the changing spirits' rise and fall, 

We know that these were felt by him, for these are felt by all. 

He suffered—but hb pangs are o'er ; enjoyed—^but hb delights are 
fled ; 

Had friends— hb friends are now no more ; had foes—hb foes are dead. 

He loved—but whom be loved, the grave hath lost in Us unoonscious 
womb: 

O, she was fair I but nought could save her beauty from the tomb. 

He SAW—whatever thou hast seen ; encountered—all that troubles 
thee; 

He was—whatever thou hast boon ; ho b—what thou shalt bo I 

The rolling seasons, day and night, son, moon, and stars, the earth 
xuid main,— 

Srewhile hb portion,—life and light, to him exbt in vain* 

The clouds and sunbeams, o'er his eye that once their shades and glory 
threw, 

Have left, in vondcr silent sky, no vestige where they flew. 

The annals of the human race, their tuins since the world tegan, 

Of him afford no other trace ttiBu this ,—tbbre lived a man t 
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LIV.—FREEDOM.— Roblrt Lowelu 

Men 1 whose boast it is that ye come of fathers braTc and free, if 
there breathe on earth a slave, are ye tnjly free and brave ? If ye do \ 
not feel the chain, when it works a brothers pain, are ye not ba^c 1 
aUves indeed,—slaves unworthy to be freed ?—Is true freedom but to 5 
fetters for our own dear 8.ake ? and, with callous hearts, furpet 
that^e owe mankind a debt? No ! true Frw-dom is, to share all the 
,diains our brothers wear. and. with heart and hand, to be c^rst to 
make others free ’-They are slaves who fear to speak for the fallen 
and the weak • they are slaves who will not dioose hatred. scoffinpJ 
und abuse, rather than in silence shnnk from the truth they 
muflt tbink ! They ure slaves wUl not dare all wrongs to right,< 

ail rights to ehare I 


I.V.—THE PILLAR TOWERS OF IRELAND.-D. F. MlCahtht 

The pillar towers of Ireland, how wondromdy they sund 
3y the lake* and rushinc rivers, ihrouch the t^ilh vs of our land . 

In^ mystic file. ihro««gh t»e »»1«. ll»cy hft their hea.^ sublime, 

The.4 grey old pillar temples—thc^e conqueror* of time I 

Beside these grey old pillars, bow tK-rUhiiig and w^ak 
The Roman's arch of triumph, and the temple of the Greek, 

And the cold domes of Byiantium, and the poinU-d Gothic spires : 

AU are gone, one by one, but the Uniplcs of our sires I 

The column, with its capital, is level with the dus^ 

And the proud halls of the mighty, and the <^lm homes of the just , 
P^r the proudest works of man. as ccrUinly. but slower. 

Pass like the grass at the sharp scythe of the mower 1 

But the grass grows again, when, in maj^ty and mirth 
On the wuM of the Spring comes the of the Barth , 

bSi ^?r oSl in this iiorld. no 

To the lalwurs of bis hands or the ashes of his urns . 

TTow many different rites have these grey old Umples knomi 1 
To the mind what dreams arc written in these chronicles of stone I 
Wha terror and what error ! what gleams of love and truth 
iLro ftisheri from these walls since Ae world was in its youth 1 

Here blarcl Uic sacred fire, when the sun was gone. 

iSd the C&^oMhe'vicrim'^ive the*; grey old temples drunk, 

Hi She d^tb-soDg of the Druid, and the matm of the monk. 

was Dlaced the holy chalice that held the sa-'rod wine, 

p7thegEMc,.»<ro».hc^ 

!Se c“So mE? tl.. »' «■' ‘ 

Wbero blftted the eacred fire, rong out . 

Where the foctitivc found fhelur^ l»ecamc the ntrmit . 

And hone hunt; out its symbol to the innocent and good. 

For, the*l?ro8e o'er the moss of the pointed summit stc^ . 

There may it stand for ever, while this . 

To the mmd one glorious vision, or one good throb to the b<»rt . 

WhUo the breast needeth rest may there grey old 
Bright propheU of the future, as preachers of the past I 
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LVI.—THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH,—H. W. Loxgfei4,ow, 

Undeh a sproadiDgr chestnut tree the village smithy stands; the 
smith, a mighty man is he, with large and sine^vy hands ; and the 
muscles of iiis brawny arms are strong as iron band^. His hair is 
crL«p, and black, and long, hb face is like the tan ; his brow b wet 
with honest sweat, he earns whate’er he can ; and looks the whole 
world in the face , for he owes not onv m any Week in, week out, from 
morn till night you can hear his bcllowT blow ; you can hear him 
swing his heavy sledge, with measurexi beat and slow, like a sexton 
ringing the Tillagc-b-ll, when the eveniug sun is low. And children 
coming home from school look in at the open door; thev love to see 
the flaming forge, and hear the bellows roar, and catch 'the burning 
sparks that fly like chalT from a threshing floor. He goes on Sun^ 
day to the church, and sits among hb boys ; he hears the parson pray 
and pn ach;—he hears hb daughter's voice singing in the village choir, 
and it inukrs hb heart rejoice 1 It sounds to him like her mothers 
voice, singing in Paradise ! ho nc-eds must think of her once more, how 
in tlie grave she lio4 ; and with hb hard, rough hand, bo wipes a tear 
out of hb cye<. Toiling ,^reioiciiig,Su< ^orrovv £xii!3onward llirough life 
he goes; each moniuig sees some each evening sens it 

close ; soinolhing attempted, something done, has earned a night's 
repose. Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend, for tlie lesson 
thou hast taught! thus at the thtining forgo of life our fortunes most 
bo wrought ; thus on its sounding anvil shaped each burning deed and 
thought I / 


LVII.—THE BATTLE OF BLENHEIM,—ItoiiBnT Southk^J^ 

* It was a summer evening.old KasjKir's work was done ; and he before 
his cottage door was sitting in the sun, and by him sported on tho 
greon his little grandchild, Wilhelrnioc. She saw her brother Peterkin 
roll something large and round, which ho beside the rivulet in playing 
there had found : ho came to ask what he had found, that was so 
largo, and smooth, and round ? Old Kaspar took it from the boy, who 
st<»od cxncctaut by ; and then the old man shook lus head, and with 
a natural sigh, “’Tis some poor fellow's skull," said he, “who fell in 
the great victory I I find them in the garden, for there's many here¬ 
about ; and often when I go to plough, the ploughshciro turns them 
out : for many thousand men,** said he, ** were slain in that great 
victOMV* “Now tell ns what 'twas all about/’ young Peterkin he cries; 
and little ilhclminc looks up witii w'onder-waiting eyes : “Now tell 
us all about the war, and what they fought each other for?” “It 
was the English,'* Knspar cried, “who put the French to rout; but 
what they fought each other for, I could not well make out; but 
everybody said, * quoth he, “that ’twas a famous victory. My mther 
hved at Blenheim then, yon little stream hard by; they burnt hb 
, and ho was forced to fly : so with ids wife and 

child he flod, nor had he where to rest his head I With fire and sword 
tho country round was wasted far and wide, aud many a widowed 
uiother then, and new-born baby, died!—but things lilco that, you 
know, must be at every famous victory. They say \t was a shocking 
sight, after the field was won ; for many thotisand bodies here lay 
rotting 111 the sun: but things like that, you know, must be after 
a famous victory. Great praise the Duke of Marlbro’ won, and our 
g<^ Pnneo Eugene”—“ Why, ’twas a very wicked thing !” said little 
“W ilholmine. ** Nay—nay—xny little g^l/ quoth ho, “it was a famous 
victory. And everybody praised the Duke who this great fight did 
win.” “ But what good came of it at last ? ” quoth little Peterkin, 
Why, that I cannot tell,” said he, “ but ’twas a famous victory/* 
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LVIII.—HOilE FOR THE HOLIDAYS*—El.liA CooB, 

Home for the holiday's—here we yo! 

me I the train exceeding I j* slow ! 

We ha TO two Ions hoare to trareh you 7 
Come, ilr. Engineer, gallon away ! 

Two hour& more ! Why, the hun will be down 
Before we reach home, tnour dear natirc town I 
And then, what a number of fathers, and mother^ 

And uncle;*, and aunts, and bi^tera, and b^other^, 

Will he waiting to me-et ua !—Oh ! do make hawte, 

For I’m sure, 3Ir. Guard, we hare no time to wasU»! 

'rbank goodnebs I we sha’n't liave to btudy and staDimef 
Over I/itin. and sum^, and that nasty (ireck GrumiLar, 
Loctnrci*, and classes, and lessons are done, 

And now we*lJ have nothing but frolic and fun! 

Horn** for the holidays !—off we go ! 

But this Fast Tnin is really exce<.dinply slow ! 

What sport we bhall have w hen Christmas cotneF, 

When “ finap^ragon bums our lingers and thumbs^ 

We’ll hang mistletoi; o*er our dear little couhins^ 

And pull them beneath it, and ki^ them by dozens ; 

We'll crown the phim^pudding with bunches of bay, 

And roj**! all the chebtnnt.*> that come in our way; 

And when Twelfth Night” falls, wc'U h-ive such a cake 
That as wc stand round it, thu table shall quake* 

Wc’li draw King aud Queen,” and be hanpy together, 

And dance old ‘*Kir Roger,’* w ith hearts like a leather. 

Home for the holidays !—here we go t 

But this Fast Train is really exceedingly slow ! 

Yet, stay : I declare there's our own hom^ at List I 
The’pa^^ tunnel just past* 

Huzzii I huzza I I can ?ce my papa ! 

1 cm see George's uncle, and &iward s mamma ! 

And Frocl the rt-*H your brother 1 look! look! there he stands 
They sec U3— they see u» I they’re waving their lumda 1 
Why don’t the train stop ? what are they about ?— 

Kow, now, it is steady—pray, let us out I 
—A cheer for the school, boys I u kisa lor mamma I 
We're home for the bolidiys I Now, huzza S 

UX.—THE GLUTTONOUS DUCK^Miss Tatuob* 

A Dt’CK once had got such a habit of stuffing, 

That all the day long she was panting and pulling ; 

And by every cre^ature wlio did her great crop see, 

Was thought to be gaUoping fast for the dropsy. 

One day, after eating a plentiful dinner— ^ 

With full twice as much as tliero should have been in ucr,*^ 
"WTiUfit up to the eyes in a gutter a.roking, 

She was greatly ularmod by iho syiuptonis of choking . 

There was an old fellow, much famed for discerning, 

Jl Drake—who had taken a liking for learning } 

And high in respect wiUi bis feathery friends. 

Was called DocUpr Drakefor this doctor she sends. 

In a hole in tlie dunghill was Dr. Drake s shop, 

■\Vhere ho kept a few simples for curing the croD ?— 

Small pebble and two or three different grarela. 

With certain famed plants he bad found m his traTClt. 
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Dcat Sir/* said tlie duck with a delicate guack,*^ 

Just turning? a little way roaod on her baclc^ 

And leaning her head oo a stone in the yard, 

“ My case, Dr. Drake, is exceedingly hard. 

** 1 feel so distended with wind, and oppressed,— 

So squeamish and faint, such a load at tny chest: 

And day after day^ it certainly is hard 

To suffer with patience these pains in my gizzard I 

‘‘ Give me leave/*—said the Doctor, with medical look, 

As her cold flabby paw in hU fingers he took; 

By the feel of your puUc, your complaint, I am thinking^ 
Must surely be owing to eating and drinking ! " 

Oh no. Sir ! believe me ! * the lady replied, 

Quite alarmed for her stomach, as well as her pride ; 

** I am sure, it arises from nothing 1 eat. 

But I rather suspect I got wet in my fect« 


‘"I have only U^cn picking a bit in the gutter, 

Where cook had been pouring some cold melted butter, 

A slice of green cabbage, some scraps of old meat— 

Just a trifle or two, that I thought I could eat.** 

The doctor was then to his business proceeding, 

By gentle cmetias, a blister, and bleeding; 

When, all on a sudden, she rolled on her aide,— 

Gave a horrible quack,’* and a struggle,—and died. 

Her remains were interred in a neighbouring swamp, 

By her friends.—with a deal of funeral pomp ; 

And I*vo heard this inscription her tombstone was put on— 

Here lies Mrs, Duck, the notorious glutton I ’* 

And all the young ducklings are brought by their friends 
To learn the disgrace in which gluttony cn^ I 

LX.—THE COW AND THE ASS.—Miss Tatlor. 

i^Ann by a green meadow a stream used to flow, so clear one might 
sec the white pebbles below ; to this cooling stream the warm cattle 
would stray, to stand in the shade on a hot summer's day. A cow, 
quite oppressed with the heat of the sun, came hero to refr^h, as she 
often had done ; and standing stock still, leaning over the stream, 
was musing perhaps, or perhaps she might dream. But soon a bromi 
ass, of r^pectable look, came trotting up also to taste of the brook, 
end to nibble a few of the daUiee ana grass : “ How d'ye do?’* saicl 


** Ma*am, TOur health/* said the ass Thank yon, sir/* said the cow. 
When a few of these compliments more bad been pass'd, they laid 
themselves down on the oerbago at last; and waiting politely, as 
gentlemen must, the ass held his tongue, that the cow micht sneak 


Mr. Ass, wo are injured by man ? *Tis a suoject that lice with a 
weight on my mind; wo certainly are much oppressed by mankind. 
Now what is the reason—I see none at all,—uat I always must go 
when Suke chooses to call ? whatever I*m doing, *tia certainly haM^ 
at once I must go to bo milked in the yard. I’ve no will of mv own. 


but must do as they please, and ^ve them my milk to make *butter 
and cheese; l*vc often a Tust mind to knock down the pail, or give 
Suke a box on the car with my tail,** ** But, ma’am/’ said the aes, 
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“ not prcsunimg to teach—O dear, I beg pardon,—pray finish your 
speech,—I thought you had done, ma'am, indeed,” said the awaiii, 
•‘ go on, and llT not interrupt you again.” “ Why, eir, I w-as only 
about to observe. I’m resolved that these tyrante uo longer I'll serve ; 
but leave them for ever to do as they please, and look somewlicre 
else for their butter and cheese.” Ass waited a moment, to s<-e if 
she’d done, and then, “ Not presuming to teach ”—he bi-gun—" with 
snbmusioD, dear m.adam, to your better wit, I own I am not quite 
convinced hv it Vet. That you’re of great service to them is quite 
true, but surely they, too, are of service to you ; ’tis their nice green 
meadows in which you regale ; they feed you ixi winter, when pra.-w 
and weeds fad. ’Tis under their shelter you snut'ly repose, when, 
without it, dear ma’am, you perhaps might be froze : for my own part. 
I know, I receive much from man, and for him. in icturn, I do all 
that I can.” The cow upon this c;ist her eVes on the ct.iss, not 
pleased at thus being repiovcd by an as-s ; yit, thought she. '‘I'm 
determined I’ll benefit by’t, for 1 really believe that the fellow is 
right.’’ 


LXI.—OCCASIONAL PUOLOGUK.—A.vOKVMors. 

Dkau friends, we thank you for your condescension, in deigning thes 
to lend ns your att*-ntion ; and hope the various pieces we recite (boys 
though wc arc), will yield you some delighL The imwers of cloanencc 
can charm the soul, inspire the virtuous, and the bad control; on 
rouse the passions, or their rage can still, and mould a stnbl>om mob 
to one man’s will. Nor to the senate or the bar confined, the pulpit 
■hows its influence o’er Uie mind :—such glorious deeds can eloquence 
achieve • such fame, such deaUilcss laurels, it can give. Then say not 
this our weak attempt is vain, for frequent practice will iKrfoclion 
gam • the fear to epeak in public it destroys and drives awsy the 
b^ifulness of boys. Various the pieces we to-night rci^at, and in 
them various exccUcnces meet; some rouse the soul—some gently soothe 
the ear " from grave to gay, from lively to severe.” \\c would your 
kind indulgence then bespeak for awkward manner, and for nttcranoe 
weak : our rowers, indeed, arc feeble,—but our aim is not to rival 
Greek or Uomau fame ; our solo ambition aims at vour applause: wo 
are but young—let youth then plead our cause ; and, if your approba¬ 
tion be obtained, our wish is answered, and our end u gamed. 


LXII.—OCCASIONAL EPILOGUE.—Asostmocb, 

Oun parts aro performed, and oar speeches are cfldcd,— 
We are monarchs, and courtiers, and heroes rio more ; 

To a much humbler eUtion again we vc descended. 

And arc now but the schoolboys you to known us before. 


Farewell then our greatness—’lis gone like a dream ■, 

TTLi cooe bnt rcmtjiDbraDCc will often retrace 

The iDdulgcnt applau« which rewarded each the me, 

And the hcart-dicoring smiles that enlivened each face* 

We thank you !—Our gratitude words cannot toll, 

But deeply wo feel it—to you it belongs : 

With heartfelt emotion wc bid you farewell, 

And our feelings now thank you much more than our tongue®. 

Wo wfll strive to improve,—since applauses thus ch«r us, 

That our iuvenUe efforta may gam your kind Itmka ; 

And we hoi4 to convince you, the nnt time you hear us, 

That pniM haa but eharpeoed our rcllah for oookBe 
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I.—THE VOICE AND PEN.—D. F. M CAnTHT. 

On ! the Orator*e Voice is a miahty powe^ 

As it echoes from shore to shore, 

And the fearless Pen has more svvaj o’er men 
Than the murderous canDoo’s roar* 

What burst the chain far o’er the znain, 

And briglitcQS the captive’s den ? 

the fearless Voice, and the Pen of power— 

Hurrah I for the Voice and Pen I 

Hurrah ! hurrah I for the Voice and Pen ! 

The tvrant knaves who deny our rights. 

And the cowards who blanch with f^r, 

Hxclaim with glee, No arms have vc— 

Nor caDDOii, nor sword, nor spear i 
Your hills arc oure ; with our forts and towers. 

We are masters of mount and glen,” 

Tyrants, beware I for the arms we bear 
Arc, the Voice and the fearless Pen ! 

Thourii your horsemen stand with their bridles in hand^ 
And your sentinels walk around— 

Tliough your matches flare in the midnight air^ 

And your brazen trumpets sonnd ; 

Oh I the orator’s tongne shall be heard among 
These listening warrior men ; 

And then’ll qui^y ^Tlly should we slay 

Onr friends of the Voice and I^eu ? ^ 

When the Lord created the earth and sea, 

The stars and the glorious sun, 

Tbo Oodhead SPOKB, and the universe woke— 

And the mighty work was done I 
Let a word be flung from tbo orator’s tongue, 

Or a drop from the fearless Pen, 

And the chains accurs’d asunder burst, 

That fettered the minds of men I 

Oh 1 these arc the swords with which we fight,— 

The arms in which we trust; 

Which no tyrant hand will dare to brand, 

Wliich time cannot dim or rust I 
When these we bore, we triumphed before ; 

With these well triumph again ; 

And the world will say, No power can stay 
The Voice and the f^rlcss Pen ! 

Hurrah! hurrah 1 for the Voice and j 
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II.—THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN ilOORE.— Wolfe 

Not a drum wa^ heard—not a funeral note. 

As hi^ corpse to the ramparts we hurried : 

Not a soldidisetuirgod his farewell shot, 

O'er the grave where our hero we buried^ 

Wc buried him darklr, at dead of night. 

The sods with our iKij'onets turning : 

By the struggliog moonbeam's misty light, 

And the lantero dtculy burning. 

No useless coSio enclosed bis breast; 

Nor in sheet nor in shroud wo wound him; 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest, 

With his martial cloak around him. 

Few and short were the prayers we said. 

And we spoke not a word of sorrow : 

But we steadfastly mtsed on the face of the dead. 

And wu bitterly thought of the morrow ! 

We thought, as wc hollowed bis narrow bed. 

And smootUod down his lonely pillow, 

That the foe and the stranger would tread o'er his head 
And vre* far away on the billow. 

Lightly they'll talk of the spirit that's gone, 

And o'er hia cold ashes npbmid him ; 

But little he'll reck, if they lot him sleep on 
In the grave where a Britou has laid nim ! 

But half of our heavy txmk was done, 

When the bell tolKd the hour for retiring ; 

And wc heard the dist^int und random gun 
That the foe was sullenly bring. 

Slowly and sadly wo laid him down. 

From the held of his fame frci'b and gory ; 

Wc carved not a line, and wc raised not a stone, 

But we left him alone, with hh glory I 


III._BRUCE TO HIS ARMY.—RonEnr Bcitys^ 

Soora I wha ha’e wl' Wallace bled, 

Scots, wham Bruce has nfteo led, 

Welcome to year gory bed, 

Or to glorious victory } 

Now's the day and now's the hour! 

See the front of battle lower I 
See, ^proocti proud Edward's power— 
Edward I—chains and slavery I 

Wha will be a traltor^knave? 

Wha an fill a coward's mro 7 
Wha sac base as be—a ^ve ? 

Tr^tor I ooward I turn and flee I 

Wha, for Scctland’a king and law, 

Free^m's word will strongly draw, 

Freeman stand or Freeman za'? 

Caledonian 1^—on wi' me I 

By oppression's woca and pains 1 
By yotur sons in serrile chains I 
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We will drain our dearest veins, 

Bat they shall—they shall be free ( 
Lay the proud usurpers low I 
Tyrants fall in every foe 1 
Liberty's io every blow ! 

Forward !—let us do, or die I 


IV.—THE BATTLE OF HOHENLINDEN.—T. CaMPBBLU 

Ox Liod' D, when the sun was low, 

All b]ooclla«4 lay the untrodden snow : 

And dark as winter was tlie flow 
Of Iscr, rolling rapidly. 

But Linden showed another sight, 

When the drum beat at dead of night; 
Commanding fires of death to light 
The darkness of her scenery I 
By torch and trumpet fast arrayed, 

Each horseman drew his l^ttle^blade; 

And, furious, every chargor neighed 
To join the dreadful revelry ! 

Then shook the hills, with thunder riven \ 

Then rushed the steed, to battle driven ; 

And, louder than the tolts of heaven, 

Far fl«'vshcd the red artillery. 

But redder yet these fires shall glow 
On Linden’s hills of purpled snow ; 

And bloodier still shall be the flow 
Of Iscr, rolling rapidly. 

*Tis mom ; but scarce yon level sun 
C'ln pierce the war-clouds, rolling duo, 

Where furiotis Frank and fiery Hun 
Shout *inid their sulphuroUsS canopy. 

The combat dwpeus f—On, ye brave, 

Who rush to glory, or the grave! 

^avc, Munich, all thy banners wave, 

And charge with ail thy chivalry I 
Oh few shall part w*hore many meet j 
The suow shall be their >vindiDg-shect| 

And every turf beneath their feet 
Shall be—a soldier’s sepulchre I 


V.-THE BATTLE OF THE BALTIC.—T. Campdelu 

Of Nebon and the North sing the glorious day’s renown, when to 
battle 6orce rame forth all the might of Denmark's crown, and her 
arms along the deep proudly shone: by each gun the lighted brand, 
^ a l»ld determined hand ; and the prince of all the land led them on. 
bike leriathans afloat, lay their bulwarks on the brine, while the sign 
of battle flew on the lofty British line. It was ten of April mom by 
the chime r as they dnfted on their path, there was sUenoe deep as 
death ; and the ^Idest held his breath for a time. But the might of 
England flush d to anticipate the scene; and her ran the fleeter msh'd 
o er the d^Iy space between. » Hearta of oak I " our captain cried ; 
when '^h from its adamantine lips, spread a death-shade roun^ 
the ships, like the hurricane eclipse of the son. Again I Main I 
again ! and the havoc did not slack, tiU—a feeble cheer—the Dmb to 



BE5I0B PUPU/d* 


239 


oar cheering sent 05 back. Their 5hots along the deep slowly boom : 
—then ceased, and all is wail, as they strike the shatter'd sail, or, in 
conflagration pale, light the gloom. Out sp>oke the rictor thin, as he 
hailed them o’er the ware : Ye are brothers! yc are men ! and we 
conquer but to sarc : so peace, instead of death, let us bring ; but yield, 
proud foe, thy fleet, with the crews, at England’s feet, and make sub¬ 
mission meet to our king.'* Thvn Denmark blessed our chief, that he 
gave her won ads repose ; and the sounds of joy and grief from her 
people wildly rose, as Death withdrew his shades from the dav ; while 
the sun looked smiling bright o'er a w ide and woful sight, wliere the 
6res of funemt light died away. Now joy, Oltl Kd gland, raise, for the 
tidings of thy oiight, by tho festal cities' blare, Nvhibt Che wine-cup 
shines in light ; and 3 ’et, amidst that joy and uproar, let us think of 
them tliat sleep, full many a fathom de>^p, by thy wild and stormy 
steep, Elsinori;! Brave h<-art.s ! to Britaii/s pndc once so f.-itthful and 
so true, on the deck of fame tliat died, with the gallant good Riou : 
soft sigh the winds of heaven o'er their grave ; while the billow 
mouro^ rolls, and the mermaid's song condoles, singing glory to tho 
souls of the brave ! 


VI.—THE DI10M.—Doc G 1^8 JunnoLD's Magazinu. 

Yondbh is a little drum, han^ng on the wall; 

Dusty wrcath5, and tattered nags, round about it fall. 

A thephord youth on Cheviot's hills, >vatchcd the sheep whose skin 
A cunning workm.an wrought, and gave the little drum its din. 

O, pleasant are fair Cliev id's hills, with velvet verdure spread, 

And pleasant 'tis, among its heath, to make your summer bed ; 

And eweet and clear are Cheviot's rills that trickle to ibi vales. 

And balmily its tiny floM crs breathe on the passing iplcs. 

And thus Imth felt the 8hcpherd*boy whilst tending of his fold ; 

Nor tiiought there w.\5p in all the world, a spot like Cheviot's wold. 

And so it was for oiariy a day !—but change with time will como. 

And ho—for him the day 1) he beard...the little drum I 
** Follow,*' said the druuimvr^boy, “ would you live in story ! 

For he who strikes a fooruan dowm, wins a wreath of glory." 

Rub-a-dub ! and “ rub-anlub I " the drummer hcatn away — 

The shepherd lets hU bhatiog flock o’er Cheviot wildly stray. 

On Egypt’s arid wastes of sand the shepherd now U lying; 

Around him many a parching tongue for Water !'* faintly crying. 

O, that ho were on Cneviot's hills, with velvet verdure spread, 

Or lying 'mid the blooming heath where oft be made his lied : 

Or coulo ho drink of those sweet rills that trickle to its valcn, 

Or breathe once more the balmincss of Cheviot’s mountain gales 

At length, upon his wearied eyes, the mists of slumber come, 

And he is in his home again—till wakened by the drum t 
Take arms I take arms ! *' bis leader cries, ** tho hated focmao’s nigbl" 
Guns londly roar—steel clanks on steel, and thousands fall to die. 

Tba shepherd's blood makes red tho sand : ^ Oh I water—give mo 
some I 

Hy voice might reach a friendly car—hot for tAat UtUo drum ! " 

'Uid moaning men, and dying men, the drummer kept his way, 

And manv a one by ^ glory *' lured, did curse tho drum that day* 

** Bub-a-aub ! ** and ** rub-a-dub I " the drummer beat aloud— 

The shepherd...died I and, ere the mom, the hot sand was his shroDd 4 
—And tais U “ Glory ** ?—Yes : and still will man the tempter followg 
Nob learn that Glory^ like its oronv is but a sound—and hollow I 
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VII.—THE INCHCAPE BELL.—Southct. 

No Ftir in the air, no stir in the soa, the ship was still as she could 
be : her sails from hcaTcn received no motion, her keel was steady in 
the ocean. Withont cither sign or sound of shock, the waves flowed 
over the Inchcape Rock ; so little they rose, so little they fell, they did 
not move the Inchca|>e Bell. The worthy Abbot of Aberbrothok had 
placed that bell on the Inchcape Rock ; on a buoy, in the storm it 
floated and swan", and over the waves its warning rung. When the 
rock was hid by the surges’ swell, the mariners heard the warning bell; 
and then they knew the perilous Rock, and blessed the Abbot of Aber* 
brothok. 

The sun in he.aven was shining gay, all things were joyful on that 
day ; the sc.a»bird3 screamed as they wheeled around, and there was 
joy.ancc in their sound. The buoy of the Inchcape Bell wa.s seen, a 
darker .speck on the ocean green; Sir Ralph the Rover walked his de«, 
and he fixed his eye on the darker speck. His e 5 '« was on the Inch- 
capo float : quoth he, “ My men. put out the boat, and row me to the 
Inchcape Rock; Til plague the Abbot of Aberbrothok I ” The boat is 
Mwercil, the boatmen row, and to the Inchcape Rock they go; Sir 
Ralph bent over from the boat, and he cut tho bell from the Inchcape 
float. Down snnk the bell with a gurgling sound, the bubbles rose 
and hurst around ; quoth Sir Ralph,“The next who comes to the Rock 
won’t bless the Abbot of Aberbrothok." 

Sir Ralph the Rover sailed away, he scoured the seas for many a 
day; and now, grown rich with plundered store, ho steers bis course 
for J^otland's shore. So thick a hate o’erspreads the sky they canuot 
PDO tho sun on high ; the wind hath blown a gale all d.ay, at evening 
it hath dit-d away. " Canst hear," said one, ‘‘the breakers roar? for 
yoniler methinks should be the shore! ’’ “ Now where we are I cannot 
tell, hut I wish I could hear the Inchcape Bell." They hear no sound, 
the swell i.s strong; though the wind hath fallen thc^ drift .along, till 
the vessel strikes with a shivering shock—‘‘Oh, Fate, it is the Inchc.apc 
Rock 1 " Sir Ralph the Rover tore his hair, he cursed himself in hia 
despair; the waves rush in on every side, the ship is sinking beneath 
the tide. Bui ever, in his dying fear, one dreadful sound could the 
Rover hear :—a sound ns if, with the Inchcape Bell, tho Fiends below 
were ringing his knell 1 


VIII.—THE DESTROYING ANGEL.—ANoiryMOCS. 

“ To Tonr homeis” 8.iid Uic le.%der of Israel’s host, “ and slaughter a 
sacrifice; let the Ufc-blood be sprinkled on each door-poet, nor stir 
till th- mom arise ; and tho Angel of Vengeance sluill pass you by : 
ho shall SCO tlio red stain, and shall not come nigh where tho hojK of 
your household lies.” Tho people hear, and they bow them low—each 
to his hon.so hath flown; the lamb is slain, and with blood they go 
and Bpritiklo the lintel-stone ; aod the doora they close when the sun 
hath setbut few in oblivious sleep forget the judgment to be done* 
"Tis midnight—vet they hear no sound along tho lone still street t no 
blast of a pestilence s^?eeps the ground, no tramp of unearthly f^t, 
Dor rush as of harpy-wing goes by ; but the calm moon floats iu the 
clondlcfiS sky, *mid her won light dear and sweet* Once only, shot 
like an arrowy ray, a j^e blue flash waa seen; it pass’d so swift, the 
eye scarce could say tlmt such a thing had been: yet the beat of every 
heart was still, and the flosh crawl’d fearfully and chill, and back 
flow’d every vein* The courage of Israel’s bravest quail’d at the 
view of that awful light, thou go knowing the blood of their offering 
avaH’d to shield them from its might: they felt ’twas the Spirit •of 
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Death had passed^'^that the brightness thoj saw his cold 

cast on Ei;jpt*s land that uight. Wail» King of the FvratuKis! 

Death bath cast hia shafts through thine empire wide ; but ovr 

in bondage his rage hath pass'd, no Dn>t-born of her^ hath died.—< to. 

Satrap 1 command that the cuptives be free, lest their God, in ticTce 

anger, Fliouid suiito even thce» on the crown o( thy purple pride. 


IX—CRESCENTIUS,—L, E. L. (Mfu;, Maclean.) 


I LOOKED upon his brow ;—no sign of guilt or fear was there ; l.e 
stood 'AS proud by that dcatb^shrine, as even o'er despair he h*ui a 
j>ower ; in hU eye there was a quenchle.v* energy-a »ipirit^ that cuuld 
dare the deadliest form tliat death could take, and dare it for the 
daring's bake. Uc stood, the fetters on bid hand-be raiscii them 
liaughtily ; and had that grasp been on the brand, it could not wave 
on nigh with freer pride tlian it waved now. Around he looked, 
with changeless brow, oo many a torture nigh—the rack, the cha.i:, 
the axe, the wheel, and, worst of all, bis owu red steel S I naw Uitu 
once iKrfon?; he rode upon a coaNblock steed, and lens of thoueauds 
thronged the road, and bade their warrior S|>ccJ. His h* Im, his 
breast*plate, were of gold, and gravc<! with many a doot, that told 
of many a eoldier’a deed; the sun bhooe on his bparkling mail, and 
danced his snow-plumo in the gale. But now he stood chained ar.d 
alone ; the headsman by his side: the plume, the helm, the charger, 
gone; the sword, tiuit had defied the mightiest, lay broken near; 
and yet no sign or souud of fear came from that lip of pride : and 
never kiog or conqueror's brow wore higher look, than his did now. 
He l^ut beo<ath the headsman's stroke with an uncovered ; a 

wild shout from the nnmbers broke, that thronged to see him die. 
It was a people’s loud acclaim, the voice of anger and of shame—a 
oatioo’s funeral cry ;—Home's wail above her ouly sou, her patriot— 
aud her latest one t 


X.—BOADICEA.— William CowpKii-' 




When the British warrior-queen, bleeding from tho Roman rods, 
Hongbt, with an indignant tnicn, counsel of h*T country’s god«, 

Hage, beneath a spreading oak, sat tho Druid, hoary chief. 

Every burnin^^ word be spoke, foil of nigo, and full of grief- 

rrincess, if our aged eyes weep uj>on thy matchlc<o» wrongs 
Tis l^iuse resentment tics all the terrors of our tongues, 

Rome el^ll perish ! write that word in the blood that she has spilt ; 

Perish, bopidess and abhorred, deep in ruin as in guilt I 

ilome. for empire far renowned, tramples on a thousand states; 

Soon her pride slnill kus the ground ^^hark I the Gaul is at her gates! 
Other Romans shall arise, hc^less of a soldier's name ; 

&unds, not arms, shall win the prize, harmony the path to fame I 
Then, the progeny that springs from the forcsu of our laoih 
Armed with tbtmder, clad with wings, shall u wider world command. 
Regions Csasar never know, thy posterity iihall ♦ 

Where hU eagles never fluw, none invincible as they I ... 

Such the Bard’s prophetic words, pregoaot with celestial fire; 
Bending as be swept the chords of Lis sweet but awful lyre. 

Bbe, with all a monarch's pride, felt them in her bosom glow: 

Rushed to battle, fought, and died,—dying, burled them at the foe I 
Hu^ns 1 pitileas as proud, Heaven awards the vengoanoo due ; 
Smpire is on us bestowed j shame and raiD wait for you I’* 
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XI.—THE PLOUGHSHAKE OF OLD ENQLANi..— Eliza 

The his ship, the bulwark of the Isle; 

The soldier loven his sword, and sings of tented plains the while ; 

But we will hang the ploughshare up within our fathers* halls^ 

And giuml it the deity of plenteous festivals. 

We’ll pluck the brilliant poppies, and the far-famed barle 3 '-corn. 

To wreathe with bursting wheat-ears that outshine the satiron mom \ 
Wr’U crown it with a glowing heart, and pledge our fertile land— 

The ploughshare of Old England, and the sturdy* peasant band 1 

The work it does is good and blest, and may be proudly told; 

We see it in the teeming barns and holds of waving gold : 

Its metal is unsullied, no blood-stain lingers there— 

God s{>ced it well, and let it thrive unshackled everywhere I 
The bark may rest upon the wave, the spear may gather dust, 

But never may the urow that cuts the furrow lie and rust. 

Fill iM>, hll up ! witli glowing heart, and pledge our fertile land— 

The plouglLshare of Old England, and the sturdy pc;vsaDt baud'. 


XII.—THE OLD ARM CHAIR.— Eliza Cook. 

I !i>VK it, I love it \ and who shall dare to chide me for loving that 
old arm-chair? I’ve treasured it long as a fuaintod prize, I’ve bedew’d 
it with tears, I’ve embalm'd it with sighs : *tis bound a thousand 
bands to my heart; not a tie will bre;kk, not a link will start. Would 
you know the spell ?—A mother sat there ! and a saert^ thing is that 
old arm-chair. In childhood’s hour 1 linger’d near the hallow’d seat 
with listening car ; and gentle words tliat mother would give, to fit 
me to die and teach mu to live. She told me that shame would never 
betide, with truth for my crc*cd and God for my guide; she taught me 
to lisp mv earliest prayer, us I knelt beside that old arm-chair, I sat 
.and w.atco’d her xn^ny a day, when her cyo grow dim, and her locks 
were grej’: and I almost worshii>’d her when she smiled, and turn’d 
from her Bible to hlcss her child. Years roll’d om but the last one 
sped—my idol was shatter’d, my earth-star fled I I learnt how much 
the heart cuci besir, when I saw her die in her old arm-chair. ’Tis 
post, *tis pa:^t! but I gaze on it now with quivering breath and 
throbbing brow : ’twas there she nursed me, ’twas there she died, and 
memory flows with lava tide. Say it is folly, and deem me weak, 
whilst scalding drops start down my check : but 1 love it, 1 love it; 
and cannot tear my soul from a Mother's Old Arm-Chair. 


Xni.—THE HIGH-BORN LADYE,—TeoMAft Moorbl 

Ik vain all the Knights of the Uodcrwald woo’d her, 

Though brightest of maidens, the proudest was she ; 

Brave chieftains they sought, and young minstrels they sued her, 
But worthy were none of the liigh-'bom Ladye. 

Whomsoever I wed,” said this maid so excelling, 

** That Knight must the conqueror of conquerors be ; 

He must place me in hall fit for monarcha to dwell in 
None else shall be Lord of the high-bom Ladyo t” 

Thus spoke the proud damsel, with scorn looking rooud her 
On Knights and on Nobles of highest degree, 

Who humoly and hopelessly left as they found her 
And worsfiiped at distance the high-born I^ye, 
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At leagth came a Eaight from a far bind to woo her, 

WLtli plamcs on bis helm like the foam of the sea ; 

Hia vizor waa down—but, with voice tliat thrilled through her, 
He whiBpered hid vow& to the high-bora Ladye. 

*• Proud maideo 1 I come with high spousals to grace thcc, 

In me the great conqueror of conqu‘Tt>r!* see; 
l£athron(.Ki in a hall fit for monarch^ I'll place thee. 

And mine thouVl for ever, thou high*boro Ladye \ ** 

The mai<len she smiled, and in jewels arrayed her, 

Of thrones and tiaras already dreamt she ; 

And proud was the step, as her bride .'room conveyed her 
lo pomp to bis home, of that high-born L*udye. 

But whither,*' she, starting, exclaimed, “have you led me? 
Here's nought but a tomb and a dark cypress tree; 

Is this the bnght pahvee in which thou wouldsl wed me ’/ ” 
With scorn in her glance, said the high-born Ladye. 

‘‘•Tis the home." he replbd, “of earth’s loftiest creatures *— 
Th» D lifted hU helm for the fair one to sec ; 

But she fill ok ou the ground—*t was a aki.dcton*s features ! 
—And Deatii was the Lord of the high-born Ladye I 


XIV,—THE ARAB MAID'S SONG.—Thomas Moorb. 

Pl.r to the de-^jrt 1 fiy with me I Our Arab tents arc rude for thee; 
but, oh I the choice what heart can doubt, of tents with love, or 
thrones without? Onr rocks aro rough—but,sniiling then?, the acacia 
waves her yellow hair, lonely and Bwwt; nor loved the less for flower¬ 
ing in a wUdernaAS. Our sands are bare—but, down their >lof>c th** 
sUvery-footed antelope as groccfully and gaily springT^, as o’er the 
marble courts of kings. Then, come!—thy Arab maid vull l>e the 
loved and lonr >ic;icia-trcc ; the aijtelo|>e, whose feet shall bless, with 
their light sound, thy louelioei^s. Oh I there are looks and tone;*, 
that dart an in.tUiUt sunshine through Uk- heart; as if the soul that 
minute caught some treasure, it through life had sought; ns if the 
very lips and eyes, predestined to have all our sigltf, and never be for* 
got agaiQ, sparkled, and spoke before ns then t So cam<’ thy ev«Ty 
glance and tone, when first on me they breathed and shone; now— 
as if brought from other spheres, yet welconic—as if loved for vears ! 
Then fly with me t—if thou hast known no other flame, nor faltR'Iy 
thrown a gem away, that thou hast sworn should ever in thy he;irt 
be worn s Cf>me !—if the love thoo hast for me is pure and fresh, a-» 
mine for thtse—fresh, as the fountain under ground, when first ’tu* by 
the lapwing fonnd but if, for me, thou dost forsake some other 
maid, and rudely break her worshiped imape from its base, to give 
to me the ruined place, then fare thee well!—I’d rather make my 
bower upon some icy lake, when thawing sun# begin to shine, than 
trust to loro so false as thine I 


XV._GLENAUA.—T. Caupbbli. 

O IlEABD ye Ton pibroch sound sad on the gale, 

Wliero a band cometh slowly with weeping and wail ? 
’Tia the chief of Glenara lamenU for hw dear. 

And her sire and her people are called to the bier. 
Olcnara came first with the moomers and shroud : 

Her kinsmen they followed, but mourned not aloud : 
Th^if plaids all their bosoms were folded around ; 

They marched all in sUeoee—they looked to the ground. 
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In silence they reached over mountain and moor, 

To a heath where the oak-tree grew lonely and boar; 

“ Now hero let us place the grey stone of her cairn : 

Why 5peak ye no word ? ** said Glenara the stem. 

“ And tell me» I charge you, ye clan of my spouse. 

Why fold ye your mantles ? why cloud ye your brows? 
So spake the rude chieftain ; no answer is made. 

But each mantle unfolding, a dagger displayed ! 

** I dreamed of my Indy, I dreamed of her shroud,’* 

Cried a voice from the kinsmen all wrathful and loud; 

“ And empty that shroud and that coffin did seem ; 
Glenara I Glenara I now read me my dream !” 

Oh, pale grew the cheek of the chieftain, I ween, 

When the shroud was unclosed,—and no body was seen 1 
Then a voice from the kinsmen spoke louder in scorn,— 
’Twas the youth that had loved the fair Ellen of Lorn : 

I dreamed of my lady, I dreamed of her ptef, 

I dreamed tliat her lord was a barbarous «icf ; 

On a rock of the ocean fair Ellen did seem 
Glenara I Glenara I now read me MT dream 1** 

In dust low the traitor has knedt to the ground, 

Atid the de:^rt revt^alcd where his lady was found : 

From a rock of tho ocean that b^uty is borne; • • « 
—Now joy to the house of fair Ellen of Loru t 


XVI.—THE EXILE OF ERIN,—T. CAMmst,!.. 

Tukub came to the beach a poor Exile of 

The dew on his thin robe was heavy and chill ^ 

For his country he sighed, when at twilight repairing 
To wander tuone by the wind-beaten hill: 

But tho day-star attracted hU oye*s sad devotion ; 

For it rose o'or his own native isle of the ocean, 

Whore once, in the fervour of youth’s u arm emotion, 

He sang the bold anthem of aHIK OO bbaqu 1 

Sad is my fate! ••—said the heart-broken stranger— 

The wild door and wolf to a covert can fleo ; 

But I have no refuge from famine and danger : 

A home and a country remain not to me 1 
Never again, in the green sunny bowers 
^Vhe^e my forefathers lived, shall I spend the sweet bonra 
Or cover my harp with tho wild-woven flowers. 

And strike to the numbers of EiiiK oo dbagu 1 

“ Erin I my country I Though sad and forsaken, 

In dreams I revisit thy soa*beaten shore 1 
But, alas I in a far, foreign land I awaken, 

And sigh for the friends that can meet me no more I 
Oh, cruel Fate I wilt thou never replace me 
In a mansion of peace, where no perils can chase me 7 
Never again shall my brothers embrace me I— 

They died to defend me—or live to deplore I 

I* Is my cabin-door^ fast by the wild wood ? 

Sisters and sire, did ye weep for its fall? 

Where U the motW tnat looked on my childbed? 

And where is the bosom-friend, dearer than all? 
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Ab I fu^ &ad 60 til, loog abandoned bj pleasure ! 

didst then dote on a fast^fading treasure ? 

Tcars^ Uko the rain-drops, 01.(7 withoat measure 9 
But rapture aud btjsauty they cannot recall I 

** Tet—all iU sad rcscollections suppressing— 

One d^’ing wish my lone bosom shall draw :— 

Brio ! an exile bequeaths thee—his blessing ! 

Land of my forefathers !—Euin no dhauii ! 

Buried and cold^ when my biart her motion, 

Green be thy fields, sweetest i.slc of the ocean ! 

And thy harp-striking bards sing aloi«d« w ith dcTOtion, 
£HLS SIAVOCHNKCK I EUIX GO BUAGH t 


XVII.—LORD ULLIS^S DAUGHTER.—T. Campbell. 

A CHI KPT AIX, to the nighlands bound, crie^, Boatman, do not tarry I 
Aud I’ll give thee a silver pound, to row us oVr the ferry.** 

Now, who be yc would cross Loch-Gylc, this dark and stormy 
water ? " 

‘*Oh ! l*m the chief of Diva's Isle, and this Lord UUin *8 daughter ; 
And fast l)cfond her father's men three chiys wc*ve flid together ; 

For, should he find ns in the glen, uiy blo^ would stain the heather* 
His horsemen hard behind us ride ; should they our steps discover, 
Then who wiU cheer my bouny bride, when they have slain her lover ^7 
Out spoke the liardy Highland wight, “ I’ll go, my chief—I’m ready ; 
It is not for your silver bright, hut for your winsome lady : 

And, by my word ! the bonny bird iu (Linger shall not larrj' ; 

So, though the wavui are ragiug white, I’ll row you o\r the ferry.” 

By this the storm grew loud apace, the water*%%TaUh was shrieking ; 
And. in tlie scowl of heaven, each face grew dark as tJiey were speak 
ing. 

But still &3 wilder blew the wind, and oa the night prow drearer, 
Ado>rD the plen rode arnibd meu.—their trampling sounded nearer 1 
“Oh, haste thoe f haste f ” th«; lady cries; “ though tempests round 
UB gather, 

ni meet the raging of the skies, hot not an angry father.” 

The boat haa left a ntormy Lind,—a etormy Rea before her 1 

When oh 1 too irtrong for human hand, the tempeet gathcrorl o’er her I 

And Rtill they rowed, amidat the roar of waU:i» fast prevailing. 

Lord Ullixi reached that fatal shore—hi* wrath was changed to wailing ; 
Por eore dUmayed, through storm and shade, his child ho did discover; 
One lovely arm she stretched for aid, and one was round her lover. 

“ Come Iwck ! come back I ” ho cried in grief, across this etormy water : 
“ And I’ll formre your Highland chief !—my daughter I oh, my 
daughter I ** 

—Twas vain * tho loud waves lashod the shore, return or aid preventing; 
The waters wild went o’er hU child,—and he was left lamenting 1 


XVm.—THE AFRICAN CHIEF.—W C. BRYAirro 

Chaivbd in tho rnarket-placo ho stood—a man of giant frame, 

Amid tho gathering multitude, tliat shrunk to hear his name; 

AU stem loo^ and strong of limb, his <Urk eye on the ground 

And silently they gazed on him, cis on a lion bouzuL 

Vainly, but wclL that chief had foagbtr—ho was a captivo now ; 

Yet pride, that fortune bumbles not, was written on hU brow : 

The scars his dork broad bosom wore, showed warrior true and brave ; 
A prlnoo among tribe before,—^be could not be a slave I 
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Then to conqueror he ^pakc—** My brother is a king; 

Uncto this necklace from my neck, and take this bracelet ring, 

An<l i^c-nd m*' where niy brother reigns ; and I will fill thv hand« 

With Ftoie of ivory from the plato^^, and gold-dust from t^e saode.’* 

“ Not for thy ivory Dor thy gold will I unbind thy cliain ; 

That fettered hand shall never hold the battlo-spcar again ; 

A pric'j thy nation never gave, sliall yet be paid for thee ; 

Or thou shalt be the Christian's slave, in lands beyond the sea/’ 

Then wept the warrior-chief, and bade to shred his locks away, 

And, one by one* each heavy braid before the victor lav. 

Thick were the plaited locks* and long ; and deft I v hidden there, 

Slione many a wedge of gol<L» among the dark and crisped hair. 

Look I feast thy greedy eyes with gold, long kept for sorest need ; 
Take it—thou askest sums UDtold*~and say that I am freed. 

Take it I—my wife, the long, long day weeps by the cocoa*troe* 

And my young childreu leave their play, and ask in vain for me/* 

^ I tike thy gold—but I have made thy fetters fast and strong, 

And wetn that by the cocoa-sliadc thy wife will wait thee long/* 
Strong was the agony that shook the captive's frame to hear, 

And tiic proud meaning of his look was changed to mortal fear* 

His heart was broken—crazed his brain ; at once his eye grew wild : 

He ntrMggW<l fiercely with his ch.aiQ, whispered, and wept, and smiled ; 
Yet wore not long tho :‘0 f«atal bands ; for soon, at close of day, 

They drew him forth upon the sands, the foul hyena's prey. 

XIX.—THE SONG OF THE SWORD.— Asontmoob, ^ 

Wkaht* and wounded, and worn, wounded and ready to die, 

A Soldier they left, all alone and forlorn, on the field of the battle to 
lie. 

The dciid and the dying alone could their presence and pity afford* 
Whilst* with a sad and terrible tone, he sang * * , the Song of the 
Sword. 

Fight—fight—fight t though a thousand fathers die; 

Figbt—fight—fight ! though a thousand children cry I 
Fight—light—fight 1 while mothers and wivi.'S lament; 

And fight—fight—fight, while millions of money are spent. 

Fight—fight—fight ! should the cause be foul or fair, 

Though ail that's gained is an empty name, and a tax too great to 
bear : 

An empty name, aud a paltry fame, and thouaands lying dead ; 

Whilst every glorious victory must raise the price of bread* 

War—war—war 1 fire, and famine, and sword ; 

Desolate fields and desolate towns, and thousands scattered abroad, 
SVitb never a home, and never a shed, whilst kingdoms perish and 
fall; 

And hundreds of thousands are lying dead* • • • and all for nothing 
ataUI ^ a . 

“ War—war^war I musket, and powder, and ball— 

Ah I what do we fight so for ? ah I why have we battles at all ? 

*Tie. Justice must be done, they ear, the nation’s honour to keep : 

Alas I that Justice should be so dear, and human life so cheap 1 

War—wan—war I misery, murder, and crime 
Are all the blessing Tve seen in thee, from my youth to the present 
time* 
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Misery, murder, and criiDC—crime, misery, murder, and woe ! 

Ah ! would I had known in my younger days the horrors which now 
I know I” 

Weary, and wounded, and worn, wounded and ready to die, 

A Soldier they left, all alone and forlorn, on the field of the battle to 
lie. 

The dead and the dying alone conlil their presence and pity afford, 
And thus, with a s.'id and a terrible tone, (ub, would that these troths 
were more perfectly know'o !) he sang the Song of the Sword. 


XX.—HARMOSAN.—AncHOiRHOF Tren'CH. 

Kow the third and fatal conflict for the Persian thn^nc was done, 

And the Moslems* fierj' Talour had the crowning victory won ; 
Harmo^n, the List of focmen, and the boldest to defy. 

Captive, overborne by Dumbc*rs, they wore bringiDg forth to die. 

Then exclaimed that noble Satrap, ** Lo, I perish in my thirst ; 

Give me but one drink of water, and let then arrive the worst.'*— 

In his band ho took the goblet, but aw*hiie the draught forebort*, 
Seeming doubtfully the purpose of the victors to explore. 

** But what fcar'st thou ? ** cried the Caliph ; ** dost thou dread a secret 
blow ? 

Fear it not; our gallant Moslems no such treacherous dealings know. 
Thou mays! quench thy thirst securely ; for thou sli,alt uot die, 
before 

Thou bast drunk that cup of water : this reprieve is thine—no more,’* 

Qnick the Satrap dashed the goblet down to earth with ready band, 
And the liquid »>unlc,—for ever lost, amid the bumiog sand : 

Thou hast said that mine my life is, till the water of that cup 
1 have drained :—then bid thy servants that spilled water gather up.** 

For a moment stood the Caliph, an by doubtful passions stirred : 

Then exclaimed, For ever sacre^l must remain a Monarch's word. 
Bring forth another cup, and straightway to the noble Pcistau give;— 
l^rink, I said before, and perish —now, 1 bid thee drink and live I 


XXX.—WAR-SONO OF TUE GREEKS,—PnocTOit (Baart 

Cornwall). 

Aware 1 Uis the terror of war I The crescent U tossed ori the wind ; 
bat our flag flies on high, like the j^enlous star of tiic battle. Before 
and behind, wheixver it glitters, it darts bright death into tyrannoos 
hearts Who are they that now bid us be slaves? They are foes to 
the good and the free. Go, bid them first fetter the might of the 
waves I Tlio sea may bo conquered ; but we have spirits untamcable 
etui, and the strength to be free,—and the wUl I The Uclots are 
come • in their eyes proud hate and fierce massacre bum; they hate us,^ 
but shall they despise ? They ore come; shall thov ever rotoro ? O Ood 
of the Greeks t from thy throne look down, and we’ll conquer alone I 
Our fathers—each man was a god, his will was a law, and the sound 
of his voice, like a spirit’s, was worshiped : ho trod, and thousands 
fell worshipers rouna : from the gates of the West to the Suit he 
bade, and his bidding was done. And we—shall we die in oor chains, 
who once were as free as the wind ? Wlio is it that threatens ?^who 
is it amlgns ? Are they princes of Europe or Ind ? Arc they ^^8* 
to the uttermost pole ? Toey are dogs, with a taint on their soul I 
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XXII.—WE ARE SEVEN.—Wtt-tiAV Wordsworth, 

A siMTi.r child—“heayeri’a matin hymn"—that lightly draws Its 
l>roath. 

And focls its life in every limb • • . , what can it know of death? 

^ T t«ot a little cottage pirl, she was eight years old she said ; 

Her hair thick with many a ciirl that clustered round her head* 
Nhe had a rustic wootlland air, aoo sJie was wildly chad, 

Her eyes were fair^ and very fair ; her beauty made me glad* 

‘ Sisters and brothers, little maid, how many may you be?” 

How many ? Soren in all/' she said, and wondering looked at mo. 
‘•And where are they ? I pray you tell.” She answered, “Seven are 
Nve, 

And two of us at Conway dwell, and two are gone to sea. 

“ Tv.'o of us in the churchyard lie, my sister and my brother, 

And in the churchyard cottage, I dwell near them with my mother.” 

*• You say that two at Conway dwell, and two are gone to sea ; 

Yet you are seven ! I pray you toU, sweet maid, how this may be 

Then did the little msid reply, “Seven bovs and girls are we, 

Tv>o of us in the churchyairf Ho, beneath churchyard tree.” 

^ You run about, my little maid, your I'^bs they are alive ; 

If two are in the churchyard laid, then you are only five ? ” 

*• Their graves are green, they may be seen,” the little maid replied ? 

Twelve steps or more from mother^s door, and tbcT arc side by side! 
My stockings there I often knit, my kerchief there 1 hem ; 

And there upon the ground I sit, aud sing a song to them. 

And often, after sun«et, sir, when it is light and fair, 

I take my little porringer, and eat my supner there. 

Tlie that died was sister June ; m bed she moaning lay, 

Till God released her of her pain, and then she went away. 

So in the churchyard she was laid, and when the grass was dry, 
Together round her grave we played, my brother John and 1? 

And Nvheu the ground was white with snow, and I could run and slides 
My brother John was forced to go, and he lies by her side.” 

“ How many are you then,” said I, “ if they two are in heaven ? ” 
Quick was the little maid’s reply«^“ O, master, we are seven I ” 

” Uut they are dead—the^c two are dead, their spirits are in heaven I” 
^wOsS throwing words away ; for still the little maid would have hor 
W’ill,— 

And said, ** Nay I we arc seven,” 


XXin.—APOLOGY FOR THE PIG.— Robert Sodthby. 

Jacoo 1 I do not love to sec thy noso turned up in scornful curve at 
yonder pig. It would bo well, my friend, if we, like him, were per* 
feet in our kind. Aud why despise the sow'*bom grunter? “He is 
olistiDate,” then answerest; “ ugly; and the flltoiest beast that 
banquets upon offal.^’ 

Now, I pray thee, hear the pig’s Oounsel. Is he obstinate? We 
must not, Jacob, be deceived by words, by sophist sounds. A 
democratic beast—he knows that his unmerciful drivers seek their 
profit and not his. He hath not learned that pigs were made for 
man, bom to bo bmwned and baconized. And for his uglineeo ‘"Bay, 
Jacob, look at him ; those eyes have taught the lover flattery* Be* 
hold his tail, my friend ; with curls like that, the wanton hop mames 
hor stately spouse* And w^t is beauty but the aptitude parts 
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hanzio&toas? Qire thy fancr scope. anU thoa wilt find that do 
imafTUicd change can beautify t^e beast. AU would but mar his pig 
perfection. 

The last charge,—be lives a dirty life. Here 1 could sbclter him 
with precedents right roTerend aod noble ; and show, bj sanction of 
authority, that "tis a Tcry honourable thing to thrire by dirty ways. 
But let me rest, oo better ground, tlie unanswerable defence. The 
pig is a pbiloHOpbrr, who knows no prejudice. Dirt? Jacob, what is 
dirt ? li matter, why, the delicate dish tliat tempts the o’ergorged 
epicure is nothing more. And—there, that troc 2 e pleads with me, 
and has won thee to the smile that speaks conyiclton. O'er yon 
blossomed tield of beans it came—and thoughts of bacon rise ! 


XXrV.—TUB SLAVE’S DREAM.—H. W. LosariiLLow. 

Bkktdt: the ungatbered rice he lay, his sickle in bis hand ; 

His breast wart hcire, hirt matted hair wa?! buned iii the sand: 

Again, in the mist and rbodow of sleep, he sav. fats native htnd ( 

Wide through the landscape of his dreams the lordly Niger flowed ; 
I^ncath the palm-trevs on the plain once more a king he strode, 

And h«.^rd the tinkling caravans descend the mountain-road. 

He saw once more his dark-ojed qocen among her children stand ; 
They clasped his neck, they kissed his cheel^ they held him by the 
hand f 

A tear burst from the slce{X 2 r's lids, and foil into tbo sand. 

And then at furious speed be rode alone the Niger’s l>ank ; 

HU bridle-reins were golden chains, and. with u martial clank, 

At each leap ho could feet hU scabbard of stool smiting his war* 
steed's nank. 

Be fore him, like a blood-red flag, the bright flamingoes flow ; 

From morn till night he followed their flight, oVr plmus where tht 
tamarind grow. 

Till he Siiw the roofs of Caffro huts, and the ocean rose to view. 

At night he heard the Hoo roar, and the hymna servam. 

And tno river-horse, as he crushed the reeds beside some hidden strc.am; 
And it passed like a glorious roll of dniros, through the triumph of 
Ills dream. 

The forests, with their myriad tongmjs. sljouted of Liberty ; 

And the BUrtt of the Desert cried aloud, with a voice so wiki and free, 
Tlmt he sUrtod in his i^lecp, and smiled at their Utniaaituous glee. 

He did not feel the driver’s whip, nor the boming heat of day ; 

For Death had illumined the Land of Sleep, and his lifele&s body lay 
A wom-ont fetter, Uiat the soul liad broken and thrown away I 


XXV.—THE WRECK OF THE HESPERUS.-H. W. Losgphllow* 

It was the sebooo^T Hcsf>cnis, that sailed the wintry sea { 

And the skipper bad taken hU little daughter to bear him company. 
Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax, her checks like the dawn of day. 
And her bosom white a.s the hawthorn buds that ope in the month of 
May. 

The skipper he stood beside the helm, his pipe was in his month. 

Anti watetusi bow the reerlog flaw did blow the smoko, now wes^ 
now sooth. . . . « 

Then up and spake sn old sailor, had sailed the Spanish Main s 
** 1 pray thoc, pat into yonder port, for I fear s burricano; 
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ni^ht, the moon had a goIdcD rinc^ and to*night no moon we see ! 
The skipper he blew a whiff from bis pipcp and a scornful laugh 
laughc<l he. 

Colder and louder blew the ivind^ a pale from the north-east r 
The snow fill hissing in the briue^ ana the billows frothed like yeast, 
Down came the storm^ and emote amain the Tcssel in its strength x 
She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed, then leaped her cable s 
length. 

Come hither I come hither I my little daughter, and do not tremble so; 
For I can weather the roughest gale, that ever wind did blow,” 

He wrapped her in his seaman *e coat aminst the Atingiog blast; 

He cut a rope from a broken spar, andl>ound her to the mast* 

O father I I hear the cborch-oeUs ring; oh, say, what may it be 

a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast!”—and he steered for the 
open Bca. 

“ O father I I hear the sound of guns ; oh, say, what may it be ? *' 
'^Some ship in distress, that cannot live in such an angry seal ” 

*^Oh, father 1 I see a gleaming light; oh, eay, what may it be?” 

But the father answered never a word, a frozen corpse was he. 

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark, with his face turned to the 
skies, 

The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow on his fixed and 
glassy cycA. 

Then the maiden clasped her hands, and prayed that saT^d she might 
be; 

And she thonght of Christ, who stilled the wave on the I^ke of Oalilce. 
And fast through the midnight dark and drear, through the w^histling 
sleet and snow. 

Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept towards the reef of Norman's 
Woe. 

And ever, the fitful gusts between, a sound came from the land ; 

It w.vA the sound of the trampling snrf on the rocks and the hard sea* 
sand. 

The breakers were right beneath her bows, she drifted a dreary wrecks 
And a uiiooning billow swept the crew like icicles from her dock. 

She struck where the white and fleecy waves looked soft as carded wool; 
But the cruel rocks, they gored her side like the horns of an angry bull. 
Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed io ice, with the masts, went by the 
board ; 

Like a vessel of glass^ she etoye and sank: Ho I ho I the breakers 
roared I 

At daVbreak, on the bleak sea-beach a fisherman stood aghast, 

To SCO the form of a maiden fair lashed close to a drifting mast. 

The salt sea was frozen on her breast, the salt tears in her eyes : 

And he saw her hair, like the brown sca-weod, on the billows fail and 
rise. 

—5uch was the wreck of the Hc^perii^ in the midnight and the snow I 
Christ save ns all from a death like this, on the reef of Norman^s Woo I 

XXTL—THE DEATH OP DUKE D*ENOHIEN.— Baikb. 
Aix>Nb. but yet undauntedly, the victim marked the band 
Of mosketeers, in dark array before him waiting stand* 

The moon was shining bright and high, the torses gleamed below ; 

A new-dng grave was yawning nigh—a dim and deadly show. 

Knskot and sabre, glancing bright, flashed through the murky gloom; 
And full in front of that pale light stood be, a thing of doom. 

No word was said : they strove to veil the princess numing eves ; 

But high he reared his forehead pale, and spumed the weu disguise. 
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Ay ! will fall in heaven's face, with witneas stars in view ; 

Tnc towers of France, in dyinp, trace—and fondly look adieu ! 

He pa^ed—hia lips moved slow in prayer—he thought on one loved 
form. 

Cleared bis broad forehead, and made bare bis bosom for the storm. 

He raised bU band—that hand which led GauTs armioa many a day: 
It fcU—the fatal volley ^ipcd—the noble youth L« clay. 

They laid him in that low rude grvve; no b ar of kindred ni^h— 

No pomp of death—no flag to wave—no heart to bieathe a sigh. 

Think ye he sleeps forgotten now among the silent dead ? 

Though worms are feasting on hU brow*, and bloody is his bod, 

I tell you, No I.. .His memory spoke ou many a battle-plain, 

Till Europe from her slumber woke, and bur^t the despot’s chain* 

Where’er Napoleon's banner flcw\ a bloody shade it bore, 

Till, on the plains of Waterloo, it sunk, to rise no more. 

That shade yet rests upon his fame, though now his gnive is greon, 
And all men curse his hated name, who think on young D'Enghicn I 


XXVII.—THE FUGITIVE SlJ^VE.—B a!Nb. 

He stood, all bleeding, on the bank, al>ov6 the frothing river; 

He heard the wild waves roaring past) he saw their v>*hi to crests uuiv or ; 

He knew that far o'er that billowy war, hands were waiting to deliver. 

Dark was the might of the oc^an flood, and thunder-voiced the roar^ 

With which the broad St, Lawrence leaped by the g^cn Caoadtan 
shore; 

But close behind, the gusty wind the planter's curses bore. 

The fugitive raised his tearful goM, wild gKamiog to the sky : 

Heaven I he murmured, *'givc me strength to reach yon shore, 
or die: 

From whip, from chain, from slavery's stain, and bondm,'\n*s bread I fly. 

I am weak with hunger—spent with toil—for long hath bt'ca my flight; 

And cruel eyes have traced my sU'ps, unceasing, day and nijjht : 

Have for me ore, whilst thus I dare yon buttling wuUt'k might." 

They came with blood^stauicd lash and pun ; they stood above the 
flood. 

And shook on high the felon whip, thick with its clotted blood; 

But tlic dauntless slave, ’mid the foaming wave, laughed at their 
l^fflcd mood. 

He reached the bank—he Bpraoff to land 'twas Britbh iwil he trod 1 

Tho noil, where ne'er a bondman's print defile, the holy 6od ; 

But tho eye turn, op, like a wild flower’, cup, free, glad, and hgUt, to 
Oodt 

He looked to earth—he looked to heaYeo—he laughed in frenzied glee ; 

He felt the new-.prung Power within, b^tirring boo^ingly ; 

And he .hooted high, to earth and sky, ” Free I before Heaven—free ! 

An Arab steed, on a desert plain 5 a bark, on the bine sea-wave; 

An eagle. Mnnng, his tawny wing in the golden light to lave ; 

He was nobler than all,—ho had shivered the thrall, and spurned the 
name of a slave I 


XXVIIL—THE OHBBEBS’ ATTACK-—To DMAS MoORR 
Bht see ! he starts what heard he then? That dreadful shoot I— 
across the glco from the land^sido It comes, aod loud rings 
the chasm} as if the crowd of fearful things that haunt that dell« its 
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Ghouls, and DiTCS, and shapes of heU» had all in one dread howl broke 
oiit» so load, so terrible that shout I “They come—the Moslems 
come ! ''^-he cries ; his proud soul mounting to his eyes “ Now, 
Spirits of the BraTc ! who roam enfranchised through yon stany- 
dome, rejoice—for souls of kindred fire are on the winjt to join your 
choir ! *' He said—and, light as bridegrooms bound, with eager haste 
rcclinibed Ihc steep, and gained the shrine ?—his Chiefs stood round 
—their swords, a^ with instinctire leap, together, at that cry accure'd, 
had, from their sheaths, like sunbeams, burst And hark I —again— 
again it rings I near and more near, its echoings peal through the 
chrfcsm,—Oh I who that then had seen those listening warrior-men, 
with their swords grasped, Uieir eyes of fiame to^ed on their Ciiiof— 
could doubt the shame^ the indignant shame, with which they thrill, 
to hear those shouts, and yet stand still ? 

He read their tlioughta—they were his own “ What I while our 
arms can wield thc^e blades, shall we die tamely?—die alone? with¬ 
out one victim to our shades—one Moslem heart, where, buried deep, 
the sabre from its toil may sK^ep ? No !—Gedof Iran'sbnming skies t 
Chou scorn*st the inglorious sacrifice. No!—though of all earth’s 
hopes bereft, life, swords, and vcDgcancc, still are We'll make 

you vallcv’s reeking cares live in the awe-struck minds of men ; till 
tyrants shudder, when their slaves tell of the Ohebers' bloody glen. 
Pollow, brave hearts I—this pile remains, our refu^ still from life 
and chains ; but his the best, the holiest bed, who sinks entombod in 
Moslem dead 1“ 


XXIX.—DEATH OF DE BOUNE.—Sm Walter Scott. 

Ok I gay, yet fearful to bebold,—flashing with steel, and rongb with 
gold, and bristleH o’er with bills and spuais, with plumes and pennons 
waving fair,—was that bright biittle-froot ; for tnore rode England’s 
king and peers : and who, that saw that monarch ride, his kingdom 
battled by his side, could then his direful doom foretell ? Fair was 
his scat in knightly sellc ; and in his sprightlv eye was sot some spark 
of the Plantagenet. Though light and waDQcriog was his glance, it 
flashi^d, at sight of shieUl and iaoce. “ Know’st thon,” bo said, Do 
Argeotiue, yon knight who marshals thus their line ? ** The tokens 

on his helmet toll the Bruce, my liego ; I know him well.“ ^And 
shall the audacious traitor brave the presence where onr bancen 
wave ? ” “ So please iny Hcge,” said Argentine, ** were he but horsed 
on steed like mine, to give him fair and knightly chance, I would 
adventure forth my lance.” “ In battlodav,” the king replied, ‘‘nice 
tourney rules are set aside. Still must tne rebel dare onr wrath ? 
Sot on him—sweep him from our path I ” And, at King Edward^s 
signal, soon dashca from the ranks Sir Henry Donne. He spnrrod hU' 
steed, ho couched his Unce, and darted on the Bruce at once.—As 
motionlesa as rocks, that bide the wrath of the advancing tide, the 
Bruce stood fast.—Each breast beat high^ and dazzled was eacV 
paring eye.—The heart bad hardly time to shrink, the eye-lid scarat 
liad time to wink, whQe on the King, like flash of flame, spurred tc> 
full speed the war-horse came 1 The partridge may the falcon mock, 
if that slight palfrey stand the {^ock 1 But, swerving from the 
knight's career, just as they met, Bruce shunnea the spear. Onward 
the baffled warrior bore his course—but soon his course was o*er! 
Hi^h in his stirr^s stood the king, and gave his battle-axe the 
swing. Right on ve Bonne, the whuo he passed, fell that stern dint 
—the first—the lost 1—Such strength upon the blow was put, the 
b^mot crashed like hareUnut} the axe-saaft, with its braaen claspj 
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was Aiytzod to ths gauatlet gi^p. Springs from the blow the 
etart)*-‘<l horse—drops to the plain the hn^loAs corse ! Fir©t of th.it 
fatal fields how $ooa« hov? budaeo, fell the hvree l>e Boune i 


XXX-—THE MASSACRE OF GLENCOE.— Sib Walter Scott. 

On ! tell me, harper, wherefon^ flow thy wajrirard notes of wail and 
woe, far down the dc.«<rt of Glencoe, where none may list their 
znclody ? Say, harpist thou to the mists that fly, or to the dun doer 
glancine by, or to the eagle that from high creams chorns to thy 
minstrelsy ? ” 

Mo, not to th<M, for hare re«t ; the mist^wreath hath the 

Biounuin creel, the atag hii lair, the emc her nest, abode of loue 
security; but those for whom I pour the lay, not wild-wood deep, 
nor mountain gray, uot this deep dell that ^hroiuis from day, coufd 
^c^<scn from treacherous cruelty. Their flag was furlc*d, and mute lh« ir 
drum ; the very bousehohl dogs were dumb, UDWunt U> bay at guests 
that come in guise of hospitality, Hi.n blithest uote^ th>' piper plictl, 
her gayest snood the maiden tud, tlic dame her distaff flung aside to 
t<nd h'T kindly housewifery, The hand that mingled in the meal, 
nt midnight drew the felon steely and gave the host's kind breast to 
feci meed for his hospitality I The frieodly hwart which wanii«‘d 
that hand, at midnight ^rmod it with the brand; and bade dcstrnc* 
lion's flames expand their nxl and feurfui blaxonrv. Then w<nuan*s 
shriek was beard in vain ; nor infancy's unpitied pjato, more than the 
w«irrior's groan, could gain respite from ruthleos butchery* The 
winter-wind that whistled shrill, tlie snows that night that choked 
the rUl, though wild and pitiless, had still far more than baxon 
clemency i—Long hare my mirp's best notes been gone, few are its 
strings and faint their tone; tliey can but sound, in desert lone, their 
gray-haired masicr'.s misery. Were each gray liair a miostrel-string. 
«^ch chord should iiDprcc«itions fling, till startled Scotland loud bhouia 
ring—Revenge for mood and treachery ! ** 


XXXI.—THE LAS'r OF THE RED MEK.—W. C. Brvakt. 

The bud’s last ray was glowing fair, on crag, and tree, and flood; 

Aud fell in mellow softness where tne lomdy Indian stood. 

Beneath hU eye, in tiring gold, the broad Pacifle lay; 

Unrufflixl there, a skiff might bold its bright and fearless way* 

Far, far behind him, mountains blue in shadowy disUincc melt; 

And far beyond, the dark woods grew, where bis forefathers dwelt 1 
Mo breathing sound was in the air, as, leaning on his bow, 

A lone and weary pilgrim there, he murmur'd stern and low: 

^Far by Ohio’s mighty river, bright star, I’ve worshiped thoo ! 

My native stream—iU bcMOio nevor the Bed Man more may seo : 

The Pole-face rears his wigwam where our Indian hunters rovod ; 

His hatchet fells the forest fair, our Indian maidens loved : 

A thousand warriors bore in war the token of my sires: 

On all the were seen afar their blaring cooncU-fircs! 

The foeman heard thoir war**whoop shrill,and held his breath in fear; 
And in the wood, on the bill, their arrows pierced tho deer* 

Where ore they now ?—tho stranger’s tread is on their silent place 1 
Yon fading light on me is shed, the last of all my race ! 

^Vhero are they now?—in Summer's light, go, aeek the Winters 
snow I 

Forgotten Is our name and ought, and broken is our bow» 
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The White Man came; hi3 bayoneta gleam where Sachems held their 
sway ; 

And, like the shadow of a dream, our tribe has passed away ! 

Curs’d be their race! to faith untrue! false heart! deceitful tongue !— 
Hoar me, O evil Manitou—rerenge the lodian’s wrong 1 

I hear him in the hollow moan of the dark heaving sea ; 

And whispers murmur in the tone, of rengeance vet to be ! 

What if no stone shall mark the spot where lonely sleep the brave? 
Their mighty arm is unforgot, their glory has no grave I 

“ But to our foes we leave a shame !—dis^ace can never die ; 

Their BODS shall blush to hear a name still blackened with a lie ! 

So bo it ever to their race.—faLse friends, and bitter cares ! 

By fraud they have the Indian^s place ; the Indian's curse be theirs 


XXXII.—THE DEATH OF THE FLOWERS.—W. C. BnVAKT. 

Thr melancholy da)'^ are come, the saddest of the year. 

Of wailing wimls, and naked woods, and meadows broNvn and sere. 
Heaped in the hollows of the grove, the withered loaves lie dead : 
Thvy ra.silc to thu eddying gust, and to the rabbit's tread. ^ 

The robin and the wren are down, and from the shrub the jay, 

And from the wood-top calls the crow, through all the gloomy day. 

Where arc the flowers, the fair young flowers, that lately sprung and 
stood 

In brighter light and softer airs, a beauteous sisterhood? 

Alas I they all are in their graves : the gentle race of flowers 
Arc lying in their lowly beds, with the tair and good of ours.^ 

Tlie rain is falling where they lie; but the cold November rain 
Calls not, from out the gloomy earth, our lovely ones again. 

The wind*flowcr and the violet, tliey perished long ago, 

And the wild rose and the orchis diea amid the summer glow ; 

But on the hill the golden-rod, and the aster in the wood. 

And Uie yellow sun-flower by the brook, in autumn-beauty stood. 

Till fell the frost from the clear, cold heaven, os falls the pLigue on 
men, 

And the brightness of their smile was gone from upland, glade, and 
glen. 

And DOW, when comes the calm, mild day, as still such days will 
come, 

To call tlie squirrel and the bee from out their winter home, 

When the sound of dropping nuta is heard, though all the trees art 
still. 

And twinkle in the smoky light the waters of the rill, 

The south wind searches for the flowers whose fragance late he bore, 
And sighs—to And them in the wood and by the stream no more' 

And then I think of one who in her youthful beauty died— 

The fair, meek blossom that grew up and faded by my side; 
la the cold moist earth we laid her when tho forest cast the lea( 

And wo wept that one so lovdy should have a life so brief; 

Yet not unmeet it was that one, like that young friend of ours, 

So gentle and so beautiful, should perish with the flowers. 

XXXIIL—ARNOLD WINKELRIBD.— James Moktgomkrt. 

Is arms the Austrian phalanx stood, a living wall, a hntnan wood; 
lo^regnablc their front appeara, all horrent with projecting spears. 
—Opposed to these, a scanty band contended for their Fatherland: 
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PeaRants. whose new-found strength had broke from manlv neeba the 
icrnoble yoke ; 

MarsLaUed once more at Freedom’s call, they come to conquer or to 
f aLIb 

Aud now the work of life and death hung on the pasising of a breath • 
Tae hre of conflict burned within ; the battle trembled to begin • 

Yet. while the Austrians held their ground, pomt for assault was no- 
where fouod; 

Where’er the impatient Switzers the unbroken line of lanc's 

bl.'izod: 

Tliat line ’twtre suicide to meet, and peri»h at their tvranfs feet 
Few were the numbers they could boast; but< very freeman was a lio-.t, 
.\ud felt, as 'twi-rc as-cret know n, that one should turn the scale alone 
It did de|K;nd on one indeed; behold him—Arnold Winkelricd! 
Ttierc stands not on the roll of Fame a hero of a nobler name. 
Unmarked be stood among the throng, in rumination deep and long. 
Till you might see, with sudden grace, the very thought come o'er his 

And, by the uplifting of his brow, tell where the bolt would strike, 
and bow. 

But ’twas oo sooner thought thao done—the field in a momeni 
won I 

Make s\.\y for Lil^crt v !'' he cried ; then ran with arms extended wide. 
As if his dcar»*5t fri«*na to clasp ; t^ n »pcarn he 6w<'pt u itbiti his gra.sp. 
‘•Make Way far Liberty ! ” he cried ; th^-ir keen i>oinU crossed*" from 
side to Ride, 

Tiicn with them falling down, did he >)r:ircly m.akc way for Lib<*rty. 

On to the breach hie com radoR fly—‘‘Makew.ay for Liljorty ?’* the^yerr, 
And through the Austrian phalanx dart, as ru'shed the through 

ArnoldV heart; 

WTiile ifiRtanUineouii, oa hid fall before the foc^*, fear seized them all; 
An cartliquako could ii«t overthrow a city with a surer blow* 

—Thus, Switzerland again wui* free ; thin* Death made way for Liberty, 

XXXIV.—THK PAUPER'S DEATH BED.— 

Mkk. Cai:ulinl Soi'TJIKy. 

Tbkad softly—bow the head—in rcrerent silence bow* ;— no paasing 
boil doth toll, yet an immortal soul is passing uqw. Stranger I how - 
ever great, with lowly rerercnce \>ow : ihiTc’s one in that poor frlu-d— 
one bv that paltry bM—greater than thou. Benuath that bcggnrV 
roof, lo! Death doth keep his state! Enter—no crowds atteml: 
enter—no gxmrdi defend this palace gate. That pavement, damp and 
cold, no smiling courtioni tread ; one silent woman shinds. lifting, with 
meagre hands, a dying head* No mingling Toicca sound^KiD infant 
wail alone; a sob suppressed—again tliat sliort deep gasp, and thex 
Uie parting groan I On ! cluiQgc— oh, wondrous change 1 burnt are the 
pniK>D bars I This moment there, so low, so agonized and now. 
beyond the stars t Ob ! change—stupendous change I There lioi the 
soulless clod :—the sun eternal breaks—the new immortal wakes-^ 
Wakes with his Qod ! 


XXXV^THE PELON.—M. G. Lewis. 

Oo I mark his wan and hollow cheeks^ and mark his cy<vbalLV gUie, 
Md mark his teeth in anguish clinched—the anguish of despair I 
A <lsyi since, his penance o’er, yon culprit left a jail; 

Aud since three days, no food has passed tnoso lips so parched aud palo. 



256 


BSCITATIOFB TOR 


“ Where ahall I tnrn ? " the wretch exclaims ; “ where hide my shame* 

fal bead ? . . ,« 

How fly from ecom, or how contriTe to earn an honest bread ? 

This branded hand would jrladly toil; but when for work I pray, 
Who views this mark, ‘ A felon I ’ cries, and loathing turns away. 

*• My heart has greatly erred—but now would fain return to good ! 
My hand ha« deeply sinned—but yet has ne’er been stained with blood! 
For aims, or work, in vain 1 sue—the scomers both deny : 

I star>-e t I starve t—then what remains? this choice—to sin, or die ! 


Here, Virtue spurna me with dudain,—there. Pleasure spreads her 

cannrfk 





** There’s mercy, in each ray of light that mortal eyes e’er saw ; 

\ There’s mercy, in each breath of air that mortal Ups e’er draw ; 
There’s mercy, both for bird and bCsOst, in HeaTcn’s indulgent pla 
There’s mercy, in each creeping tiling—but man has none for man ^ 

‘•ye proudlv hoocst! when you heard my wounded conscience groan, 
Had generous hand, or feeling heart, one glimpse of mercy showu, 
That act had made, from burning eyes, sweet tears of virtue roll, 

Had fixed my heart, assured my faith—and heaven had gained a soul I ** 


XXXVI,—THE POLISH EXILES.—Hiss Paudob. 

Fonxn weot they from their fatherland, a fallen and fettered race, 

To find, upon a dfistant strand, their dark abiding place. 

Forth went they :—not as freemeu go, with firm and fearless eye ; 

But with the bowed mien of woe, as men go forth to dm. 

The aged in their silver hair, Uie young in manhood’s might, 

The mother with her infant care, tho cliild in wild affright; 

Forth went they all—a pallid band !—with many «an aujruished stai-t: 
The chains lay ’heavy on their hand, but heavier on their heart! 

No sounds disturbed the desert air but those of bitter woo ; 

Save when, at times, re-echoed there tho curses of the foe— 

When hjirk I another cry pealed out—a cry of idiot glee ; 

Answered, and heightened, by the shout of the fiorco soldiery I 

'Twas childhood’s voice J but, ah!—how wild, how demon^likc its 
swell !— 

The mother shrieked, to hear her child give forth that soul-fraught 
yell I 

And fathers wrung their fettered hands beneath thoir maddening woe, 
While shouted out their infant bands shrill chorus to the foe I 

And curses deep and low were said, whose murmurs reached to Heaven; 
Thick sighs were heaved—hot tears were shed, aud woman-hearts 
were riven; 

An, heedless of their present woes, the children onward tro^ 

And sang—and their young voices rose a TCDgeance«cr 7 to God; 

— ~ 


XXXVIL—THE MAHINER'S DREAM.—DiMOXb. 

In slumbers of midnight the Sailor-Boy lay ; 

HU hammock swung loose at the sport of the wind; 
But. watch-wom and weary, hxa cares flew away^ 

Ana visions of happiness danced o’er his mind. 
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He dreamed of his borne, of hU dear natiTO bower?, 

And pleasures that waited on life's inert y morn, 

While Memory stood sideways, half covered with dowers, 
And n.stor.-d evury rose, but concealed every thon:* 

Tsen Fancy he • magical piuions spr^^ ad \v>dc. 

And bade the young drcanicr in cc^tacy rise ;— 

Now far, far behind him the green waters glide, 

And the cot of bis forefathers blees^s his eyes. 

The je<^sainine cLtmhorK in flower o’er the thatch, 

And the r^wallow chirps swoet from her nest in the w.ill; 
All trembling with transport, ho rairen the latch— 

-Vud tlio voices of lovcrl onc/i reply to hU call I 

A father bcuds o*cr him with look.^ of delight : 

Tlift clic<*k Lf b(7dowed with a moUivr*? w*a in tear ; 

And the lips of the boy in a io/e*kis4 inaP.* 

With the lips of the frieiHL>, wiiom his l>o>om liolds dear, 

'Fhe heart of the slwper l>eatH high in his breast, 

Joy <|uickcoff his pulw, all hU harthhips Kuein oVr; 

Ami a murmur of hanniness sle;UK through his rn^t— 

O Fate I thou h^'it biassed lue—I ;u^k for uo more*/' 

Ah ! whence is that flame which now glares in hU eye? 
Ah I what is that sound which now bursts on his car / 

'Tis the lightiHDg^.** red gleam, r^iintiug w rath on the ^ky ! 
*Tls the crar.hing of thunders, tbe groan of the sphere ! 

Ho springs from his hammock—he flies to the deck— 
Amaa/*ment confronts him with images dire I 
Wild winds and rnad waves drive the vasscl a w'rcck- 
'Fhe masts fly io s|>Uu(en»—the shrouds are on tire ! 

Like mountains tbe billows tromoDdousIy swell— 

In vnin the lost \vTctch calU on Mercy to save : 

UnseeD hands of t^piriCa are ringing his knell, 

And the death-angel fl«ips his broad wings o'er the wave ! 

Ob, Sailor-Boy 1 &iilor-Boy ! never again 
Shall homo, love, or kindred, tliy wishes repay ; 

Unble^ed and nnhonoured, down dcci> in the uiaiu 
Fnll many a fathom, thy fr.ime shall oecay. 

No tomb shall o*cr pleail to Remembrance for thee ; 

But still tite vast water^i above Ujce shall roll, 

And the white foam of waves shall thy windiitg-shcet bc~ 
t)b, Sailor-Boy ! Sailor-Boy I peace to thy soul { 


XXXVIIL—ROB ROY'S QUAVB.—WiLUAXi WonnswonTif, 

A FAMoOtf man Is Robin Uood, the Englinh bsillad-singer's joy ! and 
Scotland has a thief as good, an outlaw of as daring mood ; she has 
her brave Bob Roy I Tneo dear tho weeds from off Ins grave, and 
let ns c^ot a passing stavo, in honour of tlmt hero brave I UcAven 
gave Bob Boy a dauntless heart, and wondrous length and strength 
of arm ; nor crav«^ he more to quell bis foes, or keep his friends from 
harm* Yet was Rob Roy as isue as bravo; as wise in thought, as 
bold in deed f for, in tbe principles of titinn, ke sought his moral 
creed* Said generous Hob,—^ What need ox books? burp all the 
statutes and their shelves they etlr us up against our kind; and 
wono—against vurselves* And puxeled, biindod thus, we lose dis* 
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tinctions that are plain and few; these find I graven on my heart-— 
th/i/ tolls mo what to do. The creatures see, of flood and hold, and 
those that travel on the %vind 1 with them no strife can last; thcr live 
in neacc« and peace of mind. For why ? because the good old rule 
sumcelb them, the simph* plan,—that they shotihl take who hsvc the 
power, and they should keep who can I All kinds, and creatures, 
htand and fall by strength of prowess, or of wit: *tis God's appoint¬ 
ment rnu.^t sway, and who is to submit. Since, then, the rule of 
right is plain, and longest life is but a day ; to have niy ends, main- 
t^iin my rights, TU lake the shortest way." And thus among these 
rocks he liv4.d, through summer's heat and winter's snow ; the eagle, 
be was lord abos'c, but bold Rub Roy was lord below. 


XXXIX.—THE SLAVE’S PETITION.—Mba Norton. 

It was au aged man, who fitoo<l beside the blue Atlantic eca ; 

Tliey cast hts fetters by the flood, and hailed the time-worn captive 
free ; 

Fioni his indiguaiit eye there flashed a glcaru hU better nature gave ; 

And while his tyrants shrauk abashed, thus spoke the spiht-strickcn 
Slave ; 

Bi Lug hack the chain, whose weight so long these tortured limbs 
have vainly borne; 

Tno word of freedom from your tongue, roy weary car rejects wiUi 
5corn ! 

Tis true, ih ‘re was—there a time, I sighed, I panted to be (roc, 

Aud, pining fur luy Miiiuy chnu*, bowed dow n my stubborn knee. 

Then I have .strctclio<l my yearning arms, and shook in w rath my 
galling chain 

Then, when the magic w*ord bad charms, I groaned for Liberty, in vain ! 

That freedom yc at length bestow, aud bid me bless n\y envied fate : 

Ye tell me 1 am free to go—where?—I am desolate I 

I **The boundless hope—the spring of joy, felt w hen the spirit's strength 
is young. 

Which slavery only can alloy,—tlic mockeries to which I clung,— 

The eyes, whose fond aud sunny ray made life's dull lamp less dimly 
burn, 

The tones I pined for day by day,—can yo bid them return? 

Bring back the chain I—its clanking eound hath now a power heyood 
your own; 

It brings youug visions smiliug round, too fondly loved—too early 
flown I 

It brings me days when these dim eyes gazed o'er the wild and swell¬ 
ing sea. 

Counting how many suns must rise, ore ono might hail me free I 

" Bring back the chain I that I may think 'tis that which weighs my 
spirit so; 

And, gazing on each galling link, dream—as I dreamt—of bitter >voe I 

My da vs are gone ;—of hope, of youth, these traces now alone remain— 

(Hoarded with sorrow's sacr^ truth)—tears, and my iron chain t 

Freedom t—^Though doomed in pain to live, the freedom of the soul 
is mine; 

But all of slavery yon could give, around my steps must ever tw'ine. 

Raise up the head which age hath bent, reuew the hopes that child- 
r hood gava 

Bid all return kind Heaven once lent;—till then—I am a slave I ^ 
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XL.—THE DEATH OF MTjnAT.— Atrinros*. 

Mt hour is come !— For^'et me not I— My blessing is with you ; 

With you my List, my foude^t thought; with vou niy heart's adieu. 
Farewell—farewell, my Caroline ! my children's doting uiuthcr ! 

1 made thee wife, fate mndj thcc quee'u ;—one hour.—ihou art far other. 
Farewell, my sweet Letitia, my love is with thee still : 

IjOuUc and Liicieii. adieu ; an<5 thou, my own Achille ! ” 

With quivering lin, but with no tear, or U-ar that gaze-re saw. 

These words, to all hU heart held d-..ir, thus Nv roU; the brave Alurjt. 

Then if tJielock:* wbichs<li^ric and larfre, o’er hi^ broad hhouldcrs bunp, 
That streamed >vrir-pennoDS io the ebar^re, y^'t like clung 

Ill ptace around forehead high, which* luoie than diad< 

Beacemt-d thecurl.^ that lovingly iiiphtcvd thvcold hard gnn ; 

He cut on» for hti \Mf«—for child —’iwas all he hr^d to will ; 

But, with the regal wealth and sUtc, lie lo^l its heartb.^i^ chill t 
Tlie icine^ of aheu jvowvr, w lial ^shing low may thaw V 
- llie agony of txich an hour oa — tiiy last—! 

'•CornHide—though b>€ !—:i f^oldier from tl.co a fiohinrV aid.— 

They’re not a uairiorV only tai^kK that De 4 .ni his blood and bUue _ 

'I’hat utK>n which J lul^-j^t gaze—that whicli I fondot <Usj), 

When aeath iJ|>on my eye*nails -and ^tittcu^ on my grai^p ! 

This* and thor^v lockA around it twined* ^ay* wilt thou sec them >ciit — 
I say where ?—Enough !—*tU kind !—To death* then !—I'm 
content J 

O I to have found death in the field, not af a c)iaiiic<l outlaw I 
Ko more f*^to deatiiiy i yield—with mightier than Murat !*’ 


They led him fortli—'twaa but a it ride btlwcvD his prison room 
And where, with jet a monarchV pri<lis b<* mol n feh»nV liwm* 
‘‘^•oldicr?* f—your mnzzlea t«> my hrea.^t will leave brief sptic** for paim 
ritrike to the heart 1 Hw ht>t behC'^t was uttered not in vaio. 

He tunK-d full Ui the levelled tub«-s that held the wi.nhttbfur toon* 

Ue gazed upuu the ]ove*eiaii[K*d ploflgc—then volleyed th<' platoon I 
And wheu th<*ir hold the liaudi^ gave up, UjC pitying gazers ^a^^, 

In tlie dear iiuuge ol li wife, thy heart's IksI trait, Murat ! 


XL!.—THE INDIAN HUNTEll,— H. W. Longkkllow.— r 

Wrks the eiimincr harvest wa^ gathered in, and the «bc:if of the 
gleaner grew' whiU: and thin, and the plou^h*i>barc waa in ita furrow 
left, where the stubble land bad bc<*Q lately cleft, an Indian hunter, 
with unstrung bow, looked down where the valley lay stniclied Ik^Iovv. 
He waj a stranger there, and all that day liad been out on the hilli^, a 

f erilous way ; nut the foot of the deer was far and fleet, and the wolf 
cpt aloof from the hunter's feet; and bitter feelings pasaed o'er him 
then, os he stood by the populous haunts of men* The w inds of aiituniu 
camu over the wo^s, as the sun stole out from their solitudes; tbo 
moss was white on the maple's trunk, and dead from its arms the palt* 
Tiiio shrunk ; and ripcne^l the mcllowr fruit hung, and red, w here tl.>i 
trees withcrc<l leaves around it shed. The foot of the ii*4iper moved 
slow DO the lawn, and the sickle cut dow n the yellow corn*—tlie mower 
sung loud by the meadow side, where the mUtaof evening w ore spread* 
ing w'ide,—and the voice of the herdsman catuo up the lea* and the 
dance went round by the green wood tree. Then the Hunter turned 
away from that scene, where the home of his fathers once had been ; 
and heard, by the distant and measured stroke, that the woodman 
hew'ed down the giant oak ; and burning thoughts flash’d over his 
mind, of the white maos faith nod tove unkind* The moon of the 
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harvest high and bright, as her golden horn pierced the cloud 

of white ;—a footstep was beard m tne rustling brake, where the 
l>eoch overshadowed the misty lake ; and a mourning voice^ and a 
plunge from shore—and tho Hnnter was sceu on the hills no more. 
W'hen Tears ha*l passed on* by that still lake-side, the fisher looked 
#lown ttiroagh the silver tide, and there, od the smooth yellow sand 
displayed, a sk* leton wasted and white w;ts Laid ; and ’twaa seen, as 
the waters movtd deep and slow, that the hand wae still grasping 
hunter a bow. 


XLII.—TUE VISION OF BELSHAZZAR.— Lord Byrox, 


( 


t 


\ 


the hall; a 
A tliousand 


Tnn king was on hw throne, the Satraps thronged 
thous.>ud bright lamps shone oVr that high festival, 
cups of gold, in Judah deemed divine—Jehovah's vessels,—hold the 
godless Heathen’s wine I In that same hour and hall, th j fingers of \ \ ^ 
a hand came fortli against the wall, and wrote as if on s-and : the 
fingers of a man ;—a solitary band along the letters ran, and traced 
tliem like a wand. The monarch saw, an<l ^hook, and bade no more 
rejoice ; all bloodless waxed his look, and tremulous his voice. Let 
the men of lore appe ar, the wisc'St of the earth ; nod expound the 
wonis of fear, which mar our royal mirth.” Chaldma’s score are goo<l, 
but bore they have no skill ; and the unknown letters stood untold 
and awful stilL Ami Bal>d's men of are wise and deep in lore ; 
hut now they were not sage, tiny r:iw— but koesv no more. A Captive 
in the land, a stranger and a youtii, he heard the king's command, he 
saw that writing's truth. The lamps around were brigliU the prophecy 
in view ; he read it on that night,—the morrow proved it true. 

Belsha/zar’^ grave is made—his kingdom parsed away—he, in the 
balance weighed, is light and worthless cLiy, The (shroud, his robe of 
^tatc—his cauopj', the stoue ; the Mode is at las gate—the Persian on 
his throuc I ” 


XLIII.—CHILDE HAROLD'S SONG.—Lord Byron. 

AniRD, adieu !—my native ebore fades o^cr the waters blue; the night 
winds sigh, the brcalccrs roar, and shrieks the wild sea-mew. Yon sun 
that sets upon the sea we follow in his flight : farewell awhile to him 
and thee : my native laud—good night! A few short hours, and ho 
will rise to give the morrow birth ; and I shall hail the main and skies 
—but not my mother, earth I Deserted is my own good hall, its 
hc^irth is desolate ; wild weeds ore gathering on the wall—my dog 
howls at the gate* 

“ Come hither, hither, my little page : why dost thou weep and wail ? 
Or dost thou dread tho billow’s ri^ge, or tremble at the gale? But 
dasli tho tear-drop from thine eye our shio is sw*ift and strong : our 
fleetest falcou scarce can fly more ilberrily along.” 

Let winds be shrill, let waves roll high, 1 fear not wave nor wind; 
yet marvel not, Sir Childc, that I am sorrowful iu mind : for I have 
from my father gone, a mother whom I love; and have no friend save 
these alone, but tliee—and One above. My father blessed me 
fervently, yet did not much complain; but sorely will my mother 
sigh, till I come back again.” 

Enough, enough, my little lad t such tears become thine eye : if I 
thy guileless bosom had, mine own would not bo dry I—Como hither, 
hither, my staunch yeoman, why dost thou look so pale ? Or dost 
thou ^ead a French fooman. or wiver at the gale ? ” 

Dcom'st thou 1 tremble for my life ? Sir Childe, I^m not so weak; 
bat tliinking on an absent wife will blanch a faithful cheek* My 
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6potL-e aBd boys dwoU ni-nr thy lial), aloop tl;c bordcrmc lake; and 
»hcii lhe3" on their father call, >^hat answer sl>aU she maSe?"* 

*• Coougb, enough, uiy ycoujan pooo, Uiy prief kt none gainsay ; but 
I, who am c»£ lighter uiood, >'ill laugh to flee away, t'or pleasures 
past I do not gri**Tc, nor i>crUs gathciiog near ; luy greatest grivf Ia 
—that 1 le:ive nothing that claims a tear. And now I'm in the 
world a'loncs u}»on the? wide, wide sea : but. wby should I for other' 
groan, when none will ^igh for xue? PerchaLCO my dog \>iU whine ic 
vain, till fed by stniiigcr-hands ; but, long cre 1 come Uick again, hu'd 
tear me where he Kkinds. With thee, my bark. I'll swiftly go athwart 
the foaming brine ; nor care what land thou b4.ar dt uic to. so uot 
ag:iLii to mine I Welcome, welcome,', ye dark blue waves t—and, when 
you fail my sight, welcome, ye dcst;rts .and ye caves f—iiy native 
land,—G<'>od-nigiit I** 


XLIV.—THE CAPTIVE KNIGHT.—Ma.^ Hj:man^. 

*TwAfi a triuij|K*t*s !K*aUnc sound ! 

And the Knight lookM down from the P iynim*.-. tosver; 
And a Chrisiim host, in it» pnd** and power, 

Thrf>ii:7}| the p.iss beneath him iNOiind. 

Cca^o awhile, clarion I clarion, wild aud shrill, 

Cease I—lot tiicrn hear the Captive’s voice 1^ still I 
I knew ’twas a truui{>et*s note t 
And 1 see my brethren's lann s gleam. 

And their i^iiDons wnivo by the iiiotintniD stream, 

Aud tneir plum«-s to the glad v^^od float I'*— 

CeaA<? awhile, clarion ! clarion, wild au<l siirill, 

I—let them hear the Captive’s voice :—be still t 

*• I am here wuth niy heavy chain 1 
And I look on a torrent sweeping by, 

And an eagle ru.vh;ng to the sky, 

And a hu>t to it8 Ixittlc jilain f 
Cca.^ avxiuhr, clarion 1 clariotj, wild and shriU, 

!—let iLem Le;ir the Cajitive's voice :—still 1 

*• Must 1 pine iu uiy feltcr^ here ? 

With tJ«ti wild ware’s foam, aud the free bird’s flight, 
And Uio tall spears glancing on my sight, 

Aud the trumpet iu mine ear ? 

Cc-aso awhile, clanoo I clarion, wild and shrill, 

I —let them hear the Captive’s voice :—be still I 

•* They are gone ! they have all passed by ! 

Tliey in whose wars I ha<i bome my ixiri, 

Tlier that I loved with a broUicris heart, 

*'rhey have left uie here to die I **. ♦ • 

Sound 4 agaiD, clarion I clarion, poor tuy blast ! 

Sound t for the Captivo^A dream of hope is passed. 


XLV.—THE GRAVE OF KORNER.-Miia Hema.xa 

Rngr, bard ! rest, sohller! By the father’s hand here Bkall the chil^ 
of after*yenrB Ijc led, with his wreath-offoring silently to stand m the 
bushed prcecnw of the glorioua dead, soldier and bard ! for thou wy 
path hast trod, with f rticdom and with God. The oak waved proudly 
o’er thy borlakritc, on thy crown’d bier to slumber warriors bore 
the*': aud, with tmo hearts, thy brethren of the fight wept as they 
vail’a ibeir drooping baonen o’er thee .“—and the deep guns, witn 
rolling peal, gave token that l^ro and sword wore broken. Thou 
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hast a hero’s lonib ; a lowlier Ixjd is hors, the gentle cirl beside thee 
lying—the gentle girl that bow’d her fair young head, when thon 
wert gone, in silent sorrow dying. Brother I true friend ! the tender 
and the brave ? she pined to share tliy grave. Fame was thy gift 
from others ; b\it for hrr to wh»>m the wide earth held that only spot, 
filie loved th‘*e ! Lovely'm yoxir lives ye were, and in your early deaths 
divided not I Thou hast thiiic oak. thy ti*ophy ; what hath she? 
Her own blest place, by theo. It was thy spirit, brother, which had 
ina<le the bright world glorious to her thoughtful eye, since first in 
childhood ’midst the vines ye play’d, and sent gl;ul singing through 
the fice blue .sky ! Ye were but two; and, when that spirit passed, 
woe to the one—the la^t 1... Woe, yet not long ! she linger’d but to 
trat'o thine image from the image in her brc;i.^t ; once, once again to 
sc»* that buried face but smile upon her cro she went to rest. Too sad 
a smile ! \ts living light was o’er, it answered hera no more.., .The 
eirth grM\v silent when thy voice dcparUtl ; the home too, lonely, 
%vhcii thy step had : what then was left for her, the f.ilthfiu- 
hearted? Death I death, to still the yearning for the dead. Softly 
«he pcri>hM—l>e the Flower deplored, here tvith the Lyre and SwonL •,, 
Have ye not met her now ? So let those trust that meet for momenta 
but to part for years ; that wi ep, watch, pray, to hold back dust fvom 
dust, that lore where love is hut a fount of tears 1 Brother I sweet 
sister ! peace aromid ye dwell I Lyre, Sword, and Flower, farewell 1 


XLVL—niE STREET OF BY-AND-BYE.— Mrs. Abdy, 

<*> 11 , shim the sjjot, my youthful friends, I urge you to beware 1 
Beguiling i.s the pleasant way, and j^oflly bivi^thc.s the air ; 

Yet none have ever ^j.isscd U) ►eencs ennobling, great and high. 

Who once lK*g;in to linger in the street of By-aiid-bj'o* 

How varied arc the images arising to my sight, 

Of tho'ic who wished to shuo the wrong, who loved and prized the 
right! 

Yet from the silken bonds of sloth they vainly strove to fly, 

Wliicli hold them gently prisoned in the street of By-and-bye* 

A youth aspired to climb the height of Leaming’H loftv hill ; 

What dimmed his bright mtelligcnce ?—what quelled liis earnest will ? 
Whj- did the object o? his quest still mock his wistful eye?— 

Too long, alas I he tarried m the street of By-and«byo. 

“ily projecU thrive,’* the merchant said;—‘‘when doubled is my 
store 

How freely shall my ready gold be showered among the poor !** 

Vast grew his Nvcalth, yet strove he not the moumeris tear to dry; 

Ho never journeyed onward from the street of Byand-bye ! 

T ^^7 erring brother, he has wept and suffered long I ” 

l said to one ; who answeroo—“He hatn done me grievous wrong : 
Yet wiB I seek my brother, and forgive him ere I clie/* 

Alas I Death shortly found him in the street of Bj’-and-bye I 

The wearied worldling mnses upon lost and wasted days, 
j^sclved to turn hbreafter from the error of his ways, 

^ lift his CTovolling thoughts from earth, and fix them on the sky; 
Why does ne linger fondly in the street of By-and-bye ? 

Then shun the spot, my youthful friends; work on while yet yon may; 
l^t not old age o’ertako you as you slothfnlly delay, 

Lest yon should raze around yon. and discover with a sigh, 

You have reached the house of “ Nevor “—by the street of “ By-and< 
byel^» ^ ^ 
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XLVII.—A glliP SINKING.—Pr.orE.^<;oR Wiij^n. 

—Hf.r ^nt form, o>r wrathful ^nr^, throni^h blackenin’^ sxoct ). 
inajcf^tictlly wouM ro *mid the deep flarkucss, wliite iis ahow ! 

Bnc pcntly now the ^tuall wavea glide, like ]dayfiil laiub^ oVr n 
mo on tain's ^ide. So fitnlely her bearing, po proial her r^rray, the 
main «he will traverpe for ever and aye. M.uiy pi^rt-s will cxolt a* 
the gleam of her mast *—Hu®h ! hu’^h f then v.iiu ilroamor!—?hi?^ hou. 
IS her lapt 1 

Five hundred Roula, in one in*«tant of drrad, ar*** hurried o'er llu 
d'ck ; and fast the niLsCrablc flap Ik comes a lifeless wreck ? Her 
keel hath struck on a hidden rock, her plsnks arc lorn nsnnder, .and 
down come her tunstd with a reeling *4htK'k. and a iiideous craali, hke 
thtiud^Tl Her sails are draggled in the bnno, that gl.iddon('d late the 
-kies ; aD<l her pennant, that ki^cd the fair UiOObfilnue, <Jo\vn many 
a faChotn lies* Uer iKaiiteous sides, whose ntiubow hues glcauicii 
•softly from l^.dow, autl Hung a warm and sunny dush o'er the wreaih.s 
of murmuring snow, to the coral rocks are hurryiDg down, to '•leep 
amul colotirs as bright as their own. 

Oh I many a iln aoi w.ls in the •-hip an hour before her death ; and 
pighL** of home, with sighs, dLsturbesl the plcener's long«<lrawn bn'atli. 
iD’-'tiad of the xnurmiii* of the teri, the sailor licnrd the humming*trw, 
alive through all its haves ;—the hum of the spit-adhig sycamore that 
grows before his cottage door, an<l the swallov'* h song in the etves 
Ms arms ciiclo-ed a blooming boy, who li«tono\h with Uars of sorrow 
and joy, to the d ingers hia fatln r had px«^e<l ; and bis wife—by turns 
she wept arid finileu. as she K/oked on the father of her child rcturncal 
to her n<*arl at last f—lie wakes, at the vcKhol's sudden roll—and the 
rush of waters is in las soul I A^toundc <1, the reeling d* ck ho p:ice^, 
mid hurrying forms and ghastly fac^s the whole ship's crew are 
th»TC I Wailings urotmd and overhead—bravo spirits stupitied or 
dead—and inadnc>^s and despair I 

Now is the ocean's bosom b.irc, unbroken as the floating air ; the 
ship U.itb nieltc<l quite away, like a Htrnggling dream at break of d.iy. 
No image mr^ets my watidciing eye, but the DCw-risen sun and the 
/iiinny sky: though the uip'ht-shades are gone, yet a vaponr dull, l>c* 
dims the wave so beautiful ; wdiilc a low and melancholy moan, 
mourns for the glory that hath flown I 


iliVlII.—THJE ROAD TO THE TRENCHES.—Lvbuington. 

Disadlt road to deadly toil—thickly strewn with dead I 
Noonday euo and midnight oil light the soldiers* trc;id« 

In the Trenches deep and cold. If 1 cinnot save 
England's glory, be it told—there I dug my gr.ivc I ” 

Faint tne hero’s voice and low—marching through the snow J 

“ I/^ve me, comrades ! here I drop : on. my captain, on ! 

All are wanU’d—none shonld stop ; du-; luust bo done : 

Those whose guard you take will find me, os ihev pass, below*’* 

So the Soldier spoke, and, staggering, fell amid the snow: 

While over, on the dreary Heights, down came the snow I 

Men, it moat be os he a>ks : duty must be done : 

Far too few for half our tasks, we can spare uot one I 
Wn^ him in this—1 need it less; soon the guard shall know : 
Mark the place—yon stunted lan^ Forward !**••• .On they go I 
And silent, on ibcir silent march, down s^ink the snow I 
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O cr lii« feature?, lies, ccilms tlic wrcocL of pam: 

Close faint eyes : p.is' cniel skies—frec-xitiff n^ottutain-pbm :— 

With far soft sounds the stillness teemB—cliurdi-bells—roicca low, 
Passiop into honic-bon dreams—tliere, amid the snow: 

And durkoniuj/, thicj ex>ing, o*er the Heights, down fell the snow ♦ 

T>ooking—looking for the mark, row his comrades came : 

Struggling through tlic sno\%'-drifLs stark, calling out his name t 
‘ Here? or there? The drifts ate deep. Uavc we pass’d him? 

Ko I 

I.ook, a little growing heap,—«now aboTC the snow— 

Whore heavy, ou his heavy sleep, down fell the snow t 

Strong hands raised him—voices strong spoke within his eai*?; 

Hut bis dreams had softer tongue neither now he hcfirs I 
One more gone, for Kiigland’s sake, where ao many go— 

Lying down without complaint—dyin:» in the snow ! 

btarviog, striviug for her nake—dying iu the snow 1 

Daily toil—untended pain—danger ever by :— 

Ah I how many here have Lain down, like you, to die ! 

Simply done yonr soldier’s part, through long months of woe ; 

All endnre<l with soldierdicart—battle, famine, snow I 
Noble, nameless, patriot heart — snow<»^ld in snow I 


XLIX.—THE GLOVE AND THE LIONS.—LniOH Hunt. 

Kiku Francis was a hearty king, and loved a royal sport; 

And one day, as his lions fought, sat looking on the Court: 

The nobles tilled the benches round, the ladies by their side. 

And ’morigst them sat the Count dc Lorge, with one for whom he 

sighed ; . , . v 

And truly 'twas a gallant thing to see that crowning shew— 

Valour and love, and a king al^ve, and the royal be;ist5 below, 

Itamped and roared the lions, with horrid langhlu^ jaws ; . , , . 

They bit, they glared, gave blows like beams—a wuid went with their 
paws: . 

With wallowing might and stifled roar, they rolled on one another, 
Till all the pit, with sand and mane, was in a thunderous smother ; 
The bloody foam above the bars came whizzing through the air; 

Said Francis then, “Faith I gentlemen, we’re •better here than there I 

Do Lorgo*s love o’erheard the king.—a beauteous lively dame, 

\V‘itb smiling Ups and sharp bright eyes, which always seemed the 
same. 

She thought, “ The Count my lover is brave as brave can be¬ 
lle surely would do wondrous things to show his love of me : 

King, ladies, lovers, nil look on ; the oocosion is divine I 

I’ll drop uiy glove, to prove his love: great glory >vill be mine ! ’ 

She dropped her glove to prove his love, then looked at liim sad 
smiled; 

He bowed, and in a moment leaped among the lions wild* 

The leap was qiuck, return was quick—^he has regained his place,— 
Then threw the glove—but not with love—right la the lady’s face I 
“ In truth,” ciiea Francis, riglitly done 1 ” and he rose from whero 
he sat* 

No love,” quoth he, but vanity, sots love a task like that t ” 
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L.—BETH GELERT.—\V. L. Spenckr. 

The spearman heard the bnglc sound, and cheerlr amiiod the mo'u. 
And ni.any a hracb, and many a hound, atU-nd LK-wellyn's horn : 

And Htill he hie" a louder bU«t. and p:ive a louder cheer ; 

-Come Gclert ! whv art thou the bat LlewcUvij’s horn to bear’r 
Oh. where does faithful Gclert roam? the /lower of .all las race ! 

So true, fco hr.vve ! a lamb at hoiut^—a lion in the eliaie ! ” 

Twas only at Llewellyn s board the faithful Gelert fed ; 
lie walchw, lie serveU. he chcenni lib lord, aud seiitinerd hb Usi. 

In hooth, he was a pecrU-ss houud. the gift of royal John ; 

But now no Gelert could be found, aud all the cliate rode on. 

And now, as over rock- and dells the gall.iTit cuidin"S rbe, 

' n Snowdon’s rr.iggv rlia<»s yells wiih many iniugled cries. 

Th.it d.iy Llewellvn little lovcl thech:»>c of hart or hare, 

And i-eaiit and nn il. tiic booty proved—for Gel. r: was not there. 
Unph.'is ‘d. Llew< llvn homeward hied : w h. n, iie.ir the jrorUil (mu., 
lib truaiit’tielert lie e.-piud, l>oundmg hii. loid to giect. 

Rut win u he gained the castle d.>or. agh.ist the chiefUiin etood ; 

The hound wits Mueaicd with gouus of gore his lipa and f&ng> ran 

Llowellyn ctircii with M ild flurpn^c, uniLsc-d ftuch looki* to meet ; 

HU favourite checked his joyful guise, and crouched, and heked hi:* 

feet. 

Onward in ha-ste Llewellyn p.is.sed—and on went Gclert too ; 

And still, where’er hb eyes were cast, frc:.h blood-goute shocked liw 

O’erturne-d bb infant’s l«d he found ! tlu- blood-sbined covert rent 5 
And all around the walb .lud giouod w.lli ixcciit Uocxi Ixa-prvnt! 

He ciiilcil his child—no voice rejihed ! he t>e.»rched with te, ror wiM ; 
Blood ! blcKKl ! he found ou every side, but nowhere found the child ! 

“ lJcU*houn<l ! by thee uiy child s (i.-vounsl ! the frantic btUer cried. 
And to the Inlt has vengeful (.word he plung.d in G^ert e Mde 1— 

Hb enppHaut as to carlh he f. d. no pity could imp-art ; 

But eiiLi hb G.-ie.'l’s dying yell j>as.sed heavy oer ills heart. 

Arous.^ by Gelorfs dying yell, some „lumherrr wakened nigh- 
What wonb the jiarcnt’s joy c;iii Ull, to lu-sir Jus iiifact erj I 
Goncciiled l>cneath a maiigUd heap his humod ‘‘ad 

All clowing from hb ro.'y sleep his cherub boy he kisscil t 
Nor «;ratc»f hiul he. nor harm, no. dread—But, the .sam- couch h-.-iie-itk. 
Lay a great w olf, all torn and dead—tremendous sldl in dc.ith I 

Ah 1 M hat was then Llewellyn’H pain 1 for now the t^th was clear ; 
The crallant hound the wolf had slum, to save Llewellyn « hen. 
Vain^vain wa*. ah Llewellyn’s woe : “ B;«t of thy kind, adieu f ^ 

Tlio frautic deed M'liich laid thee U^m', Ui>s heart hhall evar rtic I 
—And now agalbnt tomb they raise, with costly sculpture d^kel ; 
And marbles, Storied with hia prai.-c, poor Gclert s bones protect. 

Here never could the 6i>earmau pa^s, or forester, uuuioioa ; 

He" Sft the tear-besprii.kled grass Llewellyn s eorrow proved. 

Aud here he hung hb horn and spc.ir; and oft. as evening feL. 

In fancy’s piercing sounds would hear poor Gclert« dying yell i 

LI.—THE FLIGHT OF XERXES.—Miw JKWFDuar. 

I 8AW him on the battlc^vc, when like a king 

hosts In glittering h^-lm and greavc. aud proiidw ‘‘‘{Jij 

The wamor, and the warrior's deeds, the morrow, and the morrotT-s 
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meeds—no d.-vuniing thoughts CAtsc oVr hrji : he looked around him, 
and his 05-0 dedance flashed to earth and ^ky 1 He looked on ocean, — 
jts broatl brrast was covered with his fleet : on earth,—and saw from 
cast to west his bannered millions meet : while rock, and glen, and 
car»% and coa^tv shook with the war-cry of tljat host,—the thunder of 
their feet I He heard the imperial echoes ring—he beard, and felt 
him«elf a king ! 

I ?av. him next alone :—nor camp nor chief his steps atteiulcd r nor 
banners* nor coursers* tniinp, with war-criCsS proudly hlemled. 

He «ito<>d alone, whom fortune hieh »^o lately <eouied to deify ; ho who 
>viih Heaven contend.d, fletl, lik* a luetlive and slave; ^hin<l, the 

foo I- hefon*, th‘* wave 1 He stood—iloot, army, treasure, gone, — 

alone, and in despair ; while wave ami wind swept ruthles.s on, for 
th<*y were monarch^ then;; and Xerxes, in a single bark, where lato 
his tliousan<l ship.s were dark, must all their fury dare:—what a re* 
veugc !—a trophy thb«, for Ihce, imnioiUtl ^Salamis ! 


LII.—KILLED AT THE FORD.—If, W, LONOFRtnow, 

Hk is dead !—the beautiful yorth, the heart of honour, the tongue of 
*ruth,—he, lh«‘ life a ml light of us all, whoso voice was blithe as a 
bugle c;ill: whom all eyes followed with one consent; the cheer of 
whose laugh, and whose plcaa^int >Yord, hushed all luunnursof discon- 
t<’rjt. Only List night, as we ro<le along, down the dark of the moun¬ 
tain-gap, to visit the ]>ickct-at the ford,—little dreaming of any 
mishap,—ho wo-s humming the Ns'onls of some old song : “Two red 
ro.ses he had on his cap, ami another he bore at the point of his sword.“ 
Sudden ami swift a whistling ball came out of the wooil, . . . . and tho 
voice >vas still I Somethinjc f hoard in the darkness fall, and, fora 
luomout^ my blood grew chill ; I spake in a whisjH'r, as ho who speaks 
in a room where some one is lying dead ; but he made no answer to 
what T said I Wo lifted him up on his saddle again, and, through the 
luiro, and the mi^t, and the rain, cariiinl hitn back to tho silent camp, 
anti laid him, as if a.'^bv p, on his bed and 1 saw, by the light of tho 
surgeon’s lamp, two white roses upon his chocks, and one just over 
hift heart, bloo<l-rc<l f And I saw in a vision how, far and fleet, that 
fatal bullet went speeding fortli, till it reached a town in the distant 
North,—till it reached a house in a suuny street,—till it reached a heart, 
that ceased to beat—without a murmur, without a cry t —And a bell 
was tolled in that far-off town, for one who bod passed from Cross 
to Crown !—and the neighbours wondered that $he should die I 


LIII.—RULE, BRITANNIA.—Jamgs Thomson. 

When Britain first, at Heaven’s command, arose from out tlioature 
nmin, this wuis the charter of the laud, and guardian angols sang the 
strain Rule, Britannia ! Britannia, rule tho waves !—Britons never 
will be filavo'i 1 The nations, not so bless'd as thee, must in their turn 
to tyrants fall; whilst tliou siialt flourish great and free—the dread and 
envy of them all. Still more majestic sbalt thou rise, more dreadful 
from each foreign stroke ; as the loud blast that tears the skies, serves 
hut to root thy native oak. Thee haughty tyrants ne'er shall tamo : 
all their attempts to bend thee down will but arouse thy generous Same, 
and work their woe and thy renown* To thee belongs the rural reipx ; 
thy cities shall with commerce sliine ; all thine shall bo the sub cot 
main* and every shore it circles thine. The Muses, still with Freedom 
foono, shall to thy happy coast repair; blest Isle I with matchless 
beauty crowned, and manly hearts to gtiard the fair. **Rule. 
Britannia I Britannia, rule the waves!—Britons never will be slaves I’* 
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LIY.—THE UPLIIT'ING OF THE BANNEIi.—B aine:. 

WnAT cry ha.^ roused the ea'jJe, and «carcd tlie erouchiujr uner. 

And brightened t):e 6cMa of harv.st with the falchion and tlic’spLar ? 

shout hn^ called the clansfn.in from the fomy and the game. 
And cre'^ted the wild Northern bills with a tboiisand towers of da'me ? 
Ha ? well may England*:* vassals start, and grasp the shield Mid sti'vl— 
Tts the shout that welcomes to the war thv Ked hand of O'Neill ! 

We have talkai of peace, and watched, in vain, till our bomt'© are 
dull .in<l cold. 

We have waiU»d till our fields arc bare, and tcnaiitless the fold ; 

We have hoyv.**! till strength fors^ikes the arm, and :hc soul forgets its 
faith, 

And our svvor<h have pierced our bicthren^s hearts, or ru tvd in the 
nlieath ; 

But away with fends and pcrrile feare at tliat mighty wur-cryV pt.il ! 
HUc, while yc yet have strength, and - trike foi freedom with b'Neill I 

Better to die with blade in hau<l, uud the pihrorh in our oar<, 

Than rot without one gallant blow, ta 'veuge the wrongs of years; 

Ik tier a short and gallaut life, ritan years of servile vvoc : 

Jlettcr a stroke for the old dear land, tuau slav«^ry*s durance slow * 
Better to hear your tyiauU' shriek, luau Liic gioans of the bnive^aud 
leal- 

up ! tlicre is right yi t for the wronged, with the Jled-hancl of O'NeiU I 

No blenching now, no quailing now,—our banner floats abore : 

And our hand< are strong, and our hearU are true, in our hleediug 
country's Jove ; 

*Tis Uic holy soil of onr sirva we guard, and, by Heaven, we’ll guard 
it well, 

Each bill shall lie a rallying post, and a pa^s of blood each dell 
lla I honest and bright, aud true to the Juind, is the frccdom*c.u'ving 
Htcel, 

And there'e knightly death, or manly life, in battle w ith O'NeDL 


LV.—CUIliiE OF KEUAMA.— Roukut Soctukv. 

1 ciiahu thy life from the weapons of strife, from stone and from 
woc^, from tire and from flood, from the serpent’s tooth, ;uid the 
beasts of blood ; from sickn<.*ss I charm tliee, and time shall not barm 
thee, but cartli, whicli is mine, its fruits shall deny thee ; and water 
shall hear me, and kuow thee, and fly thee ; and the winds shall not 
touch thee when they pass by thee ; and the dewa shall not wat thw 
when they fall nigh thve : and thou shalt evek death to release thee, 
in vain ; thou Bbalt live in thy pain I while Kohama shall reign with 
a fire io thine heart, and a fire in thy brain : and sleep shall oUy me. 
and visit thee—never I and the curdc shall be on thee fur ever anu 
ever I 


LVI.—THE PAUPER’S DRIVE.— Thomas Noeu 

Tubbr’s a grim one-horse hearse tn a iolly round trot 
To the cborchyard a Pauper is going, I wot; 

The road it is rough, and the hearse has no springs; 
And hark to the (urge which the sad driver sings: 

Rattle hie bones over the itonee t 
IIe*s only a pauper^ %ehom nobody oicns / 
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Oh, where arc the rooivTior^ ? Alr-s ! there are Dor.e— 
He has left not ;v fjap in the world, now he's gone— 

Not a tear in the eye of child, woman, or man ; 

To th'* Lfrave with tiis carcit>s as fast as yon can ! 

What a jolting anti creaking, and splashing and din t 
The v/lhp how it cracks, and the wheels how they spin! 
How tlie dirt, right and loft, o'er the hedges Ls hurled I 
Tlic pau|>er at le.itrth makes a noi'^c in the world ! 

Poor pauper defunct ! he has made some approach 
To gentility, now that he's stretche<l in a coach t 
HeV taking a drive in his “ carriage ” at last, 

Hut it will not be long, if he goes on so fast! 

You hniijpkins I who slurc at yonr brother conveyed— 
Pc hold what respect to a clo<ldy is paid ! 

And ho joyful to think, when hy death yonVc laid loir, 
You've a chaoco to the grave “ like a gem'man*’ to go! 
But a truce to this strain ; for my soul it is> sad, 

To think that a heart, iu humanity clad, 

Should laakc, like the brutes, such a desolate end 
And depart from the light, without having a Fnend! 

Then brar rnfilf/ hh boncf over fhf stones ! 

Though a J^auper^ he's one irAom A is ifaker yd oims. 


LVII.—CCBUB DE LION AT THE BIEU OF HIS FATHER.— 

us. Hemaks. 

ToncilKS Were Mazing clear, hymns |>eaUng deep and slow, 

Where a King lay stalely on bis bier, in the church of Fontevraud. 

Banners of battle o’er him hung, and warriors slept bouoath; 

And light, as the noon’s broad light, >vas flung on the settl^ face of 
Death. 

On the settled face of Doath a strong and ruddy glare, 

Though dimmed at times by the censers' breath, yet tt fell stiU 
brightest there,— 

As if each deeply •furrowed trace of earthly years to show : 

Alas t that eceptred mortal's race bad surely closed in woe I 

The marble floor was swept by many a long dark stole, 

As the kneeling priests, round him that slept, sang mass for the 
parted soul : 

And solemn were the strains they poured in the stillness of the pjsht, 

With the cross above, and tha crown, and sword,—and the silent King 
in sight.— 

There was board a hc>avv cUng, as of steel-girt men the tread ; 

And the tombs and the hollow p«avemeut rang, with a sounding thnll 
of dread. 

And the holy chant was bushed awhile, as, by the torches* flame, 

A gleam of arms, up the sweeping aisle, with a mail-clad Loader came. 

He came with haughty look, a dark glance high and clear; 

But hLs proud heart ’ncath his breastpLate shook, when he stood be¬ 
side the bier. 

He stood there still, with drooping brow, and clasped hands o’er it 
raised ; 

For his Father lay before him low—it was Ccenr de Lion gazed. 

And silently he strove with the workings of his breast; 

But there’s more in late repentant love, than steel may keep sup¬ 
pressed : 
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And hw tears brake forth at lx5t like rain—toon held the.r breath in 
awe, 

For hU face was seen by \i\a warrior-train, and he recked not that *’.cy 
8aw. 

He looked upon the dead ! and ^rrow ecctncd to lie, 

A weight of fiorrow, even lead, p.ilo on th-j fas^t-JsLut 03’c. 

He ^tot»{Kd aud ku^sod the frozen cheek, and the hand of liiekts ciay, 
Till burbling words—yet all too weak—gave hU bOuT;? pasciuu v.ay. 

“ Oh, Father ! is it vain. thU late remor£e and deep ? 

Sp**uk to me, Father I once aRain !—I weep—bcl^old, I weep! 

Alas ! my (Tuiiiy p« idr and ire I Were but this work undone, 

1 would give England's crown, my sire ! to hear thee bl -ss thy son ! 

“ Jjptak to me !—Mighty trrief ere now the du^^t hath bth*rcd ? 

Hear me ! hut hear me t—Father, Cliiof, my King! I M^^T be heard !— 
Hushed, hushed ?—how i> r. that 1 c.dJ, and that thou an«w<>rc>t not/ 
When was it thus ?—Woe, woe, for all the love my soul forgot ! 

*• Thy silver hairs I see. so stilh fcidl^' bright! 

A lid, Father J Father I but fur me, they had not been <0 white ! 

1 bore ihco down, high h* art, nt \ii»t I ho longer couldst thou str.ve— 
Oh I for one moment of ibe p-ist, to kneel, and say, • FVrgivc !’ 

“ Thou tliat my boyhood’s guide didst take fond joy to be ?- 

The times I’ve Kporle<l at thy side, and climbed thy parent ^nce ? 

And now, before the Idesscd shrine, niy Sire, I ser* ihcv li..- 

How will that bad still face of thine, look on me till 1 die !" 


LVUI.—THE BURIAL OF WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR— 

llflA. HcMA>H* 

L<>W|.T upon his bier the royal Conqueror Lay ; 

Baron and chi^d stoexi near,—silent, in war array. 

I)o>vn the lung miuntcr’s aisle, crowds iiititcly Riuing sircanud; 

Altar and tomb the while through mists of incense gltamed. 

And. hy the torclntJ* blare, the sUitely Priest harl Kiid 
High words of power and praUc, to the glory of the dead. 

_'flu'y lowered him, with the sound of rc<pncms, to ivpoic j 

When, from the throngs around, a Kolcmn voice arose : 

** Forbear 1 forbear I ” it cried, ** in the holiest name, forbear ! 

He hath conquer^ regions wide, hut he shall not slumber (Urt! 

By the violated hearth, which made way for yon proud sJirinc; 

By the harvesU! which this earth hath borne for mo and mine ; 

By the house e’en hero o’erthrown, on my brethren s native spot 
tfenoo with hui dark renown, ciiml>cr our birthpLvco not ! 

Will my sire’s unransomed Held, o’er wnich your cunsem wave, 

To the buried djwiicr yield soft slumbenJ ui Uio grave ? 

The tree before him fell whicli we cherished m.iuy a year, 

But iw deep root yet shall swell, and heave gainst his bier. 

The land that I liavo tilled hath yet its brooding breast, 

With my homo’s white ashes nUed,—and it shall not givr him rc^t! 
Each piUaria massy bed hath Iwen wet by weeping eyes : 

Away I bestow your dead where no wrong agaiupt him cne?. 

Shamo glowed on each dark faco of those proud and stccl-gift men, 
And they bought with gold a place for their leadoFs dost e’en then— 
A little eaKb zor him whose banner flew so far 
And a peasant’s tale coold dim the namo—a nation’s star I 
One decD Toico thus arose from a heart which wrongs bad riven— 

Oh t wAo shall number those that were but beard in heaven 7 
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LIX.—THE BATTLE OF MOBGARTEN.—Mrs. Hrmaks, 

Thk wiDC-month phono 5 n its golden prime, and the red grapee clus- 
teriup hung; hnt a deeper .sound, through the S»vitzer'ft clime, than 
the vintage music rung;—a sound through vaulted cave,—a sound, 
tlirough echoing glen, like the hollow swell of a rushing w.ave,—’twas 
the tread of ptcol-girt men I And a trumpet, pealing wild and far. 
'mid the ancient rocks was blown, till the Alps replied to that voice 
of war with a thousand of their own. And, through the forest glooms, 
flashed hclmet.s to the day; and the winds were tossing knightly 
plumes, like pine Ijoughs in their play. In Hash's wilds there was 
gleaming steel, as the host of the Austri.an parsed ; and the Sohreck- 
horn’a rocks, with a savage peal, made mirth at the clariou’s blast, 
l.fp’midst the Righi snows, the stormy march wius heard; with the 
cnarger's tramp, whence firc-sparks rose, and the leader's gathering 
M OI d. 

But a band.—the noblest band of all,—through the rude Morgarten 
strait, with blazoned streamers and lances tall, moved onw.ards in 
nrinccly state. They came with heavy chains for the race despised so 
long—but, .amidst his Alp domains, the herdsman’s arm is strong! 
Th- sun was reddening the clouds of morn, when they entered the 
rock dcfll'-. .and shrill, as a ioyous hunter's horn, thoir bugl'« rung the 
uiiile:—but, on the lui.'ty height, where the inountain i>eoplc stood, 
there was stillnc«>. as of night, when storms at disUnce brood. There 
w.Ks stillness, as of deep dead night, and a pause—but not of fear 
while the Switzers gazed on the gathering miglit of the hostile shicUl 
.and spear. On wound these column-* bright, Iwtwccn the lake and 
woiKi ; but they looked not to the misty height, where the mountain 
p< ople stood. The pa.a.s was fillo*! with their serried power, .all helmed 
and mail-arrayed ; and their steps had sounds like a thunder-shower 
ill the rustling forest shade. There were prince and crested knight 
hniiimcd in by cliff and flood, . . . when a shout arose from the 
misty height, where the mountain people stood I And the mighty 
rocks came bounding down, their startled foes among, with a joyous 
M'liirl from the summit thrown—oh ! the licrdatnan's arm is strong I 
Like hunters of the deer, they stormed the narrow dell; and first in 
the shock, with Uri’s spear, was the arm of William Tell I Oh I the 
sun irv heaven fierce havoc viewed, when the Austrian turned to fly ; 
and the brave, in the tr.ampling multitude, had a fearful death to dm ! 
And the leader of the war at eve unhclmed was seen, with a hurrying 
step on the wilds afar, and a pale and troubled mien. But the sons 
of the Land which the freeman tills, went back from the battle toil, to 
thcir csxbiD hoQicSi *Qiid the deep hUlSf all burihened with royal 

spoil. T^cro were soogs and fcdtal hres, oq the soariDg Alps that 
night, when children sprang to meet their sires from Uio ivild Mor« 
garten ught I 


LX.—THE ADOPTED CHILDe— Man. Hemaks. \ 

LadTv—W hy wouldst thou leave me, oh, gentle chUd? Thy homo 
on the mountains U blenk nnd wild,—a stniw^^roofed cnbin witn lowly 
wall; mine is a fair and pillared hall, where many an image of marble 
gleams, and the sunshine of pleasure for ever streams. 

Boy.—O h, green is the turf where my brokers play, through the 
long bright hours of the summer day ; and they find the red cup-moss 
>vhe;*e they climb; they chose the bw o'er the scented thyme t and 
the rocks where the uoath-flower blooms they know Lady, kind 
oh, let me go ! 

LADT.—Content thee, boy, in my bower to dwell I here arc sweet 
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ftoimdj which thoa lorc^t well; flutC4 ou the air in the stillj ooon, 
harps which the wandering breezes tune; and the silverv wood-noto 
of manj a bird, whose voice ua.'i ce*cr in thv mountains htMrd. 

Bor.—My mother sings, at the twilight & fall, a song of the Mil.-, 
far more 6wect th.m all: the sings it iin<l«T her own prrcn trvt.\ lo 
the babe ha If-si umbering ou her knee. 1 dreamt last night of that 
innsic low :—Jau\} , kind lady, oh, let mo go I 

Laov.—T hy mother hath gooe from her cares to rest ; she hntij 
taken the bain: on her quiet brua:.t. Thou wooldst meet her footstep, 
hor, ao more, nor he.ir her soug at the cabin-door : come with in' 
tg the vincyariU nigh, and we'll pluck the graj^cs of the richest dye. 

Bor.—Is tuy luollier gooc fiom her home away?—But 1 know that 
my brothers ure tiiorc at play ; I know lliey are gathering the fox¬ 
glove bel^ or the long fern Icare^ by the sparkling well ; or they 
launch their boats where the blue streams flow Lady, sweet ladv, 
oh. let me col * ' 

Ladv.— Fair child ! thy brothers %ar<* wanderert^ now ; they snort 
no more ou the monntniirs brow ; they have Irft tiic fern *bv*tbr 
sr>riug> green side, and ttic stream wh *rc the fairy harks werc trici. 
Be thou at peace in thy brighter lot, for thy cabindiome a loueiv 

Boy.—A re they gone—all gone—from the mutiny hill? But Uu 
biid aim the blue-flj- rove o*er it still, and the redmeer bound in 
their gladncs') free* and the heath is lienl by the singing bee ; the 
w aid's leap, and the fresh winds blow ;—Lady, sweet bdy, oh, let 
me go I 


LXL—GOUGAUKE BARRA.— J. J. Callanan. 

TiiKUC is a green island in lono Gougaune Baira, 

Where Allua of Aungn rushes forth u.> an anow, 

In deep-valleye^l DcMOiond a thou^and wild fountains 
Come down to that lake, from tlieir home in the mountains ; 
And brightly the firc-crcAtcd billows are gleaming. 

And wildly from Mullagh llic eaglci are screaming 
Oil I where is the dwelljiig, in valley or high) md, 

8 o meet for a bard as this lone little island ? 

High sons of the lyre, oh \ how proud was the feeling, 

To think, while alone through that solitude stealing, 

Though loftier minstrels green Kriii cau uuuiber. 

1 only awoke your wild li;iri> from its slum her, 

And mingled once more with the voice of those fountains 
The songs even Echo forgot on her tuouutaius ; 

And gleaned each grey legend, timt <larkly was sleeping 
Where the mist and the vain o'er their beauty were creeping. 

Least bard of the hills I wore it mine to inherit 
The fire of tliy harp, and the wing of thy spirit, 

With the WTougs w mcli like thee to our country haa bound me, 
Bid your mantle of song fling its radiance round me, 

Htill, still in those wilds migot young Liberty rally. 

And Bend her strong shout or ;r mountain and valley; 

The Star of the West might yet rise in its glory, 

And the land that w as dukest, be brightest in story. 

1 too shall be gone ;—but my name shall be spoken 
^Vfaeo Erin awakes, and her fetters are broken ; 

Some Minstrel will come, in the summer erg's gleatniog 
Viliea Freedom's young Light on his spirit is beati^gt 
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And bond o’er my frr^vo with a tenr of emotion. 

Where csilin iVvon-Buej ^;eok^^ the kisses of ocean: 

Or plant a wild wrcith, from tlic l>ank< of that river. 
O'er the heart, aud the harp, that are sleepini^ for ever. 


X.XTI.—TTTB BURIAL OF MOS^S.—Mns. C. F. ALEXtNDkR, 

Bv lonelv moimtain, on this side Jordan’s wave, 

In a vale, in the*^laud of Moib, tlu rc Iu-h a lonely jtrave ; 

And no man knows tint s,*pulchrc, and no man it e'er ; 

For, tlic ans^cls of Go<i upturned the sod, and laid tiie dead man there. 

That was the grandest funeral that ever passed on earth ; 

V.'it no man heard the trampling, or saw the tmin go forth— 
Noi<5elrs<ily. as the daylight roincs back when night is done. 

An<l the crim.son streak on oCL-au's cheek grows into the great bun. 

Noivdc^sly, as the .spring-tiiu' her crown of verdure weaves, 

And all the trees on all the hills open their thoiir^and leaves ; 

So, withoTit sound of music, or voice of them that wept, 

Silently down from the inounUiiu's crown, the great procession swept. 

fVrehanne the bald old eagle, on grey Bet):• Poor's height, 

Out of his lonely eyri *. IfK^ktcl on the wondrous sight; 

Perchance the lion stalking •>1111 shuns tlmt hallowed spot, 

For, bc,kst and biul havu seen and heard that which man kuoweth not! 

But when the Warrior di»dh. h\^ comrades in the war, 

With anus reversed ami raulHe<l druin, follow his funeral car; 

Tlicy show the? banners taken, they tell Ins battles won, 

And after him Ic.ul his luaKtcrlcss steed, while pcala the xninuto-gun. 

Amid the iiotdc'^t of the land >vc lay the Sage to rest, 

Ami give the Bard an honoured place, with costly marble drtst,— 

In the great Minster’s transept, where lights like glories fall, 

Aud the organ rings, and the ^vveet choir sings, along the emblazoned 
wall, 

'Diis was the truest warrior that ever buckled sword ; 

This the mo^t gifted poet that ever breathed a word ; 

And never cartlds philosopher tractnl with his golden pen, 

On the deathless page, truths half so sage as he wrote down for men* 

And had he not high honour,—tlic hilhside for a pall ? 

To lie in state, while Angels wait, with stars for tapers tall? 

And the dark rock-pines, like tossing plumes, over bis bier to wave? 
And God’s own hand, in that lonely land, to lay him in the grave ? 

In that strange grave without a name,—whence his uncoffined clay 
Shall break again, O wondrous thought I before the Judgment day, 
And stand, with glory wrapt around, on the hills ho never trod, 

And speak of the strife that won our life with the Incarnate Son of 
God. 

O lonely grave in Moab's land I O dark Betk-Pcor's hill 1 
Hpoak to these curiouf^ hearts of ours, nnd teach them to bo still I 
iiod hath His mysteries of grace, ways that wo cannot tell; 

He hides them deep, like the hidden sleep of him He loved so well! 

T^LXm.—MAN WAS MADE TO MOTTRN.—Robbbt Bdrss. 

Whi^ chill November’s surly blast made fields and forests bare. 

One evening, as 1 wandered forth along the banks of A^> 

1 spied a man whose aged step seometl weary, worn with care j 
Hift face was furrowed o’er with years^ and noary was his hair« 
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** Youcfr atrangcr, whither wandciwt thou ? bcffao the reverend sape ; 
‘‘ Dot'?^ thirst of wealth thy constrain, or youlWul pleosore's rage? 
Or, haply, pre?»»cd with cares and wo.'s, too soon thon hast began 
To wander forth witli me to monm tho mberi*^ of Man ! 

••Tlie suD that overhangs yon moors out*spreading far and w'idc, 
Where hundreds labour to sopport a liaoghty Loniling's pride— 

I*V6 seim yon weary wmter'd sun twice forty times return ; 

And every time has add'>l proofs that' Man was mode to monm/ 

O man I while in thy esaly years, how prodigal of time I 
Misspeodiog all tby precious hour^ thy glorious youUiful prime I 
Alternate follies take the sway; licentious passions bum ; 

Which tenfold forc-^ give Nature's law, that ‘ Man wxs made to monm I* 

f^Sce yonder poor o’cr-laboured wight, so abject, mean, and vile, 

jWbo begs a brother of the <*arth to give him . . . leave to toil-^ 

And Roo his lonily z^liow-vvorm the poor petitiou bpuru ! 

Vamiudiul though a weeping wife and helpless oilspring mourn. 

If Vm designcrl yon IiOrdling*s Slavic—by Nature’s law designc<l— * 
Why was an independent wish o’er pUnt^ in my mind ? 

If not, why am I Hubjcct to his cruelty or scorn ? 

Or why has ALrn the will and power to make his fellow mourn ? 

“ Y*.'t let not this too mm^h, my Son, disturb thy youthful breast 
This partial view of hutnaii-kind is surely not the lost! 

The poor, oppro^^l, honest man, had never, snre, been born, 

Had there not been some recota{>on5e, to comfort those that mourn. 

*• O Death ! tho poor tnan'^ dcareirt friend, the kindest and the best S 
Welcome the hour my aged limbs arc laid with tliee at rest 1 
The great, the wealthy, f<sir thy Wow, from pomp and plcacnre tom I 
Uut, oh I a biefsM rcliof to those tluit, wcary-Uden, mourn ! ” 


LXIV.—FAREWELL TO CALEDONIA.—RonenT 

Tub gloomy night ts gatlicring fast; loud roar< the vrild incont^hint 
bliAt; yon murky cloud in foul with rain, 1 see it driving oVr iho 
plain : the himlcr now has left tho moor, the scAtlcrtd coveyu DKCt 
Mccure,—while hero I wander, prwed with care, along the lone ly 
banks of Ayr 1 llio Airtumn inonms her ripening com by early 
wiDb'ris ravage torn : across her placid, azure sky, the sees the 
scowling tempest fly ; cliill runs my blood to hear it rave; 1 think 
upon the stormy wave,—wbero ouruy a danger I must dare, far from 
tho bonuic banks of Ayr J Tis not the surging billow’s ro.ir, ’tis not 
tliat fatal, deadly shore ; though Dc-ath iii every eliapo ajipi^r, the 
wretchc<l have no more to fear : but round my heart the tics are 

bound,_that* heart tninspiorced with many a w'ound I these bleed 

afresh, those ties I tear, to leave the bounio banks of Ayr ! . . . 
FarewclL old Coila’a hOls and dales, her heathy moors and winding 
vales ; the scenc-a where wretched faucy rove *, pursuing pa.U, unhappy 
loves I Farewell, my friends I Farewell, my foes I My peace wuh 
these, my love with those I Tlio bursting tearn my heart declare ; 
farewell, tho bonnio hanks of Ayr I 


LX V.— RING OUT, WILD BELI^.— Tenntsox. 

Ring out, wild bells, to tho wild sky, tho flying clouds, tho frosty 
bgbt; tho Year is dying in tho night j ring out, wild bolls, and let 
him dlo I . . . , Ring ont tho Old. ring in the Now ; ring, happy bells, 

“ * * ' ring out tho False, 

tho mind, for those 

!3 


across tho snow; the Year is going—let nim go , 
ring in the True I.... Ring out the grief that saps 
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thnt herd we eee no more ; riog out the feud of rich and poor, ring in 
rodress to all mankind ! . . . . Rin^ out the slowl/ dyin ' cause, and 
ancient forms of party ittrife ; ring in the nobler modes of life, with 
flwcetcr inunncn*, purer la\v< ! . . . . Ring out the want, the care, the 
sin, fho faithifas coldness of the times : ring out, ring out my mourn* 
fill rhymes, but ring the fuller Minstrel in ! . , . , Ring out false 

{ irido in place and blood, the civic Blander and tlie spite; ring in the 
ovc of ti util and right, ring in the common love of Good J . . , . Ring 
out old shapes of foul dist-nse, ring out the narrow lust of Gold ; ring 
out the tlioupand wars of old, ring in the thousand yeai*s of peace I 
, . . . Ring in the valiant man and free, the larger heart, the kin<nier 
h ind ; ring out the darkness of the land,—ring iii the CnniRT, that ia 
to bo ! 

* 

LXVr.—THE GOOD TIME COMING.—CcianbRs Mackat. 

Thkiik’s' a goo<l time coming, boys, a good time corning ; 

We may not live to see the day, but earth shall glisten in its ray r 
Cinnon*balU may aid the truth, but Tiiought*s a weapon stronger ; 
Well uin our Kittle by its aid :—wait a mtti.k ixinocr. 

There's a good time coming, boys, a good time coming ; 

IThe pen shall supersede tlio sword, and Right, not Might, shall be the 
lord ; 

Worth, not birth, shall rule mankind, and he acknowledged stronger : 
T.jc ))roper iiupuUo ha« been given :—wait a mtti.r \A)SQVn. 

There's a good time coming, bays, a good time coming ; 

War, in all moo's eyes, shall be a monster of iniquity ; 

Nations shall not quarrel then, to prove which is the stronger. 

Nor slaughter meu for glory's Ssike ;—wait a LITTLU LONk^cu 

There's a good time coming, boj’s, a good time coming ; 

Hateful rivalries of creed phall not make their martyrs bleed ; 
iRcligion shall be shorn of pride, and flourish all the stronger ; 

^And Charity shall trim her lamp :—wait a birrnR longkr. 

There a good time coming, boys, a good time coming; 

And a poor man's family shall not be his misery ; 

Evorr child shall bo a help to make his right arm stronger: 

The uappicr he tho more he has :—wait a litti.r I/ONOBR. 

There's a good time coming, boys, a good time coming: 

T4ittle children shall not toil under or above the soil; 

But shall play in healthful fields till limbs and mind grow stronger j 
And every one shall read and write :—wait a MTrr.B l-ojciiKn. 

There's o good time coming, boys, a good time coming; 

The people shall be temperate, and sball love instead of hate; 

They shall j make all virtue stronger;— 

The Re format ionb as begun :—wait a MTTbB lokobu. 

There's a good time coming, boys, a good lime coming; 

Let os aid it all we can, every woman, every man ; 

Stnallost helps, if rightly given, make the impulse stiongcr 
'Twill be strong enough one day :—wait a littlk lonubr. 

^^^XVII,—JOHN LITTLEJOHN.—CnAULra Maos at. 

JoTO^ LiTTi.EJOnK was stanch and strong, upright and downright, 
scorning wrong : he gave good weight, and paid his way; ho thoi^hl 
for himself and he said bis say, VVhunovcr a i'a5ical strove to pass, 
instead of silver money of brass, be took his hammer, and said, with 
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^ frOTTQ, “THE COIN issrciiioc.^ KAIL IT DOWN ! John Liltl 'john 
was firm and true,—you could not cheat him in and tvio 

when foolish arguere, mi^ht and main, darken’d and tvtisted the clear 
and plain, he saw. through the mazes of their speech, the ^iiuideTruth 
beyond their reach, and, crushing their logic, s,iid, with a frown. 
*• yova COIN IS spcitiocs. nail it down!" John LitUejoSn main¬ 
tain'd the Right, through storm and shine, in the %vorJd'd despite ; 
when fools or quacks desir<*d his vote, do<ed him with argnmenls 
Icam'd by rote, or by coaxing, threat*, or proTuUe, tried to gain his 
Fupjx>rt to the wrongful side, “ Nay, nay.” said John, with an angry 
frown, *• Yorit coin IS srriiious, kail it down When told that 
kings had a right divine, and that the j)COph* wore In rds of >xsine :— 
that the rich alone were fit to rule, that the poor xvt*re iinitnprocid by 
school that ceaseless toil w;uj the proper fate of .'^11 but the wealthy 
and the greatJohn shook his he«aa, and swore, with a frown, “ thk 
COIN IS SPCRCOCS, KAti. IT DOWN !” When told th.-xt e vents might 
a false andcrookcxl policy,—that a decent 1 k»|k? of tiunre good 
inightcxcu.se departure from rectitude,—that a lie. if white, was a 
small oircnco, to be forgiven by men of st nse “ Nay, nay," Kxid 
John, with,a sigh and frown, “thbcoin issrrjtiors, nail it down t *’ 
When told, from the pulpit or the press, that Uxaveii >v.as a place of 
ezeluMi Tcncas,—that none hut those could enter there who knelt with 
the ** orthodox” at prayer ; and held all virtues out of their pale as 
idly works of no avail,-John's face grew dark, as he swore, with a 
frown. **'*iiB COIN IS srcniors, kail it down !'* WTiencver the 
v/orld our eyes would blind with fuhiy pretences of any kind,—with 
humb ug, ennt, and bigotry, or a specious, sham philosophy,—\Tith 
wrong dress'd np in the cuimr of right, and darkness paA«ing itself for 

light;_let us imitate Jonn, and exclaim, with a ffo>vn, “toe C 0 IS 3 

AKB 6PCCIIOUH, NAIL THEM DOWN I ” 


LXTTIL—LOCHINYAR.— Siu Waltku Scott. 

0. TOO NO Iyy:hinvar i.s come out of the wcf^t ! 

Through all the wide Bord< r his steed was the best; 
And, save bis good broud-sword, he weapon had none ; 
He rofle all unarmed, and hs ro<le all alone ! 

Ho faithful in love, and so dauDtle.<n« in war. 

There never was knight like Uie yoting Lochinvar ! 

Ho staid not for brake, and he stopped not for stone, 
He swam the £dk river where ford them was none— 
But, ere he alighted at Nethcrby mite, 

Tlie bride had consented t—the gallant came late !— 
For, a laggard in love, and a dastan) in war. 

Was to the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar i 

So boldly be eoter<Nl the Kctherby Hall, 

’Mong bride's-tocn, and kinsmen, and brothers, and all ; 
Then spoke the bride's father, his hand on bU swoni— 
For the poor, craven bridegroom said never a w ord— 

** O, come yo in peace horn, or come ye in war 7— 

Or to dance at our bridal ?—young l^rd lAKblnvar! ” 

I long wooed your daagbter, my suit you denied : 
Love swells like the Sohvay, but ebbs like iU tide t 
And now am I come, with this loot love of mice 
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine I— 
There are maidens in Scotland, more lorely by far. 
That would gladly be bride to the young LochinvAr I ” 
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The bride the ijohlet! The knight took 5t 

He quaffed off the* wine, and he threw down the c^pi 
She looked down to blush, and she looke<l up to sigh—• 

With a smile on her lip, and a tear in her eye. 

He took her soft band, ere her mother could bar.— 

• Now tread wc a measure 1 said youug Lochinyan 

So stately his form, and so lovely her face, 

That ncror a hall such a galliard did grace I 

While her mother did and her father did 

And the bridegroom stCKxl danghng his bonnet and plume ; 

And the bride-maidens whispered, “ *T\vero bettor by far 
To have matched our fair cousin with yoang LoebiuTar/' 

One touch to her hand, and ono word in her ear, 

When they reached the hall door, aud the charger stood near—« 
So light to the croup the fair lady he swung, 

So light to the saddle before her he sprung 1 

*'Sbc is won ! wc arc gone, over bank, bush, ami scaur I 

They'll have fleet sto^s that follow quoth young Lochinvar. 

There was mounting *mong Grmmcs of the Netherby clan : 
Fosters, Fenwicks, ami Mu^grarcs, they rode aud they ran; 
There was racing an<l chasing on Cannobie Lea— 

But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they sec. 

So <laring in love, and so dauntless in war, 

Hatc yo heard of gallant like the young Lochinvar? 


LXIX.—THE SHIPWRECK.— Lord Byhox, 

'Twas twilight! and the sunless day wont down 
Over the waste of waters; like a veil 
Which, if withdrawn, would but dUclose the froNm 
Of one whose hate is masked, hut to aseaih 
Then to their hopeless eyes the Night wae shown, 
And gnmly darkled o'er their faces pale, 

And the dim desolate deep ; twelve days had Fear 
Been their Familiar,—aud now Death was here I 

Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell— 

Then shrieked the timid, and stood still the brave— 
Then some leaped overboard with dreadful yell, 

As eager to anticipate their grave , 

Aud the sea yawned around her like a hell I 

And down she sucked with her the whirlmg wave 
Like one who grapples with lus enemy. 

And strives to strangle him before he die! 

And flrst one universal shriek there rushed, 

Louder thau tiie loud ocean—like a crash 
Of echoing thunder I and thou » * • all was hnehed^ 
Save the wild wind aud the remorseless dash 
Of billows: hot at intervals, there gushed. 
Accompanied with a convulsive splasli, 

A solitary shriek—the bubbling cry 
Of some strong swimmer in his agony 1 


LXX.—THE DIRGE OF WAIiLACE.—TnouAS Caupbrll. 
Thrt lighted a taper at dead of night, and chanted their holiest 
hymn ; but her brow and her bosom were damp with affiight, her 
eye was all sleepless and dim I and the Lady ox Blderelie wept for 
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her lord,—when a deatb-wateb b^t in b. r lonely 

curtain tad shook of iu own accord. ‘^ ^..^0^1^ ’ 

her window-board, to tell of her W arnor"h doom . • • ■ ^ . ' 

vou the de3th-'»onL! and loudly I-ray for the soul of mj knipnl 
^^ar' and^rr a widosv thU v.rclch.d day. smoe the warmup 

of God is here! for, night-marc rides on my .j, 

lord of my bosom is doomed to dm; bus vu.orous heart the) ha\e 

loud nuxtiu-bcll »ds runi:. ll'“> “ Lis 

uu EuslL-h touer Lad tl.u d.rp of L( a 

‘ufliS 

aS “'X!. ".r 

■uruek of uacl. .voll-fOdcM Hold, with the ‘“ifi'ul',', 

Li. u.ati«o laud i (or Li. lauoo was uot . ..vered ou 

Uiough tLc ruYcn has ltd on bU mouldonng Luart, a nonicr «as 
Huver ^ 


LiXI.—ELIZA*—D auwin. 

Kow stood Eliza on the wood-crowned heipht, 

O’er Minden’s phain, sjiccUtrc^s MsAsl^stilfe 
Sought, with bold eye, amid the bl^y strife. 

Uer dc.ircr self, the partner of be-r life ; 

From hill to hill the rushing host puwucd. 

At.d viewed bis banner, or bchevi-d she 
Pleased with the distant roar, with quicker Irvad 
Fast by bis baud ouo lisniag boy she led ; 

And one fair girl amid the loud alarm 
Slept on her kercliief, cradled by her arm ; 

While round her brow bright l^ros of honour dart, 

‘•O Joy «■’ she cried, “ he's safe I the battle s won . 

A ball now hisses through the airy , , 

(Some Furv win« it, and Ak "h tiSt fi^ck 
Parts the fine lodw her graceful hwd inat deck. 

Wounds her lair car, aud sinks into her inxk , 

The red stream Issuing from her aanre 

Dyes her white tcU, her ivory »H>som stains. 

“ L me I ” she cried, and, sinking o" ^he ground, 

KUsed her dc-ar babes regardless «>* Jh« ' 

“ OUa ceaBC not yet to be^t» thou tiUI urn 1 

w'SL gushing lUe, oh. wait my lovo s return I 

HoarieWkB the wol/, the vulture «:rca^ from lur I 

The angel, Pity, fibims the wUks o£ war \ 
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Oh spare, ye war-hounds, spare their lender ape !— 

On me, on me,'' cried, “exhaust your rape I *’ 

Then, with weak ara^s* her wceninp babes care?-eed, 

And, sighing, hid them in her biood-st:uned vest. 

From tent to tent the impatient Warrior flies, 

Fear in his heart and frenzy in his eyes ; 

•• Eliza !” loud along the camp he calls, 

•• Eliza ! " echoes through the canvas walls : 

Quick through the uinrtauring gloom his footsteps tread, 
O'er groaning heaps, the dying and the dead; 

Vault o’er the plain, and, in the tang1t<l wood, 

Lo ! dead Eliza weltering in her blood 1 

Soon hears his lUteuing son the welcome sounds, 

With open anus and sparkling eyes he hounds : 

*• Speak low,*’ he cries, and gives his little band, 

** Mamma's asKcp upon the dow-cold sand. 

Alas I we both with cold and hunger quake— 

Why do you weep ?—Mamma will soon awake.** 

“She'll wake no more I" the hopeless mourner cried. 
Upturned his eyes, and clasped his hands, aud sighed 
St^'etched ou the ground a while entranced he lay, 

And pressed warm kissi^s on the lifeless clay ; 

And then upsprung with wild convulsi'*? start, 

And all the father kindled in his heart. 

“O Heaven ! he cried, my first rash vow forgive J 
These bind to earth, for these I pray to live 1 *’ 

Round his chill babes he wrapped bis crimson vest, 

And clasped them, sobbing, to ms aching breast. 


LXXII.—THE BRIDAL OF MALAUIDE.—Geuald Griffi.v, 

TtlK }oy-bells arc ringing in gay Malabide. 

The fresh wind U singing along the sea«$lde; 

The maids are assombling with parlaods of flowers. 

And the harp-strings are trembUng in all the glad ^wersi 

Swell, swell the gay measure 1 roll trumnet and drum t 
*Mid greetings of pleasure in splendour tncy come I 
The chancel is ready, the portal stands wide, 

For the Lord and the lady, the bridcgi'oom and bride. 

What years, ore the latter, of earthly delight. 

The future sluall scatter o'er thorn in its flight I 
Wliat blissful caresses shall fortune bestow. 

Ere those dark flowing tresses fall white as the snow I 

Before the high altar young Maud stands arrayed * 

With accents that falter her promise is made— 

From father and mother for ever to part, 

For him and no other to treasure her heart. 

The words arc repeated, the bridal is done, 

The rite is completed,—the two,they are one; 

Tho vow, it is spoken all pure from the heart, 

That must not m broken till life shall depart. 

Hark! *Mld the gay clangour that com passed their car^ 

Loud accents in anger come mingling afar I 
The foe's on the border! his weapons resound 
Where tho lines in disorder unguarded are found I 
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A« wakea the good abepheni, the A^'atchfol *iDd hold, 
When the ounce or the leopard is ee^n in the fold, 

So rises already the Chief in his mail. ^ 

While the new-HjaiTiod I^dy looks fainting and pa.c« 


• Son, husband, aud brother, arise to the strife, 

For sister and mother, for children .'lod wife 1 
O'er hill and o'er hollow, o'er mouDlniu and plrxin. 

Up, true men, and follow ! let dastards rem un !'' 

Farmh I to the battle !—They fortn into line— 

The shields, how 0»cy rattle 1 the spears, how they -hiDO 
Socn, soon shall the foeman his treachery rue— 

On, btirghcr and yeoman I to die or to do ! 

The eve U declining in lone Malahide ; . , -, 

The maidens arc iwinii.t; gay wreaths for the bride ; 

She maxlcs them uuho-^ing—her heart is afar 
Where the clansmen are bleeding for her lu the war. 

Hark ! loud from the mountain, ’tis victory's cry ! 

O’er woodland and fountain it rings to the ^ky ! 

The foe has retreated J he to the shore ; 

The spoiler's defeated—the combat u o cr I 

With foreheads unruffled the conquerors come— 

But why have they muffled the lance and the druui^ 

What form do they carry aloft on hU 

And where does he Urry, the lord of the held ? 


Ye saw him at morning, how gallant and gay ! 

In bridal adorning, the star of the dav ; 

Now. weep for the lover—hw triump i is sped, 

Ilia hope It is over 1 the chiefUui is dead • 

But 01 for the ni.videD who mourns for that chief, 
Witii heart overladen and rending with grief; 

She sinks on the meadow in one morning-tide, 

A wife and a widow, a maid and a hrido 1 

Ye maidens attending, forbear to condole 1 
Your comfort is rending Uic depths of her soul. 
True—true, 'twas a story for .ages of pn-l- j 
He died in his glory—but, oh, he hat dieil I 

The war-cloak she raise* mournfully now, 

And BteadfasUy gates upon Uic cold brow ; 

That glance may for ever unaltered remain, 

But tlfe bridegroom will never return it again. 

The dead-belU arc tolling in sad Malahide, 

The death wail is rolling along seajs.de; ___ 

The crowds, heavy-hearted, withdraw 

For the sun hM departed that brightened the sccnet 

How scant was the warnihg, how briefly revealed,^ 
Before on that morning, death * chalice w.w 
•niuB pasaca each pleasure that prtb «an 
Thus j^has its measure—we live but to die . 


TYTHT —IVAN THE CZAH.—Mti8. Ukuans. 
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Vi xih a robe of ermine for its bed was laid that form of claj, 

^here the light a stormy sunset shed through the rich tent made wiy ; 
And a srid and solemn beauty on the pallid face came down» 

Which the lord of nations mutely watened—in the dust, >vith his renown. 

Low tonc« at last, of woe and fear, from Ids full bosom broke— 

A mourtifiil thing it was to hear how then tho proud man s^ke t 
The voice that through the combat liad sbouUxi far ^and uign, 

Came forth in strange, dull, hollow tones, burdened with agony. 

There is no crimson on thy check, and on thy lip no brootli ; 

I call thco, and thou dost not sptsik—they toll luc this is death 1 
And ft'arful things are whispering that I the deed have done i 
For the honour of thy faMicrV name, look up, look up, my ^on I 

Well might I know death's hue and mien I but on thine aspect, boy, 
What, till this Tuoin*mt, have 1 seen, s.ave pride and tameless joy 
Kwiftest thou wert to battle, and bravest there of all— 

How could 1 think a \varr;or*s frame tJius like u flower should fall ? 

*' I will not bear that still, cold look—rise up, thou fierce and fi'ce! 
^Vako as the storm w,'\kc5 1 I will brook all, save this calm, fi'om thee 
Lift brightly up, and proudly, once more thy kindling eyes I 
Hath my word lost its power on earth ? 1 say to thcc, Arise I 

“ Dubt tliou not know I loved thee >\eU? Thou didst not I and art gone, 
lu bittiTiiess of soul, to dwell where niau must dwell alone. 

Oojuo back, young fiery spirit t if but one hour, to Icaru 
Tiio sccrcis of the foldinl be:irt that seemed to thee so stern. 

•‘Thou wort the first, the first fair child that in mine arms I pressed; 
TIiou wert the bright one that hast smiled like summer on my breast ! 
I reared thee as an c:igle, to the chase thy steps I led, 

1 bore thc« on my battle-horse, I look upon thee—dead ! 

Lay down my warlike banners hero, never again to wave, 

And bury my rod sword and spear. Chiefs—in my first-born|s grave I 
And leave me I—I bavc cou<|uercd. I have slain—my work is done ! 
Whom have I slain ? Tc answer not—thou too art mute, my son I** 

And thus his wild lament was poured through the dark, resounding 
night, 

And the battle knew no more his sword, nor tho foaming stood his 
might; 

He heard strange toicos moaning in every wind that sighed ; 

From the searching stars of heaven he shrank—humbly the conciueror 
died. 


LXXIV.—TEIE PALM-TREE.—Hits. Heuaks. 

It waved not through an Eastern sky, beside a fount of Araby; it 
>Yas not fanned by southern breeze in some gi'ccu isle of Indian 
seas; nor did its graceful sliadow sleep o*er stream of Afric, lone 
and deep. But fair the exiled Palm-tree grew 'midst foliage of no 
kindred hue ; through the laburnum’s dropping gold rose the light 
shaft of Orient mould ; and Europe’s violets faintly swoct, porplixi 
the moss-beds at its feet. Strange looked it there I— the >tu1ow 
streamed where silvery waters near it gleamed ; the lime-bough 
lured the hone}*-bee to murmur by the Deeert’s tree \ and showers 

of snowy roses made a lustre in ito fan-liko shade.-^Thcre came 

nn eve of festal hours—rich music filled that giudon’a bowers ; lamps 
that from flowery branches hung, on sparks of dew soft colours 
flung; and bright forms glanced—a faii^' sho\r*^under the blossoms- 
to and fro. 
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But One a lone one ‘tnidsl the throng. Bcemed recklwa all of dao&; 
or none be a youth of dusky mien. Nvhcreon the Ii.dian nun 

hld Y^e^n; of cr^stZl brow, and lone black ^ 

the Palm-tree there. And eloxvly. naaly. move*! Lis i.lumen, ghtt^r- 
» rtl!^art^hc Lfy gloon..s . be p.a.s<-d the I'al^gre^ 
nor won the cha^tnut Howtr» his eye; but x^htn to that 
\iv cniue there «hot a rnplurc tlnouph his fr4mc. To him, to liim, 
h. tt^ke • the - loncc- of his soul it broke ! it whisin*^ of 

id’ o":,l i!u.. 111-.; lit tbe oco,= ,.ith t. .mUv; ,y to b.. <-.r 

th il intive tone had somf-thing of the Jl... 

mt.ther's cibiti-home tliat lay "hero lUe 

—tLe d ishinc of hi.o LreLhreu’.s o.ar—the conch-uolc Ibc 

fhore.—all ihroi.fe'h his wakening boaom Bwept : he clasi-^ hu. couu- 

%l 1-Tl.o .t.oogtb, »ho.ob, tl. 

h.Ul^cl^ to die.—the uiiconqucr.ihl- ‘ ,r—the 

IxitU.ng on hU hilU-ti.ese har.- one fou»t;.iii deep and cU.xr 

frame whence gushctl that cluhblike tear. 

LXXV-TllK liLACK REGIMENT.—Gkoiiul H. BORtn. 

Du.K as the cloudBof cren ranked in the western be-.Tcn wa.t.nR 
l.fH ith tlmt lifts all the drca<l mans, and dnfte teinpe.'t and tall 

Witliilig 

. lODb w , come—told them that work waa ^ent for the 

Wbif; o!:rsr;rr.T^ 

^bo;c 

"'"ciX" riXpSTom o.oko, or,.v«,J the lK,mlmeb broke ; 

't;“rrb,\s”e'i jjurXb b'iii'oL^ffiXiit int;:b:“dXin^'.hei .oh. 

ikl c^ff iS t u'porv mouths they laugh ; or ut the 

all their eyes forward bent, nishcd the iilacic 
1 if' i.Attu^rr—** Freedom or leave to die i 

s;r|t,Sb!x9\»s £‘xYcfcXd tii^t iz! 

ood- ?broee. --oo, never ^.l, •'‘-^"rSntPndX.vlid 

a, thi^Z"deZit"eN“.” ver> Unld °r tent, .con, .be BUck Uegtotent I 

LXXVI— COWPER'SGRA^Ti.-EuZAUBTn BAnnrnr Browmno. 

51 I ?b q'p,zru'1.zV“p 
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O poet^ \ from a maDiac’s tongue wa-*? poured the deitbless singing! 
O Uhristuins ! at your Cro?;.^ of Hope, a hopeless bard was clinging! 
O men \ this man, in brotherhood your weary paths beguiling, 
Groaned inly Ns'bile he tuwght you peace, and died while ye were 
smiling I 

And now, what time ye all may read through dimmiDg tear?) bis story, 
How dl*)conl ou the music fell, and darkness on the glory ; 

And how when, one by one, sweet sounds and wandering lights 

Be wore no less a loving face, because so broken-hearted ! 

He shall be strong to sanctify the poet’s high Tocatjon ; 

And how the meekest Christian down in meeker adoration ; 

Nor ever shall he be, in praise, by wise or good forsaken,— 

Named softly, as the household-name of one whom God bath taken I 


LXXVII.—BARBARA FRITCHIE—J. G. Whittier,. 

Up from the meadows rich with com, clear in the cool September 
morn, the clustered spires of Frederick stand, grccn-walled by the bills 
of Maryland. Round about them orchards sweep,—apple and peach- 
tree fruited deep,—fair as a ganlen of the Lora to the eyes of the 
famished rebel horde; on that pleasant mom of the early fall, when 
Lee marched over the mountain-wall,—over the mountaina winding 
down, horse and foot, iotc Frederick town. 

Forty flags with their silver stars, forty flags with their crimson 
b.ars, flappOil in the morning wind : tin* suo of noon looked down, and 
S.IW not one.-Up rose old Barl>ar.a Fritchic then, bowed with her 
fourscore years and ten ; bravest of all in Frederick town, she took up 
the flag the men lianled down ; iu her attic window the staff slie set, 
to show that one heart was loyal yet. . . . Up the street came the 
rebel tread, Stonewall Jackson riding ahead. Under his slouched hat, 
left and right, ho glanced : the old nag met his sight. Halt ! the 
dust-brown ranks stood fast. Fire I out bLiz^ the rifle-blast. It 
Khivored the wiiulow, pane and s;)$h ; it rent tho banner with seam and 
gash. Quick aa it fell from the broken staff, Dame Barbara snatched 
the silken scarf; she leaned far out on the window-sill, and shook it 
forth with a royal will. Shoot, if you must, this old grey head,— 
but spare your country’s flag ! she said. 

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame, over tho face of the leader 
came ; the nobler nature within him stirred to life at that woman’s 
deed and word. ** Who touches a hair of yon gray bead, dies like a 
dog! March on !” he said. . . . All day long through Fr^erick street 
sounded the tread of marching feet; au day long uiat free flag tossed 
over the heads of the rebel host. Ever its tom Folds rose and fell on 
the loyal winds that loved it well ; and, through tho hill-gaps, sunset 
light shone over it with a warm good-night. 

Barbara Fritchio’s work is o’er, and the Rebel rides on liis raids no 
more. Honour to her !—and let a tear fall, for her soke, on Stone- 
wall's bier. Over Barbara Fritchie’s grave, flag of Freedom and Union 
wave I Peace, and order, and beauty, draw round thy symbol of light 
and law ; and ever the stars above look down on thy stars below iu 
Frederick town I 


LXXYIII.—ANNABEL LBB,—Edgar Allan Poe. 

It was many and many a year ago, in a kingdom by the Sea, that a 
Maiden there lived, whom you may know by the name of Annabel 
Lee; and this Maiden she lived with no other thought, than to love, 
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and be loved, by me! I was a child, and the was a child, in tLxs 
kingdom by the Sea : but we loved with a love that was more ^an 
fove,—I and my Annabel Iax ; with a love that the winged 
heaven coveted her and me ! And this was the reason that^loiii, ago 
in this kingdom by the Sea, a wind blew out of a cloud, chilling in> 
beautiful Annabel Lee ; sotliat her higb-boru kinsmen tame, and Lore 
her away from me. to shut her up m a tepulchrc—in this kingdom b> 

•he Sea The Angels, not half so happy m heaven, went envying her 
yesi U.at w.xs the reason (os all men know. this tmgdom 
by the Sci) that the Wind came out of the cloud by night, chil ng and 
kflling my Annabel I>>e. But our love it was stronj^er by far U.an the 
lovu of thoAc who »re older than we—of luany U\t wiser th^ wt , .ind 
niSher thrAngei:. in heaven -tove,-nor the Demons dow^u^^^^ 
ihe -i.;a.-<an ever dissever my soul. from the ,».! 

Aimabcl I>cc ! For, the moou never beama \Mthoul bnnpio^ 
driarnsof the beautifid Annabel Lee ; aud the .tars 
feel the bright eye" of the beautiful Annabel Lec ; and so, all the 
Light-tide, I^lie down by Uie side of luy darh^—my 
and my bride ; in her sepulchre there by the bea,—in her tomb by -be 

hotmdmg Sea I 

T.YY IX.—THE SOJJG OF STEAM.—Cutlkiu 
Harsfas me down with your iron bands ! be sure of your curb aud 

For Ts^rn the power of your puny hands, as the U-mpvst scorn, a 

How^'YuugQ'd, as I lay conceal’d from sight, for many a couolle.s 

At thc^ildUh boast of human might, and the pride of human power ! 
When I saw an army upon the land, a navy ut.on the sv.as, 

K feJbly lurn'd*S the Urdy wheel, or tugg’d at the weary o.ir ; 
When I measured the panting courser’s speed, the flight of the earner 

A. thev'bore the law a King decreed, or the hues of im})aticnt Love 
fciilJnot but Sk world would feel, as these were out- 

Whe*o^i*’B?i'oiJdri« bound to the rushing keel, or chain'd to the flying 

'rheriv*;; the sun hath earliest blest, or tho« where his beams de- 

Tho^i^t stream* of the queenly west, or the orient floods divine. 
The ocean pabw, where’er I sw^p. to hear 

And the moasurs of the briny deep cower, tremblmg, at my voice. 
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LXX3L—NEW TEARS EVE.—AsoKTMOrs. 

Littte Gretcsen with her matches wanders np and do^Ti the street, 
'rhe SDOW is on her yellow hair, the frost is on her feet. 

The rows of long dark booses, without, look cold and damp, 

By the strupgUnij of the moonbeam, by the flicker of the lamp. 

The clouds ride fast as horses, the wind blows from the north— 

Ihit no one cares for Gretchen—for her no one looks forth. 

Within tho^e houses, gleaming now, are meriw faces bright, 

And happy hearts arc watching out the Old Vear’s latest night. 

Witit the little store of matches she could not sell all day, 

And the thin, short, tatter'd mantle the wind blows erery way. 

She clingeth to the railing, she shivers in the gloom.— 

There are parents sitting snugly by the firelight in the room : 

And children with glad faces are whi^sporing one another 
Of presents for the New Year, from father and from mother : 

But no one talks to Gretchen t ah \ no one hears her speak, 

No breath of little whisperers comes warmly to her cheek. 

No little arms are rouu<l her : ah me 1 that there should he 

With Fo much happiness on earth so much of misery I 

Sure, those with many blessings should scatter blessings round. 

As laden boughs, in autumn, fling their ripe fruits to tiic ground 
And the best love inau can offer to the God of Lovo, be euro, 

Is kindness to Uis little ones, and bounty to His poor. 

Bittle Gretchen, little Grvtcheo, goes colily on her way, 

There's no one looketh out for her, there's no one bids her stay 

Her home U cold and desolate—no food, no fire, no smile. 

But auger at her empty band, and hunger's era* the while. 

So she sits down in an angle where two great houses meet. 

And she curlcth up beueath her, for warmth, her little fu'Ct, 

And she looketh on the cold, cold walls, and on the colder sky, 

Atid wonders if the little stars arc bright fires up on high. 

She hears the hells toll slowly up in tne high chnrch-tower, 

With Bucb a sad and solemn tone, telling too midnight hour. 

Then she remember'd her of tales her mother used to tell, 

And of the cradle songs she sang when summer's twilight fell, 

Of good men, and of angels, and of the Holy Child 
Who was cradled in a manger when winter was most wild ; 

Who was poor, and cold, and hungry, and desolate, and lone, 

And who promis'd from llis throne iu Heaven to be ever vrith His own; 
And how the poor, and hungry, and forsaken ones are His— 

Oh I would He now look down on me in such a place os tliis 1 ** 
Colder it grows, aud coldor~but she docs not foci it now, 

For the pressure ou her heart, and the weight upon her brow. 

Then she struck one little match on the wall so cold and bare, 

That she might look around her, and sec if Ho wore there; 

The single match has kindled, and, by the light it threw, 

It seemed to little Gretcheu tho wall was rent in two; 

And she could see folks seated at a table richly spread, 

With heaps of goodly viands, tod >rine9, and pleasant bread. 

She could smell the fragrant savemT, she could hear what they did 
say— 

Then, all was darkness once amin—the match hod burned away. 

She struck another hastily, and now she seem'd to sec, 

Within the aame warm chamber, a glorious Christmas tree. 

The branches were all laden with toys that children prise, 

Bright gifts for boy aud maiden—she gazed with yearning eyeS| 
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For -he almort seem'd to touch them, and to join the tvclcomo 
tVhe?SJkn“e«s fell around once more-the little match was out. 

^tniortiPr. “cS'-j'fii!!: ss,{'S."riX^ Li 

Tb< ro were blood-drop^ on Hift forehead—a stx5ar^wotind m H.s siU., 
Pain, hunger, cold, and sorrow—ay ! equal to her o n. 

The p»r dnM Mthcr ^ 

1'-^ Lr,s5?d'^?h h« tLL\‘htiLra' ...d .u,„d 1,0. <h.. h,idh*. 

AndX':!; .he goldee B«». -.1 
le her .cant end tn..«r-d 

inS ^ sh 'vrrrd - .b", e^oho of her, end sigh-d-tbe,- could 
How'^uch of happinesa there came, beyond life's misery I 

LXXXI.-CLARIBELS PRAY1;I1.-Lvm.R PAl-MLtu 

2,a w "s bb,: cyi .miled • .•• Ti, cor - G- . 'v^- 

He knoweth best, and be »,/•''•!> ^V'lVl'n ClanVa ‘ 

Praue God, praise God I" cned hltlc ClanbU. 

Then fell she on her knees with eager 

Her rosy lips in haste some dear request to to . 

“ Oh Father 1 help and save this fairest of aU 
AnS’sWcld my brother in the r^u of shot and sheU ! 

Amen I omen I " cried little Claribcl. 

•‘ And, Father, when the cruel fiery ,,.,,11 

And up the crimson sky the ° a m 

Grant that ibcrc U- no nobler victor nuith Ua sun 

Than he wb'isc golden ^ir f® , ciarihcu 

Amen f Praise God 1 *' cned always Olanbcu 

The cold, irrcy, wear^- day wore on 

When, hark 1 opon the beay air “^l,rimmcd with light, 

•‘ Rejoice!” Iho herald cried, his red ey» unuu .v b t 

« Bhint victory ! victory 1 Glonons 

“ Praise Gwl 1 Ue heard my prayer 1 cned Olarioci. 


•‘ Bat say you, soldier, was my ^fJai ? 

And in the fiu^ rain, oh I fought ho brave ond wOl r 
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‘‘ D‘‘ar child,“ the herald paid, “ there was no braver sight 
l h:u) hi? voung form, so grand 'mid shot and shell 
‘ rrai'O God! cried trembling little Claribcl. 

“ AikI rides he now with victor's plumes of red, 

While trumpets* golden throats his coming steps foretell ? 

'i'he herald scarce could speak :—“Dear child I at last he said, 
*• TUy lirothcr evermore with conquerors shall dwell.** 

Trai^e God ! my prayer iros heard,** cried Claribcl. 

‘ With victors wearing crowns and bearing palms,*’ he said, 

—A snow of sudden fear upon the ro'^e Ups fell :— 

*' Oh ! swc»»tcst her.\ld ! say my brother is not dead? ** 

!)• ar child, he lives with augels who in strength excel : 
rr.ii>e God who gave thi-^ glory. Claribcl.** 

Tl.c colil grey day died sobbing on the weary hills, 

While bitter mourning on the night-wind rose and fell. 

'riie herald said,—“ Oh, child ! *119 as the dear Lord wills— 
lie knoweth bc-st, and, be it min or shine, *tis well !** 

At last, Amen I praise God !** sobbed Claribel. 


LXXXII.—THE COTEXANTERS DREAM_Jami*:s HtSLor. 


In a dream of the nigbt I %vns wafUnl aw.iy. 

To the tunirland of mist \\hore the n \u] ln^^tyrs lay ; 
Whore Cameron's swoid and his Uible are sccu, 

Engraved on the stone whcie the heather grows green. 
*Twas a dream of those ages of darkness and blood, 

When the ministci *s homv svas the mountain and wood ; 
When in Wellwood’s dark viillev the standard of Zion, 
All bloody and toiu,’mong ihclicathor was lying. 

'Tv'as morning ; and summers young sun from the cast 
Lay in loving repose on the green mountain’s breast ; 
And far up in heaven, near tlie white sunny cloud, 

The song of the lark was melodious and loud. 


And Well wood's sweet valley breathed music and gladnesci. 
The frcsli meadow-blooins hung in beauty and rcdue&s ; 

Its daughters were happy to hail the returning, 

And drink the enjoyments, of summer's sweet morning. 

But, oh ! there were hearts cherished far other feelings, 
Illumed by the light of prophetic revcalings, 

/ ho drank from the scenery of beauty, but sorrow,— 

For they know that their blood would bedew it to-morrow ! 


Twas the few faithful ones who with Cameron were lying, 
Conceal^ *moDg the mist whore thehoathfowl w.aa crying; 
r or the Cavalier horsemen ,a round tiiem were hoveriug, 

And their bridle-reins rung through the thin misty covering. 

Their faces grew pale, and their swords were unsheathed, 

But the vengeance that darkened their brow was unbreathod ; 
« ith CTOS turned to heaven in calm resignation. 

1 ii -y sang their last song to the God of salvation. 

Thougb in mist and in darkness, and fire, they were shrouded, 
\ et tlie souls of the righteous were calm and unclouded ; 

ThTJ ““d unbending, 

They stood like the rock which the thunder is rending. 

men the righteous had fallen, and the combat was ended. 

A chariot of fire through the dark cloud descended j 
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Its drivers were Ang^U on hors'-'s oi whit-'oe^ 

And it-s burning whc.Is ctrcloi on axles of brighloess. 

A Pi.-raph unfolded its doors bright and shining, 

All dazzling like gold of the sovuntn refining ; 

And the souls that carao forth out of great tribulation. 
H.avc mouiited the chariot and steeds of salvation. 

On the arch of the rainbow the chariot is gliding. 
Through the path of the thunder the hor«.men .ire n 
Gi.de swiftly, bright Spirits ! the prize is before ye.— 
A crown never fading, a kin :dom of glory ! 


LXXXIII.—TIIE ROMAN TWINS—A. J. DruASNr 
Twas told by Rorii.in sooths.ayen in liavs they re..-i the 5t,u 
Ti.at Ilotniilus and Remus were sons of kingi> M.ii.s ; 

That U- niiiluH and Remus were twin-born on the e.arth. 

And in the 1,»,, of a shc-wolf wer- nurtured from tbeir birll.- 

Rv Jore : 1 tbiiik thi.s l-gend—this .ancient Homan myt!.— 

For mine own time, and mine own cliuiv, is full of pregnant j. -h, 

Romulus stood with Rcmu.s, and ploughed the I-'tJ'O lo.uu. 

And tiacf.d, by y. How Tiber, the na weat walls of Home : 

Th'-n l.au -hod tho dark twin, K mus and .‘cofTci his broUiera .oil. 

And over the bounds of Romulus, he loaned upon his soiL 

Ry iovc ! I think that Remus and Romulus at b.iy. 

Of Slavery’s strife, and Liberty’s life, were autetypc.s that day ’ 

The siickliugs of the she-wolf stood face to face- in wralb. 

And Romulus swept R-mus l.ke stubble from l'»» pat’i : 

Then croiteil he with teinphai the Seven nills his home. 

And buildc^l there, bv Tiber, the eternal walls of Rome I . . . . 

Rv Jovr- ! 1 think thi.s legend hath store of pregnant pith. 

For miue own lime,and mine own clime : lis more than Roman mvtci 

Like IV,miilua and Remus, the sous of blood-stained M.vrs. 

Our Slavery and our Liberty, were l»om from cruel wars : 

To both, the Albic she-wolf her l>loo<ly suck did fn>'C" 

And one must slay the other, ere one in |»cace can live. • • • 

Rv Jove 1 ihU V>f.avc old legend straight to our hearts comes homi. 
\Vhen Slavery die?, shall grandly rmc kreedom .s Eternal IL-mc 

LXXXIV.—TIFE RECONCILIATION—Jons Bamm. 

Tub old man kn- lt at tlie altar, his enciny’s hand 'o 
first hi* weak voice did falter, and Ins feeb e limbs did sbike ; Jof h‘- 
only brave boy, his glory, had Imxd slrctchc-d at the old man .s fe^t, 
a corpse,—all so haggard and gory.—hy the hand which he now must 

‘^Tnd soon the old man stopped spc-aking; and rage, which liad not 
gone by, from under his brows came breaking up into his enemt s 
eye i-ind now hi* limbs were not shaking; Tiis rJcncli d hands Imi 
dsom cross’d ; and he look’d a fierce wish, to be taking revenge lor 

^^But^h'c’oW^man looked around him, and thought of ‘he plaM he 
was in, and thought of the promise which bound him, and thoug t 
that TUTcnge was sin ;-and tlu-n co'mBUiaru. like a woman, You. 
kind I” ho said-" ay. that hand! Oh I I do forgive you, foeman, 
lor the sake of our blecdiu^ land * 
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LXXXV.—THE ARiLADA.—L ord Macaut.at. 

Attksd, aU ve who list to onr noble Eo"lAod*s praise : 

I sin '4 of the’Umcc-famous deeds she wrought in aocicnt days, 

When th;it great Fleet Invincible, against her bore »in rain, 

The richest spoils of Mcjcico, the stoutest hearts in Spain. 

It was about the lovely close of a ^*arm summer’s day. 

There came a gallant merebanUship, full sail to Plymouth hay ; 

The crew had seen Castilc^s black fleet* beyond Anri guy's isle, 

\t earliest twilight, on the waves lie heaviug many a mile. 

Forthwith a guard, at every gun, was placed along the wall ; 
fhc beacon blazed upon the roof of Edgeomb’s lofty hall; 

Many a light fishing«hark put out, to pry along the coast: 

And, with loose rein, and bloody spur, rode inland many a post. 

With his wliite hair unhoun^'ted, the stout old Sh^'diT comes, 

R' hind him march the halbcnliors, beforo him sound the drums : 

And haughtily the trutnpt‘ts peal, and gaily dance the bells, 

As upon th<? labouring wind, the royal standard swells, 

[jook how the Lion of the sea liftn up bis ancient crown, 

And underneath his <loa<lly paw treads the gay lilies down I 
llo I strike the flagsUff deep, sir knight! ho! scatter flowers, fair 
maids t 

Ho, gunuers I fire a loud jcvlulo! ho, gallants I draw your blades! 

Thou sun, shine on her ioyonsly I ye bn otes, waft her wide 1 
Onr gloriou s srvtp^r / the banner of our pride 

Thu freshening breeze of eve unfurl-Nl that bannor'a massy fold— 
The p:\rting gleam of sunshine kissed that haughty scroll of gold : 
Night sunk upon the dasky l)cach, ami on the purple sea : 

Such night iu England ne’er hml been, nor ne’er again shall be. ' 

The bugle’s note, and cannon’s roar, the dc«ath*Uko Rilcnco broke, 

And with one start, and with one cry, the royal City woke ; 

At once on all her .sUtely gates arose the answering fires ; 

At once the wild alarnm clashed from all her reeling spires ; 

From all the batteries of the Tower pealed loud the voice of fear. 

Ami all the Uiousand m:ist8 of Tliamcs sent back a louder cheer; 

And from the fartlu'st wards was licard the rush of hurrying feet. 

And the braid strcaius of flags and pikes dash’d down each rousing 
street; 

And broader still became the blarxj, and louder Btil! the 
As fast, from every village round, the horse came spurring in ; 

And on, and on, without a pause, untir^Ki tlicy bounded still; 

All night from tower to tower they sprang, all night from hUl to hill; 
’Pill the proud Peak anfurl’d tho flag o’er Derwent’s rocky dales ; 

'Pill, like volcanoes, flared to heaven the stormy hills of wales ; 

Till twelve fair countia^ saw the bla^c on Malvern’s lonely height; 
Till stream’d in crimson, on the wind, tho Wrokiu’s Cfst of light; 
Till, broad and fierce, tho star came forth, on FjIv’s stately fane, 

And tosvn and hamlet rose in arms, o’er all tho boundless plain ; 

Till B^^lvoir's lordly termccs tho sign to Lincoln sent, 

And Lincoln sped ihe message on, o’er tho wide vale of Trent; 

’Pill Skiddaw saw the fire that burned on Gaunt’s embattled pile, 

Afid the red glare on Skiddaw roused tho burghers ol Carlisle, 


RECITATIONS 

FOR ADVANCED STUDENTS. 

l_BEENAUDO DEL CATtPIO.-(i-utT "iitsT) Mr.9. IlF.-a-.ss. 
Tiir wiirrior bowed bis c.e^u^l head, .lud lam -d bL< h. art oi i.r^. 

Aud sued iLe hant-hey !*> ^IS'^y^.'^nv/trahi : 

i :-liiy “■' ^' 

•• iii^! ri..! ev.„ ti.v :■’' 

Mount thy tiood Rt'-od, ^d ,mi..l-d oii lii< d ; 

Then lightly roMi that loyal «.d. = 

And urged, as if with Uiuce m rc.-t, bis c.urj^er^ lo j j 

And lo! from far. as on ^Hey pre^M. there - 

His proud breast heaved, bis darb eye flaRh.U. bis chcoLs hue cioie 
He r“"cire5”tVat grey-bairod chieftain’s aide, and there dismounting 

Up (ro™ .he ho opre.ig, en<i Bo^ed ; ho. who con po.o. .b-. 

Thof^oVu u,e], very hcor« ;torhr;,i,od. 

r.ci h. ..p .he h.^. 

..p..herr;a..ooBthho..o™o,^.o^ 

There covering with hU Sh 

isi T.:^o 

“Came I not forth, upon “uu7telf merwhat is this? 

B« etui I and gaie thou on, T’tJ^Tc answer, where arc th*-'? ; 

2^?h*^\SSd:? 

clay I ID 



290 


BSCITATIONS F03 


“ Into tlic.^e glassy eyes pot light : be still, Iseepdown thine ire ; 

Bid those >vhite lijis a blessing speak—this earth is not my sire . 

(Jive me back him for whom I strove, for whom my blood was shed ! 
Thou const not.—and a king? his dust be mountams on thy head! 

He loosed the steed—his slack hand fell;—upon the silent face 
He cast one long, deep, troubled glance, then turned from that sad 

I>csi)air, rind grief, and baffled love, o’erwhelmed his soul at last— 

The time for Vengeance will arrive, when Sorrow s hour is past. 


ir.—BERXARDO AND ALPHONSO.—(part becond) Lockhart. 
With some good ten of his chosen men, Bernardo hath appeared, 
Before them all. in the palace hall, the lying king to beanl ; 

With c.ip in hand and eye on ground, he came in reverent guise. 

But ever and anon he frown'd, and flame broke from bis eyes. 

*• A cur.se upon thee," cries the King, " who com’st unhid to mo ! 

But wlial from traitor’s blood ^hould spring save traitor like to thee ? 
Hi.s sire, lord^, had a traitor’s he.irt; perchance our cham|iiOQ brave 
May think it were u pious p.art to share Don Sauclio a gr.ive. 

*• Whoever told this tale, the king hath rashness to re{>eat," 

Cries Bernard, “ here my g.igc 1 Hing before the liar S feet ! 

No trerv'^on was in Sancho s blood, no st^in \t\ laioc doth he—^ 

Below the throne, wb;it knight will own the coward calumny? 

‘•The blood tlint I like water f^hed, when Roland did advance, 

Rccrct traitors birr'd and led, to make us slaves of Frinc' 

Title life of King Alpbonso I sayod at Roncosval,— 

Your words, Lord King, are recompense abundant for it all J 

i* Your horse was down,—your hope was flowu—I saw the falchioo 
ehiDc 

That soon had drunk your royal blood, had I not ventured mine; 

Hut memory soon of service aonc deserteth the ingratCf 
And youVe thauk^ the son for life and crown by the father s bloody 
fate. 

You ewore upon your kingly faith, to set Don Sancho free, 

But, curse upon your paltering breath I the light he no^or did see ; 

Ho died in dungeon cold and dim, by Alphonso’s base decree, 

Aud visage blind and stiffen'd limb were all they gave to me. 

“ The king that swerveth from his word hath stain'd his nurple black— 
No Spani^ I^rd will draw the sword behind a liar’s back ; 

But noble vengeance shall be mine ; an open hate I’ll show— 

The king hath injured Carpio's lino, and Hemard is bis foe.” 

Seise—seise him ! loud the King doth scream; there are a thou* 
sand here— 

Let his foul blood this instant stream—what I caitiffs, do you fear ? 
Seixo—scis^ the traitor ! ” But not one to move a finger dareth,— 
Bernardo standoth by the throne, and calm his sword ho bareth : 

He drew the falchion from the sheath and hold it np on high, 

And all the hall was still as death ; cries Bernard, ^ Here am I, 

And here’s the sword that owns no lord, excepting Heaven and me : 
Fain would I know who dares its point—King, (^nd6, or Grandee 

Then to his mouth the horn he drew—(it hung below his cloak)— 
His ten true men the signal knew, and through the ring they broke ; 
With helm on head and blade in hand, the knights the circle brake t 
And back the lordlinga *gan to stand, aud the false King to quake. 
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H.i! Bernard," quoth Alphonso. “ wh,»t means th^a warlike guise ? 
You know full w^l I jested—vou know your worth I pnze." 

But Bernard turned upon his heel, and smilinK passed away ; 

Long rued Alphonso and Castile the jesting of that day. 


III.—BERNARDOS REVENGE.— (part tbird) A:«o>-. 

Wii.sT tents gleam on the green hill-side, like snow in ih* sunny beam ? 
Wh-at gloomy warrior* gather there, like a surly mountain stream 
Therf'.*, lor B'^roarJo a rciigeuQCe, have cume like a stori|ij' ulASt, 

Tae rage of their long-cht.*rishod halo oa a cruel kiug t-) ciai, 

“Smitcra of iynunj T* cries their chief, sec yond‘*r sl.'wish host. 

We shall drench the field with their craven blood, or Ircodyin hoi>cs 
are lost; 

You know, I come fora father’s death mj filul vow to pay. 

Then let the ‘ Murdered Sancho r be your batllc-cry to-day. 

** On, on I for the death of the tyrant king ! ’* Hurrah !" was the 
answering cry ; 

** We follow iUt': to victorr, or follow thee to die ! 

The battle field,—Uie charge,—the shock,—the quivering struggle 


'The rout,—the shout !—while lightnings flash from Bernardo's angry 
brow. 

The chi*.'ftain'8 arm has need of rest. hU brand drips red with gore, 
But one lost aaenfioi roni.iin«, cre his work of toil w ® 

Trie Kin*^, who Icyjkcd for victory, from his Urge and well-trained host, 
Now flies for safety from the ilcM, whurJ all his hopes are lost. 

But full iu front, with blocKhrcd sword, a w.^rrior appears, ^ 

And the war-cry, " -Murdered S.mclio 1” rjugs iu the tyrant r cars. 

• Ha ! noble Kmg. have wo met at last ? with scornful hp ho cnoa . 

*• Don Sancho's son would sjwak with you once more before hedu^ ! 


*• Your kindness to my §aint»^d sire is gruveu on my heart, 

And I would sfiow inv gratitude once more before wo part. 

Draw I for the la.it of Sancho's r.ice is ready fur your sword 
Bernardo’s blood should IIj.v by him, by whom hia sire a was poured i 

What wait you for, vile, cr.ivon wretch ? it w.as not thi^ you stood, 
When laying out your fiendish plans to spill my father s hl<>^ 

Draw I for f will not learn from ihco the ossaasin’a coward tra<lc, ^ 
I scorn the Icason you have unght—unsheath your murderous blade . 

Roused by B^-'roardo’s fiery taunts, the King at length engaged : 

He fought for life, but all in vain ; nnequal strife he waged ! 
Bernardo’s sword has pierced his side.—the ty^nt s reign is ocr, 

*• Father, 1 have fulfilled my vow, I thirst for blood no more. 


lY.—THE LEGEND OF HOUATIUS.—Lord Maoaulat. 

The Father* of the City they sat all night and^f. 

»ome horseman came with tiding* of dumaj. They held a coun<^, 
•unding before the rifer-gate : »bort time waa there, 7 * 
g«e*», for muaing or debate. Out «poko the CoMol roundly : ^e 
bridge mu«t straight go down; for, Bmoc Janlcnlum Is . 5,. 

eUe «an save the town." Ju«t then a scout ame flying, all wUd witn 
haete and fear: “To armal to arms I Sjr ton*al; Pomna u 
here." On the low hill* to westward the Consul fixed hU eye. a^ 
saw the swarthy storm of dust rise fast along the sky. TheU ▼*» 
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will upon uft Scfoiv the bricb^o down; and if they once may 
win the bridge, whxU hope to save the town?*’ 

Thou out 5 p: 4 ke brave Uoratius, the Captamof the gate : To c^cryt 
m'xw upon this earth death conieth soon or late. And how can man die^ 
l>otier than facm- feirful othK for the rushes of his fathers and the ^ 
t unnies ofliis Gods ! llcw down the bridge* Sir ^ 

speed ye may; I, with two more to bJp me, will bold the m 

play : in von strait patfi, a thou5and may well be stopped by 
Now, who will stand on either band, and keep the bndge with me ? 
Then out sjiakc Snurius Lirtius: a Raninian proud WM be i Lo, 1 
will stand at tby right baud, and keep the bridge with tbeo. And 
out spake strong H*Tuilnius ; of Titian blool was he: I will a nde 
on tbv left si<le, and kc*«p the bridge with th^e, ** Horatius, quoth 
the Consul, “as thou sayest, so it l>e. “ And straight, against that 
great array, forth went tin-<launtb*ss Tb-cc. 

The Tiirce stooil calm and silent, au<l look'^d upon the foes, and a 
u'rcat shout of laughter froox :iU ihe v.m'»u;»rd rose: and forth three 
cJliefd came spurring before that d»!e]> ariuy; to earth they ep.ang* 
their swonls th'^v drew, and lifted high their sluehLs* and fleNV to win the 

liut all Etruria's noblest felt their hearts sink to see on 


narrow way. -- -. _ ^ ... 

tlic c^irth the bloody corpses, in the p<t i the dauntless Tliree. 
non*' wlio would be iforeuio*^t to lc.id such diio attack, but those behind 
crl*‘d “ Forward “ and those before crieil ** B iok I '* 

But nv.inwhile axe and lever have manfully been plied; and now 
tin* bri<igo hangs tottering above the boiling tide. “Comeback, come 
hick Horatinj«l“ loud cnc^l the Fathers all. “Back, LartiuRl back, 
Hi rmiuiusl back, ere the ruin f.aU T* B.ack darted Spunus Lartuis, 
Iferminius darted back: and, as they passed, beni^ith their f^t they 
felt the timbers cmck. But when they turned their faces, and on the 
farther shore saw brave Horatiusstand alone, they would have crossed 
once more. Bui with a crash like thunder fell every loosened beam, 
and, like a dam, the mighty wreck lay right athwart the str^m: and 
a long shout of triumph rose from the walla of Borne, as to the highest 
turroUtops was splashed the yellow foam. 

Alone stood brave Homtius, but constant still in mind; thnccthirty 
thousand foes before, and the broad flood behind. “ Down with him I * 
cried false Sextus, with a smile on his pale face. “ Now yield thoV* 
cried Lara Porsona, “ now yield thee to our grace. *" Round tamed he, 
as not deigning those craven ranks to ace ; nought spake he to Lars 
Porj^cna, to Sextus nought spake he; but he saw on Palatinus the 
white porch, of his home ; and he spake to the noble river that rolls by 
the towers of Rome ; “ Ob, Tiber ! father Tiber \ to whom the Romans 
pray, a Homan's life, a Romau's arms, take thou in charge this <lay 
ne spake, and speaking sheathed the good sword by his side, and, 
with hU harness on his back, plunged headlonjc io tide. 

No sound of joy or sorrow was heard from either bank ; but friends 
and foes, in darnb surprise, with parted Ups and straining eyes, stood 
gazing where he sank. But fiercely ran the current, swollen high by 
mouths of rain ; and fast his blood was flowing; and ho was sore in 
pain. Never, 1 ween, did swimmer, in such an evil case, struggle 
through such a raging flood safe to the landing placo: but bis limbs 
were borne up bravely by the bravo heart within, and our good father 
Tiber bare bravely up his chin. And now he feels the bottom : now 
on dry earth ho stands; now round him throug the Fathers to pre.ss 
his gory bands; and now, with shouts and chapping, and noise of 
weeping loud, he enters through the River^gatef borne by the joyous 
crowd I 
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V.—CHARLES EDWARD AT VERSAILLES. 

ON THE ANNI\'ERSARY OF THE BATTLE OF CDLLODEN.— 

PROrCSbOU Attocn. 

Take away tliat stor and partcr-bide them from my acbing slfilit ! 
NYituor ki4 Dor prince tempt me from my lonely r^m this uight. 

i;r«i “■ ^ 

PhiiLlom-likc. as iu a mirror, ri»e the gniily . 

Th^ with hSnS of bloody banquet. lured the raron!* from the hill.- 

ji;r-»Hfx€=37iK »■-- ^ 

I t^L^ L-^’bS^d the column I Valbnt obi-fa of n.ighty oamw- 

Noble Perth 'h-un ^ ; 

Oh. for prophet eye* to untn- how the rt their ftn-.a. 

: .1 jS<bi^ 

And the cloudy b^tum cmmblca jj fn'hUps lope-thcr. 

And the ifanoy.-riao l.orw-men, I now V 

O ive me back my trusty comradc—g.vc me “y i 

Nowhere beat* the heart ao kindly as beneath the Urtan plaid 
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Flora 1 when thott wert beside me. in the wilds of far Kintail— 

When the cavern rave iia shelter from th? blindinj? sleet and liaU— 
When we lurk'd within the thicket, and, beneath the waning moon. 
Saw the sentry's bayonet glimmer, heard him chant his listless tun,— 
When tlio howling storm oertook us, drifting down the island's Ice, 
And our crazy bark was whirling like a nut^shcU on the sea— 

When the niglits were dark and dreary, and amidst the fern wo lay, 
Paint an<i fo<xiless, sore with travel, waiting for the streaks of day ; 
When thou wert an angel to me, watching my exhausted sleep— 
Never didst thou hear me murmur—couldst thou see how now I we<> p f 
—Bitter U'ars^nd sobs of anguish, unavailing though they bo— 

Oh I the brave—the brave and noble—that have died in vain for me ! 


VI.—SCENE BEFORE THE SIEGE OF CORINTH.—Lono Bthon. 

TriE night is past, and shines the sun as if that mom were a jocund 
on(% Lightly and brightly breaks away the Morning from her mantle 
gray, and the Noon will look on a sultry day.—Hark to the trump and 
the drum, and the mournful sound of the t>arbarous horn, and the fi.^p 
of iho banners th.at flit .as they're borne, and the neigh of the stcvd, and 
the multitude's hum, am) the clash, aud the shout ** They come I tliey 
come ! " The horsc-taiU are pluckul from the ground, and the sword 
from its sheath ; and they form, and but w.ait for the word. The 
sU^cds arc all \>ri<lled, and snort to the rein ; curved is each neck, and 
flowing each mane; white U the foam of their champ on the bit:— 
the spears arc uplifted ; the matches arc lit; the cannon are pointed, 
an<l rcaily to roar, and crush the wall they have crumbled tx-foro.— 
Forms in his phalanx each Janizar, Alp at their head ; his right arm is 
bare, so is the blade of liis scimitar ; the Khan and the Pachas arc «dl 
at their post; the Vizier himself at the bead of the host. “ When the 
culverin^H signal is 6red, then on I leave not in Corinth a living one— 
a priest at her altars—a chief iu her halls—a hearth in her mansioDf^— 
a stouc on her walls. Heaven and the Prophet—Alla Hu I Up to the 
skies w ith that wild halloo ! 

As the wolves that headlong go on the stalely buffalo, though, with 
fiery eyes, and angry roar, ana hoofs that stamp, and horns that gore, 
he tramples on earth, or tosses on high the foTx^most who rush on his 
strengto but to die; thus against the wall they went, thus the first 
were backward bent: even as they fell, iu files they lay, like the 
mower^s grass at the close of day, when hw work is done on the levelled 
plain: such was the fall of the foremost slaiu. As the spring^tidcs, 
with heavy plash, from the cliflfs, invading dash huge fragment^, 
sappod by tho ceaseless flow, till white and thundering down they go 
—like tho avalanche's snow on tho Alpine vales below—thus at 
length, out-breath'd and worn, Corinth's sons were downward borne by 
the long and oft*rencwed cliarge of tho Moslem multitude. In firm¬ 
ness they stood, and in masses they fell, heaped bv the host of the 
Infidel, hand to hand, and foot to foot; nothing tnore, savo death, 
was mute ; stroke, and thrust, and flash, and cry for quarter, or for 
victory. From the point of encountering blade to the hilt, sabres and 
swords with blood were gilt:—but the rampart is won—and tho spoil 
begun^—and all, but the after-camam, done. Shriller shrieks now 
mingling come from within the plunaerod dome. Hark, to tho haste 
of fi 3 riog feet, that splosh in the blood of the slippery street I 


VII.—SCENE AFTER THE SIEGE OF CORINTH.—Lord Byron. 
Alp wandered on, along the beach, till witliin the range of a carbine's 
reach of the Icaguered wall I but they saw him not, or how could 
be 'scaoc from the hostile shot ? Bid traitors lurk in the Christians^ 
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hold? Were thclr drc. and 

know not, m *oo^h ; Ifh'h^Ktoo.1 iKUtvxlh tho bastion's irowu, that 
there hi?s^ no town - Ihonk'h he heard the sound, 

flanked the sea-ward ° the scuttnel. a, hts un-.i-.uod 

and conid almost tell the j pacc-d it to and fro; and ho s-v" 

step on the stone d<ad th-.-ircarnival gor^mg 

the lean dogs beneath the ® too busy to bark at aiin ! 

and fro«»ingo'er«rwsand hmb . , 

From a Tartar’s skull, they hart sinpi crunchtjd o'er the whiter 

whrnitsfruit isfrcsh: andth^^^^ their edge grew dull, as 

skull, as it slipped tl,c dead, wh* n thev KCirco could 

they lauly n.umbhd „.e!l h ul they brofccna Imecring 

rif./from the V'?^ „ for th .t night’s rej.tvt. And Alp knew, 

fast with tho^ who had ^ ^ ' j for- ino-t of tic se were the 

by the tuiUins that rolh)<l on the s.ind^ ^.J j ^ maw.thc h.ivr was 
best of his baud. The sea p ^horc. ou the i.dge of ^ 

Srf.^rr?';'<'r.':i'id’'tha^ tTikL-d ..y ihc <>.. <>..■ 

’'“L'p turned him brS'’t<; dy'aB. ■>>t P 

nerves in tight ; hut b« , Jvini: scorched with the death-thirst, 

in the tide of their ^ ‘Sd-ng dead who arc p-vst ail pam.- 

and writhing m ram. than hour, whate’er be tho shajxs 

There is something of pride m tl p ri blecda, .and 
in which Death "J^X.^ n^t whet, all is past, it is humbUog to 
Honotir’s eve on daring ‘'5®'^’, d. ad. and see worms of 

tread o’er tlio bcists of the forc-st, all g.athenng there ; 

“an as thoir'prey.j^ioicing in hi.s dc-cay 

- —--BST nOMB. 

The city gates were humming hkc a hive: 

With buyers and the craft.-ro.in^« stroke wa.s nng.ng. 

Blithely on brass and ‘.^^ket-girl was smgmg; 

And blithely o'er »'« home- 

And blithely young V.rg nia t,^,t^n„ad in Rome. 

Ah 1 woe for vouug J!*®,f ber satchel on her arm, 

WiUi her e“*‘‘^hlets in hef^han^b^^^^^ or harm. 

Forth she went bounding . • the stalls in alleys gay. 

She crossc*! the . ^cry spot whereon 1 si-and this day, 

And just had reached the yc^s^ erewhile. 

When up the varlet “1" bceK with the true client s’u'le: 

He croochM bch.nd his ^.vohen features, and clenched tibt, 

He came with lowcnng caught her by U.e wn.t: 

And btrode acro^ Vugmia * j ^^camod wiU. lo.,k agliiU>t— 

Hard strove the frighted . j, jbe folk cain-t running fast , 

And at her «crcam rom rjght ^ 

And tho strong smith hlurajn.i g the maiden go: 

The caitiff reefed three yowled, in harsh foil tone, 

Yet glared be 1 but for mine own. 

** She’s mino, and I will ■ _a etolen away and sold, 

She U my slave, bom »“ “J ’ be was twelve houre old. 

The year of the sore sickness, ere sue wua 
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I wait or. Appiuj? Cl.'iodins ; I waited on his sire : 

I^t ikitn wlio work? th^ client wronp. beware the patron's ire I’* 

—But ere the varlct Nfarcu'^ n^am might seize the maid. 

Who clung tight to Mura^na*? ?kirt. and sobbed, and shrieked for aid, 
iorth througn the throng of gazers the young Icilias pressed, 

And stamped hi'^ font and rent his gown, and smote upon his breast. 
Ant} bork'>ned to the people, and, in bold voice and clear, 

1 ' ured thick and fust the burning words which tyrants quake to hear 3 

•' Now, by your children's cradles, now, by your fathers* graves, 

Re men tcMiay, Qnirites, or for ercr slaves ; 

the rile fox-i'tirth awe the race that stormed the lion’s den ? 
Hhall we. who conld not brook one lord, cnnich to the wickt'd Ten ? 
I.xult, ye proud Patricians f the hard-fought fight is o*cr: 

W (• strove for honour—*tu'as in vain : for freedom—’tis no more* 
r>ur very hearts, that were so high, sink down beneath your will: 
Riches, and lands, and power, an<i slate, ye have them—keep them still I 
Heap heavier still the fetters: bar closer etill the grate ; 

Patient as sheep wc yield us up unto your cruel hate 
Bnt, by the Shades b« neath of, and by the Gods above, 

Add not unto your crm l hale your yet more cruel love I 
Have yc not griceful iadi'-s, whoso spotless lineage springs 
From Consul;^ and high Pontiffs, and ancient Alban iCings ? 

who deign not on our paths to set their tender feet_ 

'W;o from their cars look down with scorn upon the wondering street^ 
Who. in Corinthian mirrors, their own proud smiles behold, 

And breathe of C.ipuan odoui-s, and shine with Spanish gold? 

Then Ji*ave the poor Plebeian his single tie to life*— 

The sweet, sw^*ct love of daughter, of sister, and of wife!— 

Snare us the inexpiable wrong, the unutterable shame, 

That turns the coward s heart to steel, the sluggard’s blood to ffame ; 

when our latest hope is fl d, ye taste of our despair, 

Ami b arn, by proof, in some wild hour, bow moch the >vretcbed dare ! ” 

* * e e * 

Straightway Virginias led the maid a little space aside, 

To where the recking shambles stood, piled up with horn and hide : 
Hard by, a flesher on a block had laid his whittle down— 

Virginiiis caught the whittle up, and hid it in his gown ; 

And then hLs eyes grew very dun, and hts throat began to swell, 

Amlin a hoarse, changed voice he spake, “Farewell, sweet child, farewelll 
Oh I liow I loved my darling 1 Though stem I sometimes bo. 

To thee, thou know’st, I was not so. Who could be so to thee ? 

And how my darling lov^d met How glad she was to bear 
My footstep on the threshold when I came back last year ( 

And how she danced with pleasure to see my civic crown, 

And took my sword, and hung it up, and brought m© forth my gown/ 
I^ow, uu those things are over—yes, all thy pretty ways— 

Thy needlework, Ihy prattle, thy snatches of old lays : 

And none will grieve when I go forth, or smUo when 1 return, 

Or watch beside the old in>»n’s bed, or weep upon his um* 

—1 ho tamo is conio I Sec, how ho points his isager hand this >vay I 
how has eyes gloat oa thy grief, like a kites u{>od the prvv. 
f little deems, that, aptimed, botniyed, botxft, 

lay father hath, in his despair, one fearful refuge left* 

He little docm?> that, in this hand, I clutch what etiU con save 
Thy gentle youth from taunts and blows, the portion of the slave ; 

1 eu. and from nameless evil, that passeth taunt and blow— 

I oul outrage, which thou knowest not, which thou sbalt never know I 
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Tocd clasp me rouad the neck ooce more^ aod gi^e tnc one more ki^s ; 
Afid now, mine ovrn dear little girl, there ie no war—bat this I ' 
—With that he lifU'd high the and euute her in the side. 

And in her blood she sank to cartli. and B'ith one sob she died ! 

Wheo Appius Giaudiu]» saw that deed, he eharidervdand sank down, 
And hid hi? face, aomc little space, with the corner of his gown, 

'iilJ, with wiiite Ups, and blood-shot eye*. Virgin ins tottered nigh. 

And stood before the judginent'Seat. and held the knife on high : 

Oh ! dwellers in 0\e net her gloom, avengers of the slain. 

By this dear blood I cry to you, do right between us twain ; 

And even as Appius Claudius hath dealt by me a ad mmc. 

Deal yon by AppiiisClanditui, and all the (Jlaudian line ! 

He %rrithed, and groaned a fearful groan, and then w*itb steadfast feet 
Stro«le right across the Mark* t-piacc into Sacrc-d Street. 

Then up sprang Appius Claudius: **Stop huxi : alive or dead! 

Ten thouiciud fKjnnds of copper to the m:in who brings his head I ** 

He looked iipua his clients—but nouc would work h:a will; 

He looked ut'on liin lictors—but Uu y trembled .and sio«>i still ; 

And, as Virginias tbroogh the prey's bis way in sU'iice cleft, 

Kver the mighty multitude fell back to right and left: 

And bo hath passed in safety unto his woiul hornet 

And there taVn horse to tell the C.iaip what deeds aro done in Rome ! 


IX.—THE LADY OF PKO^'ENyE.—Mits. Hk^iana 

Thr war*DOte of the Saracen was on Uic winds of France | it had 
stilled the barp of the troubadour, and the clash of the toumey's lance. 
The sounds of the f ca, and the sounds of the night, aud the hoUow ecbocu 
of charge and flight, were around Clotildc, as she knelt to pray in a 
chapel where the mighty lay, on Uio old Pr 0 vc 09 .il eliore: many a 
Cliatillon beneath, nostirrcd by th^* ringing tramMts* breathi hw ehroud 
of armour wore. But meekly the voice of the Lady rose through Uic 
trophi'is of their proud repose ; and her fragile frame, at every blast 
that full of the sarage war-horn passed, treuiliUiig, as trembles a bird’s 
quick heart when it vainly striven from its cage to oart^—so knelt she 
in her woo; a wceiKxr alone with tho lenrlons doA(! !—Oh. they reck 
not of tears o'er their quiet aJic/I. or the dit*t had stirred below I , . . . 

Hark 1 a swift stop: sbo bath ciught its tone through the dash of 
tho sea, through the wnld wind's moaru Is her lord rcturued with his 
conquering bauds V—No I a breathless vassal >>.'fore hersLinds ! ** H-ost 
tliou be**n on tho field? art thou come from the boi.t?’* '•From the 
slaughter, I^dy ! Alh all is lost 1 Our l»nncr‘^ arc taken—our 
knights laid low*—our AfKamico ch.\sed by the Paynim foe; and thy 
lord*—his voice U>ok a leuldcr sound—••thy lord—he is not on the 
bi«x>dy ground I There aro those who tell that the leader's plume was 
f^trx on the flight, through Uis gathering gloom !’* A change o’er her 
mitn and spirit i>a.ssed; she ruled the heart which liad beat so fust; 
she da^ed the tears fr*mi her kiinlliug eye, with a glance as of sudden 
royalty.—'^ Dost thou sUind by tlic tombs of the glorious dead, aud 
four not to say Uiat their son hath fled ? Away I—he is lying by 
lanoo and shield point mo the path to his battle field ! 

HLleotJy, with lips compressed, pale bands chispcd above her breast, 
stately brow of anguish high, death-liko chock but dauntless cyo— 
silently^ o’er that red plain, moved the Lady, 'midst the slain. She 
searched into many an unclosed eye, tliat looked without soul to the 
starry sky ; she bowed down o'ermany a shattered breast, she lifted up 
helmet aud cloven crest—not there, not there ho lay I •• Lead where 
the most bos been dared and done : where the heart of tho battio hath 
bled ;~lead on I" And the vassal took the way.^—Ho turned to a 
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dark and lonely tree that wared oVra fountain rod ; oh, swiftest there 
had the current free from noble reins bt^cn shed 1 Thickest tJjcre the 
ffpear-heads gleamed, and the scattered plumage streamed, and the 
broken shields were to««ed, and the shircred lances crossed—llE was 
THKRE I the leader amitist bu? band, where the faithful had made their 
last rain stand ; with the falchmn yet in his cold hand grasped, and 
his country's Ilag to his bosom clasprd !—She quelled in her sonl the 
deep floods of woe,—the time was not ret for th* ir wares to flow ; and 
a pvoTid smile shone o*er her nale dcr{>afr. as she turned to her followers ; 
—“Your lord is there ! look on him ! know him by scarf and crest! 
bear hiin away, wiih his sires to rest ?*' 

There is no plumed head o*cr the bier to l>end—no brother of battle 
—no princely friend:—by the fountain the raliant he—the flower 
of Prorenv-H chivalry, but OSK free step, and one lofty heart, bear 
through that scene, to the last, their part. “I hare won thy fame 
fiom the breath of wrong I nn'soul hath risen for thy glory strong ! 
row call me lienrc by thy side to be: the world thou IcarVt has no 
place for me. Give me my home on thy noble heart! well have wo 
ioTcd-let us both d'^part !” And pale on the breast of tho dc«ad she 
lay. the living che<‘k to the cheek of clay. The living cheek 1 oh, it 
wa«i not in rain that strife of the spirit, to rend its chain I—She is thoo, 
at rest, in Imt place of pride 1 in d^sith, how qucKU^Ilke !—a glorious 
bri<le ! From the long heart-withering early gone: she hath lircd— 
^llchat)l luved—her task i.s <loi)c ! 


X.—THE OLD CLOCK ON THE STATUS.—H, W. Lox(iFnu/>w. 
So>fi:wnAT back from the village street stands the oUl-fa'^hioned 
cotmtrj^-seat: across itantique portico tail poplar-trees their shadows 
throw, and from its station in thvhall an ancient timepiece says to 
all,—“ For ever—norer 1 never—for over \ ** Halfway up the stairs it 
stands, and pointa and beckons with its hands from its case of massive 
oak ; like a monk, who, under his cloak, crosses himself, and sighs, 
alas ! with sorrowful voice to all who pass,—“ Forever—never I never 
— for over I By day its voice is low' and light ; but in the silent dead 
of night, distinct as a passing footstep's fall, it echoes along the vacant 
hall, along the ceiling, along the floor, and seems to wvy, at each 
chainbcr-door,-“ For ever—never ! never—for over Through days 
of Rorrow and of mirth, through days of death and days of birth, 
through every swift vicissitude of chaogeful time, unchanged it has 
stood ; and as if, like God, it all things saw, it calmly repeats tho«o 
words of a\Ye,—‘‘ For ever—never 1 never—for ever I 
In that mansion used to be free-hearted Hospitality ; his great firos 
up the chimney roared ; the stranger fcastt'd at nis board ; but, like the 
skeleton at the feast, that warning timepiece never ceased,—*^ For ever 
—never ! never—for evvr ! There groups of merry diildren played, 
there youths and maidens dreaming strayed : O prccions hours ! O 
gohlcn prime, and affluenco of love and lime I Even as a miser counts 
his gold, those hours the ancient timepiece told,—“ For ever—never 1 
never-for ever I From that chamber, clothed in white the bride came 
forth on her wedding night; there, in that silent room below, the dead 
lay in hid shroud of snow I and in the htish, that followed the prayer, was 
heard the old clock on the stair.—For ever—never I never—for ever 1 
All are scattered now and flea, some are married, some are dead, and 
when X ask, with throbs of pain, *‘Ah when shall they all meet 
again? * as in the days long since gone by, the ancient timepiece 
makes reply,—^ For ever—never I never—for ever I ” Never herc> for 
ever there, where all parting, pain, and care, and death, and time, shall 
di.sapp€ar^—for ever there, but never here I The horologe of Eternity 
eayctn this incessautlri****' For ever—never I never—for ever I 
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XI.—iLiRY QUEEN OF SCOT.?.—H. G. Bbli.. 

I look’d far bick into other year«. auJ lo 5 io bright array, 

I saw, aji in a dream, ibo forms of ages passed away. 

It was a sUtolr consent, with its old and lolly walls, 

And gardens witD their broad irreen walks, where soft the footsteo 
falls ; 

And o’er the anti<tuo dial-stone the crevping shadow pa.Mcd, 

And all aronnd the noou-<iay sun a dro\\sy mdumce cast. 

No found of btHV life was heard, save, from the cloister dim, 

1 he tinkling of the silver bell, or the sisters* holy hymn. 

And there nvc noble m.iidcns f^at bf Heath the orchard trees. 

In that 6rft budding spring of youth, when all its prospects please ; 
And little recked they, wh'n they sang, or knelt at ve.spvr prayers, 
'ihat Scotland know no prouder u.in:es—h*.'ld none more dear tiian 
theirs : 

And little even the loveliest thought, before the holy shrin^', 

Of royal blood and high ihscoot from the ancient Sinarl liLc : 

Calmly her happy days flew on, uncounP d iu th**ir flight, 

Aod as they flew, tlicy loft bedund a Icng-continuing light. 

The scene was changed. It waa the court, the guy court of Dourbon, 
And 'Death a thousand silver lainp^, a thou<.ind or>urtiera throii^' ; 

And proudly kindle^ Hmry's ere—well ple.iSed, 1 wceu, to see 
The land .tsscmble all its wi alih of grace and chivalry:— 

But fairer far thau all the re^t uho bx^k on fortune’s tide, 

EtTnlgcot in th«» hght of youth, ia she, the new-made bride \ 

The homage of a tl»ou.sauu hearts—the fond, dot'p love of one— 

The ho|K's that dance around a life t^hofe channs .are but begun,— 
They lighten up her chestuut eye, tJiey mantle o'er her che< k, 

Tlury sparkle oo her open brow, and high-souhd joy be speak : 

Ah ! whoi^liall bl.arne, if fcarce that day. through all its bnllia);t hours. 
.She thought of that(|uiet convent'f calm, iiAHun^hine and its tlo>Ncrs? 

The sc<*nc was ch.aDg<d. It w a^ a b.ark that flow ly held it.< way. 
And o'er lee the c<>iu»t of Kr.!tice in the light of evening lay ; 

And on its d« ck .a Ridy ie\t, w)io gazed with tearful eyes 
Upon the f.u^t recoding liiiJs, that dim an<i diftant rise. 

No marve l that the Lady wept,—there was no laud on cartli 
She loved like tliat dear land, although she owed it not her V^irth : 

It was her mother's land, tlic land of cliihJhood and of friend.'^,— 

It was the land where she had found for ail her griefs anu iid^,— 

The Land v'hcre her dc*ad husband slept—the laud where she hud known 
The tranq’di convent's hushedrof>o>e, and the splendours uf a throne: 
No marvel that the Lsidy wept—it was the land of France— 

The choeen home of chivalry—the garden of romance I 

The past was bright, like those dear hilU so far behind her bark ; 

The future, like the gathering nighty was ominous and dark I 

One gaze again—ooe long, hist gox^—^ Adieu, fair France, to thee I'* 

The breeze comes forth—she is alone on the uDcon^ciouB S4*a ! 

The scene was cliooged. It was an eve of raw aod surly mood, 

And ID a tarret-chamber high of ancient Ilolyruod 

Sat Mary, listening to the raio, and sighing with the w inds, 

That seemed to suit the stormy state of men's uno;i taui minds. 

The touch of care bad blanched her cheek—her smile w.as sadder now, 
The woi^t of realty had prcAfod too heavy oo her brow ; 

And traitors to her cooncils came, and rebels to the field 
The Stoart scupran well she swayed, but the BWOliD she could not 
wield. 

She thought of all herblighu*d hopes—the dreams of youth’s brief day. 
And smncioDod Riuio W'lth his late, and bade the nunsUcl piny 
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The songs she loved in early years—the eongs of gay Naraire, 

The sonf?s perchance that erst were sung by gallant Chatelar: 

They half beguiled her of her carets, they soothed her into smiles. 

They won her thoughts from bigot real, and fierce domestic broils:— 
But hark ! the tramp of aroiM men ! the Douglas* battle-cry ! 

They come—they come I—:uid lo ! the scowl of Ruthvcn*s hollow ere ! 
And swortls are tlrawn, and daggers gleam, and tears and words are 
rain— 

The niifian steel is In his heart—the faithful Rizzio*s slain I 
Then Mary Stuart dashed aside the le«ars that trickling fell : 

Now for my father’s arm ! ’* she said; my woman’s heart, farewell ! *' 
The scene waschangcil. It was a lake, with one small lonely isle, 
And there, within the prison-walls of its baronial pile, 

men stood menacing their queen, till she should stoop to sign 

The tniitorons scroll that snatched the crown from her ancestral lin^*:_ 

• My lords, my lord^ I ** the captive said,'' were I but once more free, 
\\ ith ten good knights on yonder shore, to aid my cause and me, 

That parchment would I saittcr wide to every breeze that blows, 

An<l once more reign a Stuart-qm^en o’er my remorseless foes I** 

A red spot bume<l upon her check—streamed her rich tresses donm, 
She wrote the word?*—she stood erect—a queen >Tithont a crown f 
The scene >vas changed. A royal host a royal banner bore, 

Aud the faithful of the land stood ronnd their smiling queen once 
more j— 

Fho staytKl her steed upon a hill—she saw them marching by— 

She heard their shouts—she read success in every ftasliing eye*— 

1 he tumult of the strife l>egins—it roar?»—it dies away : 

And Mary’s troops and banners now, and courtiers—where arc they ? 
Sc'attered and Btro>vn. aud flying far, defenceless and undone • 

Alas ! to think what she has lost, and all that guilt has won ! 

—Away ! away 1 thy gallant steed must act no laggard’s part ; 
xet vain his speed^-for thou dost bear the arrow in thy heart! 

The scene was changed. ^ Beside the block a sullen beadsman stood. 
And gleamed the browl axo in his hand, that soon must drip with blooil. 
N\ ith slow nod steady step there came a Lady through the hall. 

And breathless silence chained the lips, and touched tho hearta of alL 
I knew that tjuecnly form again, though blighted was its bloom,— 

I saw that gnef had deckc^ it out—an offering for tho tomb ! 

I knew tho eyo, though faint its light, that once sobrightW slione : 

1 know tlie Toicc, though feeble now, that thrilled with every tone; 

1 know the ringlets, almost gray, once threads of living gold; 

I knew that bounding grace of step—that symmetry of mould ! 

Kvou now I 600 her far away, in that calm convent aisle, 

1 hear her chant hor vesper hymn, I mark her holy smile,— 

Eren now I seo her bursting forth, upon tho bridal morn, 

A new star in the firmament, to light and glory born • 

Alas I the change* 1—she placed her foot upon a triple throne, 

Aud on the scalfold uow she stands—beside the block— alonc ! 

Tho little dog that heks her hand—the last of all the crowd 
Who suoned themselves beneath her glance, and round her footsteps 
bowed I 

—Her neck is bared—the blow is struck—the soul is paa^^ed away ; 
The bright^tbe beautiful—is now a bleeding piece of clay ! 

The dog is moaning piteously ; and, as it gurgles o’er, 

Laps the warm bloM that tnckling runs unheeded to the floor ! 

The blood of beauty, wealth, and power—the heart-blood of a queen— 
Tho noblest of the Stuart race—the fairest earth has seen,— 

I»apped by a dog !—a solemn text!—Go, think of it idone ; 

Then weigh, against a gmin of sand, tho glories of a throne f 
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SIL—ON MODERN GREECE,— Lord Btrok. 

Thr ’^Grecce f tiJC i«l s of Greece! %Yh.ro buriiing S,u>p)uY 

loviid and sun*? ; where <^e>v ilic arU of war aud peace ; whe/e Dch ^ 
rose, a lid Pheebus sprun^r ^‘torn-il sumrrier gilds them ytt—but all, 
exceyu tlieir hud, Ls set ! '1*1 ic ScLin au<l the T* a an ma>e, the hero's 
the lover's lute, havo fouud th^ fame yonr shoro.s r<*fnfie :—tlieir p! h'*. 
of birth alone Js mate to soumU. whicu »'cho farther wc-st t)jan yoi r 
-s‘rcs' “ Islands of the blessed.” The moutit.uas look on Marathon, uh I 
M irathoii looks on Ihc^^'ca ; and musing there an hour, aJone. I dream I 
—that Greece? might ^till he free • for, st.Lndiiigoa the Per>u:i’.s grav., 
I could not dtcm nivs^elf a A:\tc. 

j A king RAt oo the ro^ ky br**w which lc*oks oVr St'a-born S^vlamls; 
hrid ship**, by IhouKands, l.iy b» low.nnd rm-n, in iritious—all w^rc h.^ ! 
fH ? cviuntcd ihi-m at brc^ik of day—and uhvn the snn set, where were 
fhey ? And wiifta are they? and wIhtc art th<»:i, iny country ?—Ori thy 
voic<.lc<s hhons the heroic lay Ls tnnLd.2^s now—the hcro;c b«^^ombcan 
no more! And must thy lyre, so long divinr, dogunorat** into liai.iU 
like mine ? ’T».h ^omethinL'. in the <l< ai th of f.mic, tnoinrh link .d among 


a 


fettered race, to foci at lc.w»t a patriut*45 shann*,ev.-n as I bin 


for Greeks, a blu 


siif'iaj-o 
UfiU 


h * for 


my face ! for, what is left the poet ln.ro ?• 

On^ece, a t^/ur I 

MuaI we bill wt'cp o'er days more blcss’d? Mu«t we bnt blu^h ?— 
our fathers bk*d. Earth ! rend*T back from out the breast a reoaiant of 
onr Sriartan dead ! Of the Three Hundred, grant tnt three, to make a 
li^'WThermopylae!-^—What, silent still ? ami Hileut all ?—Ah, no !—the 
Toici '9 of the dead Round like a distant torrent's fall, and answer, ** I/ t 
one living head, but one an.**c.—wc com^, w.* roTo<‘!Tis but the 
living who an? dumb. In vain ! in vaiu !—•Strike otln^r chonls.—Fill 
high the cup with Samian winr ! kan* kittles to the Turkish horde-, 
and fihed the bhxxi of Scio's vine I Hark ! rising to the ignoble call, 
how anBWcr>i each bold bacchanal ! — You nave the Pyrrhic daLC4^ js 
yet; where is the Pyirhic phalanx goo** ? Of two suen why 

xorget the Dobh.r audtlie manlir^r on*^? You have the IctUrs Cadiniie 
gave—think yc ho meant them for a slave ? 

^ Fill high tlie l>owl of S;imian svine ! wo will not think of themes 
like thes-?; it in«ulc Anacreou's soag divine : he s rved —But served 
Polycrate.H—A tyrant 1 " But our masters then wen* still, at Je;ist, our 
country me u. The tyrant of the Chersoucso was fre doin's best .aid 
braT 0 >*t friend ; that tyrant w.is Miltiadca 1 Oh ! tliat the prv.«ent hour 
would lend another dcsj>ot of the kind I such chains as Iiib were sure 
to bind. FLU high the bowl with SatnLin wine ?—Ou Soli's rock and 
Parga's shore, cxbUs the remnant of a line sucJi as the Doric mothers 
bore; and there, perhaps, some soed is sown, Uie Ueracleidan blood 
might own. Trust not for freedom to tlie Franks—they have a king 
who buys and sells : in native sword.H, and native ranks, the only ho[>o 
of courage dwells ; but TurkUb force, and I^tin fraud, would break 
your shield, however broad. • . • Place mo on Sunium's marble steep, 
where nothing, save the waves and 1, may hear our mutual munuars 
sweep; there, swandiku, let me sing and die ; a land of f Laves shall 
ne'er bo mine—doali dow*a you cup of Samian wine I 


XIIL—MARCO BOZZABlS^—HAbLKCR. 

At midnight, in hU guarded tent, the Tnrk was dreaming of tbo hour 
when Greece, her knee in soppliauce bent, should tromble at his 
power ; in dreams, through camp and court he bore the trophies of a 
conqueror I in dreams, h^ song of triumph heardy—then, w'oro that 
monarch's signet ring ; then, pressed that monarch'^s throne—a king I 
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—as wild histhoiiRhts* and ffay of wioff, as Bdon’s garden bird!_At 

midpjght, m the forest shades, Bozzaru ranged his Suliote band, trac 
as the steel of their tried blades,—heroes to heart and hand. There 
had the Persian's tliousands stood, there had the glad earth drunk their 
blood on old Platxa's day: and now these breathed that haunted air— 
the sons of sires who conquered there—with arm to .strike and soul to 
dare, as quick, as far as they \ 

An hour passed on :_tho’Turk awoke that bright dream was bis 
last ^}ie u <*kc—to hear his sentries shriek, •' To arms !—they come — 
the Greek ! the Greek J" He woke to die,—•midst flame, and smoke, 
and shout, and groan, and sabre-stroke, and death-shots fallin<» thick 
and fast, like forest-pioes before the blast, or lightnings from the 
mounUm-cIoud ; and heard, with voice as trumpet loud. Bozzaris cheer 
hi? band; “ btriko—till the last arm’d foe expires! strike—for your 
alt^irs and your fires I strike—for the green graves of your sires !— 
Hvaven—and your native land ! 

They foucht like brave m;n, lonff and weU ; they pi!e<l thAt around 
with Moslem shun ; they conquen-d !—but Bozraris fell, bleedinp at 
evory vein Uis frw surviving comrades saw his smile, when rail‘d 
th ir proud hurrah, and the red field was won ; then saw in death hi" 
eyelids close, calmly as to a night's roposo, like llowcis at set of sun 
-—Come U> the bndal chamlter, Di-ath * come to the mother’s, wheu 
she f.-els for the first time her fu-st-boru's breath; come when the 
blessed seals which close the pestilence are broke, and crowd.xl cities 
wail its stroke ; come, m Consumption's ghastly form, tlic Earthquake- 
Bh.>ek theOccao-storm ; come, wV>n the heart beats high and warm 
with Iwuquct-song. nnd dance, ami wine,—and thou art terrible !—the 
tear, the groan, the knell, the pall, the bier, and all weknow, or dream or 
fenr of agony, arc thine I But to the hero, when hia sword has won the 
ba tie for the free, thy voice sounds like a prophet’s word ; and in its 
hollow tones arc hoard the thanks of millions, yet to be I—Boizaris * 
she who Mve thee birth, will, by the pilgrim^ircled hearth, talk of thy 
doom without a sigh; for thou art Freedom’s now, .and Fame's,—one 
of the few, the immortal names, that were not bom to die ! 


XIY.—LORD WILLIAM.— Rodkut Sootbet. 

K« plugged yo»ng Edmund in the stream ; 

No human ear but William s hoard young Edmund's drowning scream 
Bubmissive, all the vassals owned the muitlerer for their lord • 

And he—as rightful heir—possessed the house of Erlingford. ’ 

The ancient house of Erlingford stood in a fair domain. 

And Severn 8 ample waters near, rolled through the fertile plain • 

And often the wayfaring man would love to linger tliore. 

Forgetful of his onward road, to gaze on scenes so fair. 

But never could Lord William dare to gaze on Severn's stream ! 

‘‘f young Edmund scream ! 

In vain, at midnight s silent hour, sleep closed the murderer's eyes • 
In evc^ dream the murderer saw young Edmund's form arise ! 

—lo other chmes the pilgrim fled—but could not fly drapair; 
Hesought his home again—but peace was stilla stranger there. 

Slow went the passing hours, yet swift the months appeared to roll • 
^d now the day returned, that shook with terror William's soul— 

A day that W illiam never felt return without dismay : 

For, w^l had conscience calendar’d young Edmund's dying day 
A Wful day ww that! tho rains fell fast with tempest roar. 

And tho swoln tide of Severn spread far on the level shore. 
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—In rain Lord William 50Q\;ht the fcaat. in vaiu he q^uSed the bowl, 
And strove, with noisy mirth, U>drown tne ancuish of his soul ; — 
The tcmfK:St, as its tndUcti swell in ^ustj how lings catue. 

With cold and death-liicc feohngs seemed to thrill his shuddering frame. 
Reluctant, now, as night came on, his lonely couch he press.h; 

And wearied out> he sank to sleep,—to sleep—but not to rest! 
—Beside that couch, bis brother's torm. Lord Edmund, seemed to st And ! 
Such, and so pale, as when in death he grasi>ed bis brother's Land; 
Such, and so pile his face, as %vhen with faint and falurmg tongu**, 
To William's care—a dying charge !—he K ft his or|)h.iU son. 

^ 1 bade tb*>e with a father's lovv luy orphan Edmund guard— 

Well, William, hast thou kept thy chaigc ! now take thy due reward !" 
—He started up—<*ach limb convulsed with agonumg fear : 

He only beard the storm of night,— twas music to hw ear I 
When, lo ! the voice of loud alarm nis inmo.^t soul appals: 

** ^\T)at ho I Lord WiilLim, rise m haste ! the water .saps thy walls ! " 
He rose in haate .—beneath the wull.s ho saw the Hoo^l appear ! 

It bemmod him round-'twas midnight Low—no ha man an! wan n<?ar ' 
—He heard the shout of joy I—for now a brat approached the wall ; 
And eager lO the welcome aid they crowd for safety nil.— 

** My boat is small,'' the boatman cried, ^ 'twill bear but one aw.ay : 
Cumc in, Loid William ! and do ye in Ucaveu's protection slay." 

Strange feelings fille<l them as ho spoLe, even in tbiit hour of woe, 
Tliat, save their lord, there was not one who wb^lusl with him to go. 
But William ieape<l into the boat, his t<*rror was so son;; 

** Thou shalt h;ivc half my gold, " he cneJ. ** Haste I —haste to yonder 
idiore V 

The b^iatmau plied the oar ; the boat went light along the stream ;— 
Sudden Ix)ni Wiliiaio heard a cry, hko LMmtind's drowning sen atn ! 
The boatman panned : Methought 1 ln*ard a child's distressful cry ! ’ 
but the howling wind of night," I.A)rd William made reply. 

**Haste *4 —haste t^ply Bwiit and strong the oar! haste I —haste acro.^s 
the stream ! " 

Anin Lord Wtlliaiu heard a cry, like Efiruund's droi^uing scream I 
I heard a child's dintrc-n^ful voice, " the iKsitinan said agaiu. 

** Hay, hasten on 1—the night is dark—and we should search in vaiu ! ' 

^ And oh t Lord William, dost thou know how dreadful 'Its to di** 

And caiuit thou without pitying hear a child's ox[>1 ring cry V 
Uow horrible it is to sink beneath Che chilly strvaiu, 

To stretch the powerless arms in vaio, in vaiu for help to scream !' 

The shriek again was heard : it came more deep, more piercing loud . 
That instant o'er the flcHxl the moon slione through a broken cloud ; 
And near them they beheld a cbiM—upon a cntg be stood— 

A little crag, and all around was spread the rising flood. 

The boatman plied the oar—the boat approached his resting plac<^— 
The mooD*be.4m Hhooe upon the child—and showed how polo nU face I 
“ Now reach thine hand !" the boatman cried, ** Lord William, reach and 
save I 

The child stretched forth his little hands—to grasp the hand ho gave I 
Then WilUam sliriekod ; the liaod be touched was cold, and damp, and 
dead I 

Ho felt young Edcnnnd in his arms I a heavier weight tlion lead I 
•• Oh, mercy t help ! ” l^rd William cried, “ the waters o’er oo flow I " 
** No-*to a cliild's expiring cries no mercy didst thou show I** 

Tho boat sunk down, Uie murderer sank, beneath the avenging stream ; 
He rose, he shrieked—no human ear heard William's drowmng scream I 
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XV —COMBAT BETWEEN FITZ-.TAMES AND RODERICK 

DHD.—Sm WAI.TKR Scott. 

Tnn Chief in silence strode before, .and reached that torrent’s 
s<.«iadinc shore ; and here hU course the Chu ftaiu stayed, threw do«^ 
hi« t.iro'et and his plaid, and to the Lowland warrior said:—' Bold 
Saxnn ! to his promise just. Vich-Alpine h.-i* discharged his trust. 
This murd-rous rhief, this ruthles-s man, this load of a rebiUious cla^ 
liAih li<l thee safe throu^'h watch ami ward* far past Clan-AlpiDe S 
outmost Now', man to Du'uit and steel to stt.cl, a Chieftains 

vcn^ciiticc thou shalt fed. S^*** hcTs*. all *vaiifagcl<'»^s I armecl^ 

like thyself, tvitii siufjlc hr.iucl ; for this is CoihiUtoglc fo: J. and thou 
millet kf*cp the*' with thv 8word ! '* 

Tin* paus il:—“ I iic cr d'l.aved, when foi^min bade me draw 

IDy blade ; nay, more, brave Chi 'f, t vowed thv do*ith : yet, sure, thy 
fair and jjenerous faith, aud my deep debt for life pr» de rved, a better 
inced have well descrvcxl nought but blood our feud atone? 

arc there no nieansV^'—*‘Nn, Stranyer, none I And hc,y.—to 6re thy 
r^a^r|:JiDg zeal,—the Sixon cause vc'*ts on thy sted ; for tmis spoke 
FatJ-, by prophet bro<l lictweon the living and the dead, * n ho spills 
the fon^oiodt focmau'ft life, his pai-ty conquers iu the strife.* 

“Then, by my word/* the Saxon said, “tbo riddle is already read. 
Sc'k yoiid<*r brake beneath the cliff—thvrc licsR^d Murdoch, stark 
:uid stiff. Thus Fate hath solved her prophecy ; theu yi.dd to Fate» 
and not to me. ' 

Park lightoing Bashed from Roderick's eye ‘‘Soars thy pre¬ 
sumption thco so high, because a wretched kero ye slew, homage to 
iinrae to R<xierick Dhu ? he yields not, ho, to man—nor Fate 1 Thou 
add’st but fuel to my hate :—my clansman's blood demands revenge 1 
—Not yet prepared ?—Saxon I I change my thought, and hold thy 
valour light as that of some vain carpet-knight, who ill deserved my 
courteous care, and whose best boast is but to wear a braid of his 
fair lady's hair.** 

** 1 thank thco. Roderick, for the word I it nerves my heart, it stooH 
my sword ; for 1 have sworn Uiis braid to stain in the best blood that 
warms thy vein. Now, trucc> farewell I and ruth, begone !—yet 
think not that by thee alone, proud Chief! can courtesy bo shown. 
Though not from copse, or heath, or cairn, start at my whistle clans* 
men stern, of this small horn ouc feeble blast would fearful odds 
ag;unpt thee cast. But fear not—doobt not—which thou wilt;—wo 
try this quarrel hilt to hilt 1'*— 

Then each at once his falchion drew ; each on the ground his scabbard 
throw ; each looked to sun, and stream, and plain, as what ho no*er 
might ace again ; then foot, and point, and eye op|>osed, in dubious 
strife they darkly closed 1 

Three times in closing strife they stood, and thrice the Saxon blade 
drank blood; no stinted draught, no scanty tide—the gushing flood 
the tartans dyed. Fierce R^erick felt the fatal drain, and showered 
hia blows like wintry rain ; and, as firm rock, or castle roof, against 
tho winter-shower is proof, the foe, invulnerable still, foiled his wild 
rage by steady skill; till, at advantage ta*cn, his brand forced Roderick's 
weapon from his hand, and, oackwarda borne upon the lea, brought 
the proud Chieftain to his knee. 

‘‘Now, yield thee, or, by Him who made the world, thy heart's 
blood dyes my blade 1" 

Thy threats, thy mercy, I defy 1 let recreant yield, who fears to 
die, *'— 

Like adder darting from his coil, like wolf that dashes through the 
tc41,like mountain-cat that guards her young,full at Fits-James's throat 
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he sprang; ; received, bul recked not of rv wonnd, aod locked his 
hi^ l^maQ rouuiL—Now, jrallant Saxon, hold thine own ! no maid»^u's 
urtn w round ihec thrown I that dvsperate gra^p thy might feel, 

through bars of bnws and triple eteel!—Tiiey tug, they strain ?—<iowii, 
down tlKT go, the Gael above, Fitz-James below. Tlie Cliieflviin’s 
grip bis tnroat o^mprossod, his knee was planted on his breast; his 
clotted locks ho backward threw ; across his brow his h.and ho drew, 
from blood and mist to clear his sight ; then gleamed aloft his dagger 
briglit!—But halo and fury ill suppl*e<l the stresim of life's oxhanstH) 
tide, and all too lat« the advantage came to turn the od<)s of d*;adly 
game; for, while the dagger gle.amcd on high, rocletl soiU and sense*, 
r»-*eled brain and eye ! l>owu cauic the blow ! but m the heath the 
erring blade found bloo<llc!sS sheath. Tli«' struggling foo mav now 
liucUsp the famting Chier^ relaxing grasp. Uuwouoded fro'm the 
dreadful close, but broathlej?s all, Fiiz-Jamcs arose. 


XTL—THE DVING GLAUIATOU.—Lono Brnos. 

At 1 here the hur.z of eager nations ran. 

In murmured pity, or loud roared apphtusc. 

As man was slaughtered bv hi a fellow^mau— 

And wherefore slaughtered? Wherefore? but because 
Such were the bloody circu.s* genial laws, 

And the im(>erial pU*asure t—wherefore not ?— 

What matters where wc fall, to till the maws 
Of worms,—on baltle«plain, or spot? 

Both are hut theatrcj, where the chief actors rot, 

I see lx fore me the Gladiator He ; 

He bans upon his hand ; liis m;iDly brow 
Crmsents to d<*:vth, hut c^Miqiicrs agony !— 

And hU drooped litsid sinks gradually low : 

And, from his t^ide, the last drop4, ebbing kIow 
Through the red gash, fall heavy, oue by one, 

Like tiielirrt of .a thundiT- ihowcr : ntid nov/ 

The arena swims around him—h** is gone I— 

Ere &.*adcd the inhuiman diout which haded the wrctdi who worn 

He heard it, but be |je«fd<.*<l not—his eyes 
Were with his lu'art, and that was far away: 

He recked nut of the life he lost, or prir.**, 

Bul where his rude hut hy the Uauiibe lay; 

There, were his young barbarians all at pl »y~ 

There, was their Dacian mother !—he, tb<dr ^rc, 

Butchered, to make a Botnaii holiday 1— 

AU tbm nished with bis blood I Sh.aU he expire, 

And unavenged ?— Arise, yc OoUls, and glut your iro I 

XVII.—THE PROGRESS OF MADNESS—M. G. Lewis, V ^ 
Btay, gaoler I stay, and hear my woe ! be is not mad who kneels to thee; 
For what I*m now too well I know, and what 1 wa.s—and what .^'hould be f 
ril rave no more in proud despair—my laoguago shall be mild, though 
sad ; 

Bat yet I'U 6rmly, truly swear, I am not mad 1 I am not mad 1 
My ^raot foeslxive forged the tale, which chains mo in this dismal cell I 
My rate unknown my friciids bewail^^h ! gaoler, hasto that fate to 
ton ! 

Oh I haste my father's heart to cheer; bis heart at once ^twill grieve 
Md glad, 

To know, though chained a captive here, I am not mad ! I am not mad 1 

20 
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He smilcf? 5o scorn—he turns the key—he quits the grate—I knelt in 

! . • I 

HisgUnuncrin jx hitnp still, still I see—*tis gone—and all is gloom again . 

Cold, bitter cold !—no warmth, no light I Life, all thy comforts once I 
had ! 

Yet heiv I’m chained, this frwzing night, although not mad I no, no— 
not mud 1 

T’w sure some dream—some Tision rain 1 WTiat! I the child of rank 
and wealth I 

Am I the wretch who clanks this chain,bereft of freedom, friends and 
health ? 

Ah J while I dwell on blessings fled, which never more my heart must 
glad. 

How aches my heart, how bums my head I but 'tia not mad 1 it is not 
luad ! 

Hast thou, my child, forgot ere tlib a parent’s face, a parent's tongue ? 

I’ll nc’ei* forget thy parting kiss, nor round my neck how fast you 
clung ! 

Nor how with me you sued to stay, nor how that suit my foes forbade ; 

Nor how—I'll drive such thoughts away—they’ll make me mad; thej*'U 
make me mad I 

Thy ro^<y Ups, how sweet they smiled ! thy mild blue eyes, how bright 
they shone ! 

None ever saw a lovelier child ! and art thou now for ever cone ? 

Aud must 1 never see tliee more, my pretty, pretty, pretty lad ? 

I will be free i—Unbar the door ! 1 am not mad 1 I am not mad ! 

Oh, hark ! what moan those yells and cries? His chain some furious 
madman bivaksl 

He eomes I I see his glaring eyes I now, now, my dungeon^grate lie 
shakes 1 

Help I help !—He's gone I-O fearful woe, such screams to hear, such 

sights to see! 

My brain, my brain ! I know, I know I am not mad—but soon shall be!— 

Yes, soon I for lo now, w*hile I speak, mark how yon demon's cyc*balU 
glare! 

He sees me !—now with dreadful shriek, he whirls a serpent high in 
air I 

Horror t the reptile strikes his tooth deep in my heart, so crashed and 
sad I 

Ay, laugh, ye fiends I I feel the truth t your task is done—I'm mad 1 
I'm mad I 


XVIII.—THE CONVICT SHIP.—T. K. Hkbvey. 

Moun on the waters I—and purple and bright bursts on the billows 
the flashing of light; o'er the glad waves, like a child of the sun, see 
the toll vessel goes gallantly on ; full to the breese she unbosoms her 
sail, and her pennon streams onward, like hope, in the gale. The 
winds come around her, with murmur and song, and the surges rejoice 
as they bear her along. See I she looks up to the golden-edged clouds, 
aud the sjulor singe gaily aloft in her shrouds; onward she glides, 
amid ripple and spray, over the waters, away and away I bri^t, as 
the visions of youth ere thov part; passing away, like a dream of the 
heart 1—Who, as the bcautind pageant sw-^eps by, music around her 
and sunshine on high, pauses to think, amid glitter and glow, ^Oht 
there be hearts that are breaking, below I 

Night on the waves !—and the moon is on high* hung like a gem on 
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the brow of the skj*; treading its depths in t!ie power of her 
and turninj' the clouds, as they pass her. to h'^ht. Look to :hc 
waiters I asleep oo Ihelr bf-.'ast. B *euis not the 5>hip like an ijland of 
rest,—bright and alon^ou the shadowy main, like a heart-ch» rishcd 
borne on some desolate plain ? Wuo,—:is she «niih*s in the ^-ilvcry li^ht. 
spreadinj^ her win^s on the bosom of Oi^rht, alone on the deep, as tUo 
moon in the sky, a p^lu^titom of beauty.—could deem, with a si.:h. 
that so lorely a thio^ is the mansion of bin, and souls tbat arc smitten 
lie burstinjf within? Who. he watclies h*»r silently gl id ini', re- 
n»'/aiber5 that wavo after ware is dividing bo**orns that sorrow' and 
guilt could not sever—h'^art** that are parte 1, and broken forever? 
or dreams that he watches, adoat on the wave, th ; tleath*bed of hope, 
or the yoiiDg spirit's grave? 

’’ru thus with our life : while it pa^s?* along, like .a vessel at sea, 
amid suonhine and son;?, gaily we glide \n tlic gaze of the world, with 
stn amers afloat, and 'vith canvas uufiirhKl ; all gladneM and glory to 
wandering eyes—but chartere<i by sorrow, and freighted with sighs I 
Fading and false is the aspect it wears, xs the smiles we put on ju't 
ba cover onr tears ; and the withering thoughts that the world canuol 
know, like heartbroken exiles, lie burning below ; whilst tli** vcs^. l 
drives on to that d'.'sul.ate shore, where the dreams of our cJuldhood 
arc vauished and o'er. 


XIX.—ORANGE AND GREEN.— Ger.klo GnirKlK. 

Thk night w.as falling dreary in merry Band on town. 

Wbvu in his cottage weary an Orange man lay down. 

The summer sun io splendour had set u]>on the vale. 

And sliouts of “No surrender I" arose upon the gale. 

H^idc the waters, laving the fc' t of ac<.sl tre*^. 

The Orange banners waving, flew boldly in the breeze— 

In mighty chorus meeting, a hundred voices join, 

And fife and drum were l>catiug the Brittle of the Boyne. ** 

Ha i toward his cottag** hieing, what form is speeding now, 
From yonder thicket flying, v^ith bb>cKl upon his brow ? 

** Hide—hide me, worthy stranger, though (JrevD my colour b?, 
And in the <lay of danger may Heaven rvmomber thee ! 

In yonder rale contending alone against that crew. 

My life and limbs defending, an Orangeman I slew. 

—Hark I hear that fearful warning ! there s death in every ton^ 
Oh^ save my life till morning, and Heaven prolong your own." 

TTie Orange heart was melted in pity to the Orcon; 

He heard the tale, aud felt it his very soul m ithin. 

Dread not that angry warning, though death be in its tone- 
ill nave your life till morning, or I will lose niy own." 

Now, round hU lowly dwelling the angry torrent prusuied, 

A hundred voices swelling, the Orangemaa ari<lrcsied— 

Arise, arise, and follow the chase along th : plaiii 1 
111 yonder stony hollow your only son is slain I" 

\Vitb rising shouts they gather upon tbo track amain, 

Aud leave the cliildlcss father agliast wnth sodden pain. 

Re seeks the righted stranger in covert where he lay— 

Arise I" ho said, “all danger is gone and passed away I 
I harl a son—one only, one lovM as my life ; 

Thy hand has left me lonely, in that accurst strife. 

I pledged my word to save tiiee until the storm should cease^ 

1 Mop the pledge I gave thee—arise, and go in peace I ’’ 
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The stranger rood departed from that anbappy vale; 

T?ie fattier* broken-heart<.-d, lay brooding oVr the tale. 

Fall tweuty Rummers after, to »Urcr turned bid bcar<i; 

And yet the ^ouud of laughter from him was nercr heard* 

• * • • 

The night was falling dreary in merry Wexford tovm, 

WIkd in his cabin weary, a peasant laid him down. 

And many a voice was siopng along the summer vale* 

And Wexford town was ringing with shouts of “ Grauu^aile I” 
Biiside the waters, laving the feet of aged trees, 

The Orcen flag, gaily waving, was sproa<l against the hreere— 

In mighty chorus meeting loud voices fllled the town, 

And fife aud drum were beating* *'Down* Orangeman, lie down ! 

Hark ! ’mid the stirring clangour that woke tbo echoes there, 

L<.uid voices* high in anger* rise on the evening air* 

Like billows of the ocean, he seca them hurry on— 

And, *mid the wild commotion, an Orangeman alone, 

“ Mv hair* ” he said, is hoary, and feeble is my hand, 

And I could tell a story would shame your cruel band. 

Full twenty years and over have change<l my heart and brow, 

Aud I am grown a lov« r of peace and concunl now. 

It was not thus I greetul your brother of the Green, 

When fainting and tlofeated I freely took him in, 

I plc<l[tcd iny word to save him from vengeance nisliing on. 

I kept the pledge 1 gave him, though he had killed my son. 

That agc<l peasant heard him, and kne%v him as ho stood ; 
liemcmbraDCe kindly stirred him* and tender gratitude. 

With gushing learn of pleasure, he pierced the listening train, 

“ I’m here to pay the measure of kindness back again !” 

Upon his bosom falling, the old man's tears came down; 
l>i*ep memory recalliug that cot and fatal town, 

** The hand that would offend tbee, my being first shall end ; 

Fm living to defend thce^ roy saviour and my friend!" 

He said, and slowly turning, addressed the wondering crowd ; 

With fervent spirit burning, he told the tale aloud. 

Nonv pressed the warm beholders their aged foe to greet: 

They raised him on their shoulders and chaired him through the street. 

As he had saved that stranger* from peril scowling dim, 

So in his day of danger did Heaven remember him. 

By joyous crowds attended* the worthy pair were seen* 

And their flags that day >yerc blended* of Orange and of Green* 


XX.—THE RUIKED COTTAGE*— Mrs. MACbEXK. 

None will dwell in that cottage, for they say oppression reft it 
from an honcRt man, and that a curse clings to it: hence the vine 
tmils itR green weight of leaves upon the ground : hence weeds aro 
in that gardeo ; hence tho hedge, once sweet with honoysncklo, is 
half dead ; and hence tho grey moss on the apple-tree* One once 
dwelt 11161 * 0 , who bad been in his yontb a soldier ; and when many 
years had passed* ho sought hia native village, and sat dowm to end 
his days in peace. He had one child—a little laughing thing, whoRc 
largo d:irk eyes, be said* wore like the mother’s he bad left biirkd 
in strangers’ land. And time went on in comfort and content and 
that fair girl had grown far taller tlian the red-rose tree her father 
planted on her ffrst Eoglish birth-day : and be had trained it up against 
an ash till it became his pride;—it was so rich in blossom and in 
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beauty, it was called the tree of Twaa an appeal to all tho 

better feelingr* of the li^ art, to mark their quiet happiness; their home 
—in truth a home of lore 5 and more than all, to 6 w them on tUo 
Sabbath, when tiiey c^tuk among the fin?t to church ; and Isab-1, with 
her bright colour and her cJeir glad ••you, bow*«<l down so ra» ekly iu 
the bouse of prayer; and in the hyiuu hvr swe^t voice audible Ther 
father looked hO fouil of lierv and then from her looked uj> so thank* 
fully to Hearcn ! And tlu ir small cottage was so rerv n^M ; their 
garden fille<l with fruits, and h‘Tbs, and Howe is ; .and lu the wiuur 
th»'re was no fir* side so clKcrful a« th*'ir own. 

I>ut oth'T days and other fortUD'*« came—an evil power ! They bore 
against it cheerfully, and hoped for better tim^s ; but ruin came at 
last ; and the old soldier b.ft his own dvar home, and left it for a 
nrUoD t *Twas iu June, one of JiUic's bngiitcst days:—tho bee, the 
lurvi. the butU-rfly, were on their ligbte^t wing ; (he fruits had their 
lirrtt tinge of suiuiner light ; the sunny sky, the very leaves !*^emed 
glad ; and the old man look»*d back upon hi* cot, and wept aloud, 
'i’hcy hurried him away from the d.ar clhld that would not b are his 
side. They bd him from the sight of the blno btaven and the green 
trees, into ;t low, dark cell, the windows shutting out the tdcs«**d sun 
with iron grating ; and for the first time ho throw him on his bori, 
and could not hear hLs I&abids good night ! Hut the next morn she 
was the earliest at the prison ipite, the last on whom it closed ; and 
ber sweet Toioe and Bwo<«ter senib* made him forget (o pioc. 

She brought him every morning fresh wild dowers; but every 
morning could he mark her cheek grow jK*lcr an<l niorL* pale, and her 
low tones get fainter and more faint, and a cold dew was on the 
band he held. One day, he saw the sunshine through the grating of 
his cell—yet Isabel cninc not; at every sound his heart-beat took 
away his breath—vet ^till she cauie not near him I But on** sa*! day 
he marked tho dull street through the iron bars Uiat shut him from 
the world ; at length he ^aw a cotFiu carri^*d can lfs^ly along, and ho 
grew desperate—hu forced the bars, and he stood ou the street free 
und alone I lie had no aim, no N%i«h for libiTty—he only felt one 
want, to S'C th«* rorp.«c that had no inotinier^. When they set it 
down, ere it w.is louere*! into the now-dug grave, a nI^h of pi'*sio:i 
came upon his soul, and ho tore otF the lid—he saw the face of Isabel, 
and knew he bad no child !—lie lay down by tl^e cofhn (piictly— 
bis heart was broken ! 


XXI.—THE ARAB'S FAREWELL TO HIS STEED. 

Mtta. Noeto.s, 

Mt boautlfu!, my beautiful I th-at standest nieokly by, 

With thy proudly-arched and glossy neck, and dark and fiery eyo ! 
Fret not to rf»am the desert now with all thy wing^ speed ; 

I may not mount on thee again ?—thon'rt sold, my Arab steed ! 

Fret not with that impatient hoof—snnff not the breezy wind ; 

The farther that thou AU-^t now, so far am I behind ; 

The stranger hath thy bridle-rein, thy master hath hU gold ;— 
Keet-limlxd and beautiful, farewell f—thou’rt sold, my steed, thou'rt 
sold 1 

Farewell I—Those free ontired limbs full many a mile must roam, 

To reach the chill and wintry clime that clouds tho stranger's homo; 
Some other hand, loss kind, must now thy com and hod prepare ; 
That silky mano I braided once, must be another's care f 

The znoming son shall dawn again—but never moro with thee 
Bhall I gallop o'er the desert paths where wc were wont to b^-* 
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Evenine shall darken on the earth ; and, o’er the sandy plain. 

Some other steed, with slower pace, sln-iU bear me home a^'am . 

Only in sleep shall I behold that d.ark eye glancing bright— 

Only in sleep shall hear agani that step so firm and light ; 

And when I raise my dreaming arms to check or cheer th> H’ced, 
Then must I starting wake, to feel thou rt sold 1 my Arab sli-Cd. 

Ah ! rudely then, unsovn by me, some cruel hand may chide, 

Till foara-wreatha lie, like crested waves, along thy panting side, 

And the rich blood that’s in thee swells, m thy uidignaut pam. 

Till careless t yes that on thee gaze, may count each starting vein . 

Will they ill use thee ?—if I thought—but no,—it cannot be ; 

Thou art so swift, yet easy curbed, so gentle, yet so free 

And vet if haply when thou’rt gone, thus lonely heart should 

C;in the haod that Cii^ts thcc fiom it now* command thee to return . 

“ R. turn ! ’’—alas 1 my Arab steed 1 what will thy master do, 

When thou, that wast his all of joy, hast vanished from his n »cw . 
When the dim distance greets wine eyes, aud, through the gathering 

Thy bright form for a moment, like the false minige, appears? 

Slow and unmounted will I roam, with wearied foot alone,_ 

Where with fleet stop, and joyous bound, thou oft host borne m< on , 
And sitting down by the grven well. I’ll pause, and sadlv Uiiuk, 

•• ’Tw.is here he bowed his glossy neck wheu hast 1 saw him drink. 

Wlien last I saw thee drink !—Away 1 the fevered dream is o’er ! 

I could not live a day, .and know that we should meet no moie ; 

They tempted me, my beautiful ! for hungers power is strong 
They tempted me, my beautiful 1 but i have loved too long. 

Who said that I had given thee up? Who said that thou wert sold? 
'Tis false 1 ’tis false 1 my Arab steed 1 I fling them back th«ir gold 1 
Thus—thus, I leap upon thy back, and scour the distant plains I 
Away 1 who overtakes us now shall claim thee for hia pains. 


XXII.— THE PRISONER OF CHILLON.—Lono Byron, 

Ai-ab !—it is a fearful thing to see the human soul take wing in any 
shape, in any mood !—I’ve seen it rushing forth in blood; I ve seen 
it on the breaking oce.au, strive with a swoln convulsive motion ; I’ve 
seen the sick and gh-astly bod of Sin, delirious with its dread; but 
these were honors ; this was woe unmixed with such—but sure and 
slow. He haded, but so calm and meek, so softly worn, so sweetly 
weak, so tearless, yet so tender—kind, and grieved for those he loft 
behind ; with all tne while a clieek whose bloom was as a mockery of 
the tomb,—whose tints as gently sunk away as a departing rainbow’s 
i-jjy •_an eye of most transparent light, that almost made the dun¬ 

geon bright; and not a word of murmur—not a groan o’er his un¬ 
timely lot a little t.alk of better days, a little hope my own to raise, 
for I was sunk in silence—lost in this last loss, of all the most; aud 
then tlie sighs he would suppress of faintingnatuve’sfeebleness, more 
slowly drawn grew less and less: I listened, but I could not hear 
1 called, for 1 was wild with fear; 1 knew ’twas hooelcss, but my 
dread would not be thus admonished; I called, and thought I heard 
a sound. I burst my chain with one strong hound, and mshed to him: 
—I found him not 1 I only stirred in this black spot—I only lived— 
I only drew the accursed breath of dungeon-dew I The last—the solo 
—the dearest link between me and the eternal brink, which bound 
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tne to my failing race, was broken iu this fatal place. One on the 
earth and one beneath \—my brothers—both had ce-a*ed to brc.athe ! 
I took that hand which Ity so still—alas ! my own was full as chili ! 
I bad not strength to stir, or strife, but felt that I was still aUvt— 
a frant'e feeling, when we know that wh.tt we lore shall ne'er be so. 
I know not why I could not die ! I had no earthly hope—but faitli, 

and that forbade a selfish death.-What next befel mo then aud 

there, I know not well— I nerer knewfirst, came the lo,‘-s of light 
and air, and then of darkness too; I had no thoaght, no feeling— 
none:—among the stone* I stood a stone. 

A light br' ke in upon my brain—it was the carol of a l>ii d ; it cca«€.l 
—and then it came again—the sweetest song ear ever heard ! and niino 
was thankful, till my eyes mn over wriih the gla<l surprise ; and thev 
that moment could not «co I was tlie mate of mi'ery : but then by dull 
degTec.s, ctme back iny Betiscs to their w ont--d t>ack : I saw tbe duugeon 
w.alisand floor close slowly round me as before— I Uie glimmer of 

the sun creepingas it l*cfore- had done:—but through the crevice where 
it c.ame, that bird was percherl!—as fond and tame, and tamer than 
upon the tree ; a lovely bird with .asnre wings, and song that .*aid a 
thousand things, and seemed to say them all for mu ; I never saw »t* 
like Ix'fore, I ne’er shall see its likeness more: itsc» me<l like me to w ant 
a mate, but w.as not half so desolate ; and it was come to love luo, w ben 
none lived to love me so again ; andclieering from my dungcon'sbriiik, 
had brought me back to feel and think. I know not if it late were free, 
or broke its cage to perch on mine; but knowing well captivity, sweet 
bird I could not wi.sh for thine! Or if it were, in wing>-d guise, a 
visitant from Paradise ! for—Heaven forgive th.at thought! the w hilc 
which made me both to weep and smile— I soinetiines d.-eroed that it 
might be my brouter’s soul come down to me. But then at last away 
it flew, and then 'twa.s mortal—well I knew ! for he would never thu.s 
have flown, and left me twice so doubly lone ; lone, as the corse wjtliin 
its shroud ; lone, a.s a solitary cloud ; a single cloud on a siiuiiy^ay, 
while all the rest of heaven is clear !—a frown ufioD the atnio«i)h»To, 
that has no biLsincss to appear when skies are blue and earth is gay. 


XXllI.—THE LAMENT OF THE IRISH EMIGRANT.— 
(Mils. Blackwood) Lady Dckkkkis. 

I’m sitting on the stile, Mary, where we sat sid** by side, 

On a bright May morning, long ago, w hen first you were my bride. 
The coni was springing fresh and green, and the Lirk sang loud aud 
bieb, 

And the red was on your lip, Mary, and the love-light in your eye. 

Tlie place is little changed, Mary, the day is bright as Ih- n. 

The lark’s loud song is in my car, and the com is green again ! 

But I mis.>i the soft clasp of your hand, and your breath warm on my 

cheek ; , 

And I still keep listening for the words, you never more may speak. 

Tis hut a step down yonder lane, .and the little church stands near, 
The church where we were wed, Mary—I see the spire from here : 

But the grave-yard lies between, Mary, and my step might break your 

For I’re laid you, darling, down to sleep, with your baby on your breast. 

I'm very lonely now, Mary, for the poor make no new fnends, 

But, oh, they love tbo better fur the few our Tatber sends 1 
And you were all 1 bad. Maty, my blessing aud my pride ^ 

There’s nothing left to care for now, since my poor Mary died I 
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Youra vvaa the brave good heart, Mary, that still kept hoping on, 

When tlie trust in God had left my soul, and my arm's young strength 
was gone; 

There was comfort over on your lip, and the kind look on your brow v 
I bless you for the same, Mary, though you cannot hoar me now I 

I thank you for the patient smile, when your heart was like to break. 
When the huugvr-paiu was jn^awiog there, and yon hid it for my sake ! 
I bless you for the pleasant wonl, when your heart was sad and sore ; 
Oh I I'm thankful you arc gone, Mary, where grief can sling no more* 

I'm bidding you a long farewell, my Mary, kind and true, 

But ril not forget you, darling, in the land I’m going to : 

They iwiy there's bre^id and work for all, and the sun shines always 
th<Te ; 

But ril not forget Old Ireland, were it fifty times as fair I 

And often, in those grand old woods, 1*11 sit and shut my eyes, 

And mv heart will travel buck again to the place where Mary Lies ; 
And I'll think I sec thiit little stilo where wc sat sido by side, 

Aud the springing corn, aud the bright May mom,when first you were 
my bride ! 


XXIV,—BATTLE OF FLODDEN FIELD, AND DEATH OF 

MARMIOK.—Sir Walter Scott. 

BbOUNT and Fitz-Eustace rested still with Lady Clare tipon the hill; 
on which (for far th« day was spent) the western sunbeams now were 
bent. The cry they heard—its meaning kucw', could plain their distant 
comrades view, ^dly to Blount did Eustace S3y> “ No hope of gilded 
spurst^ayl” 

But lo ! straight up to the hill there rode two horsemen, drenched 
with gore; and in their arms, a helpless load, a wounded Knight 
they bore. His hand still strained the broken brand ; his arms were 
Btacared with blood and Siitxd ; dragged from among the horses’ feet, 
with dinted shield, and helmet beat—the falcon*cre3t and plumage 
''7>nn—can that be haughty Marmion I 
When, dotfed his amquo^he felt free air, around *gan Marmion wildly 
gtai'O :—Where’s Harry Blount? FiU-Eustoco where? Linger ye 
here, yo hearts of hare ? Bedccm my pennon,—charge a^ain I Crr— 
* Marmion to the rescue !'—Vain !—lost of my race, on battie-plaln that 
shout shall ne’er be heard again I—Yet m> last thought is England’s : 

_gy—to Dacre bear my sign storing, tell him his squadrons up to 

bring. Fltz-Eostace, to Loid Surrey hie 1 Let Stanley charge with 
spur of fire, with Chester char^, and Lancashire, full i^on Scotland’s 
central host, or victory and England's lost. Must 1 bid twice?— 
hence, varlets, fly ! leave Marmion here alone—to die* 

They parted—and alone he lay : Clare drew her from the sight away^ 
till pain wrung forth a lowly moan ; and half he murmured,—Is there 
none, of all my halls have nursed, page, squire, or groom, one cup to 
bring of blessed water, from the spring, to slake my dying thirst ? ’* 
O woman I in our hours of ease, nncertain, coy, and hard to please; 
and variable as the shade by the light quivering aspen made ; when pain 
and anguish wring the brow, a ministering angel thou I—Sca^e were 
tho piteous accents said, when with the Baron's casQue, the maid to the 
nigh streamlet ran: forgot wore hatred, wrongs, and fears: the plaintive 
voice alone she hears, secs bat tho dying man. She stooped her by tho 
runnel’s side, but in abhorreneo backward drew ; for, oosing from the 
mouQtaln^ridei where raged the war, a dark red tide was curdling in 
the ;^treamlet ulne I Where shall she tom?—Behold her mark a Uwe 
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fouDt'iio cell, where water, clear as dL^moDd epark, iu a stone basin fclL 
She dlled the belcu. and Mck «ho hied,—and, with surprise and joj. 
espied a Monk, supporting Maruiiou ^ li»ad ; a pious ruun. wliooi du:r 
brought to dubious verge of Uittlo fought, to shrire Uie dying, blcsi 
the dead. 

Deep drank Lord Marmion of the ware, and, as she stooped his brow 
to lave—“ Is it tlie hand of Clare, " he f^id, '“or injured C<‘nstauc-\ 
bathes my head?” Tiieu, as remembrance rose, “Talk not lo me of 
shrift or prayer, I must redress her woo' ! Short space, few words are 
mine to 5j)are ?— Forgive 1— and listen, gentle Clare ! *' “ Alas ! ” she 
s,^id, the while; “O think of your immortal >'ea) ! in vain for Cou- 
stance is your wal—she ,.. diwl at Holy Isle ! *' Lord M.armiuo started 
from the ground, us light as thougn he felt no wound ; tliou.;!* 
in the action burst Ujc tide in torrents from hLs wounded side f ••Tnen 
it was truth 1 ” be tui'd:—*• I knew Uiat the dark pra«age mast be 
true ! 1 would Iho Fiend, to whom b*.lonpn the vengranc-. due to all he. 
wronps, would spare me but a d.iy ! for, wa**liog fire, and dying groan, 
and pri‘St^slain on the uUar-stone, might bribe iiiin for <b lay. It may 
not U—IhU diiiy trance !—Curve on yun b-i-so marauder's lance ! and 
doubly curb'd my full Lug brand!—a sinful he.irt inakc> fodde hand’” 

Then, faiuting, down on eartli he sunk, sup|x>rtcsi by thelretabliugMonk. 

With fruitless labour Clara bound, and strove to i^taoch, th ' gti.'^hing 
wound : the Monk, with unavailing civres, exhausUii all the Church*?, 
prayers. Ever, he said, tiiat, c)a-e and near, a lady's voice w as in his 
c^ir. and that the priest iic could not hoar, for tlmt t*he ever suuk,—*' Iri 
the lust battle, borne down by the flying, where mingles w.ar's rattle, 
w ith groauH of the dying t'* so the note.n rung.—Avoid ihe*% flend !— 
with cruel hand, shake not the dying sinner’s sand ! O I look,my son, 
upon yon sign of the Kod*.‘eai^r'8 grace divine ! O 1 think on faith and 
bliiis !—'By many a dcath«bed I have been, and many a dinner'» parting 

scon, but never aught lik** ihiA?**-The war, that fur a tjwc • 

did fail, now, trebly thundering, ^wclled the gale, and—“ Stanley I" 
was theerj':—A light on Maruiiufrs vis:vge spread, and fired hi^gl.uiug 
eye; with dying hand, above hi< Le;nl he shook the fnginent of hii 
blade, and shouted ‘‘Victory !—Ch.4rge I Chei«ter, charge! On— 
Stanley !—on ! **" were the List words of Marmion. 


XXV.—EDIKBUUGH AFTER FLODDIiX.—Pnoptocsoit Aytock. 

NKWf< of battle ! news of battle ! Hark ! *tis ringing down the street. 
Abd the arch'vays and the pavem'.nt bear the clang of hurrying fcit. 
Kews of battle ! who hath brourtt it? all arc tlirongiog to the gate : 

Warder ! wanlcr! open quickly ! Man ! 5s this a lime to wait ? ’* 
Who comes in with battered harness? only one hard-stricken man ! 

O, his weary steCtl is wounded, and his cheek U palo and wan ! 
BpearlcM hangs a bloody banner in bis w cak and drooning hand 
Wiftt I can that be Randolph Murray, CapUm of the City mud ? 
Round him crusli the people, crying, ** TeU us all—oh ! UU us true ! 
Whore are they who went to battle, Randolph Murray, sworn to you ? 
^Vherc aro they, our brothers—ebUdren ? Have they met the Img- 

\Vhy art thou alone, unfoUowod ?—5s 5t weal, or is it woo ? ” 

Like a corpse the grisly warrior looks from out bis holm of steel: 

But DO worn iic sp<^8 in answer : only w ith his armed heel 
Chides hU weary sUwd, and onward up tlie city strucU they ndo : 
Fathers, sisters, mothers, children, slmoking, praying by hia sido . 

“By the God that made tliec, Randolph, tell us what mischance hath 
come ? ** 

Then he lifta his riT«n baniiet^r“>^ askor's yoicc U damb I 
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The elders of the city have met tvithin their hall; 

The men whom go<xi King James had charged to watch the tower and 
walh 

To them went Randolph Murray—his step was slow and weak : 

And he dofTd his dint---<l helm, the tears ran down his chock. 

They know so sod a messenger some ghastly news must bring: 

And all of them were fathers, and their sons were with the king ! 

Up ro«5e the aged Provost—a brave old man was he. 

Of ancient name, r.nd knightly fame, and chivalrous dogroe : 

H'- ruled our city like a lord who brook’d uo equal here; 

And ever for the townsman’s rights stood up "gainst prince and peer : 
But yet, a dearer thought had he ; for, with a father’s pride, 

1I«* saw his last remaining son go forth by Randolph’s side : 

With casnuc on head, and spur on heel, all keen to do and dare, 

And proualv did his gallant boy that royal banner bear. 

Oh I woeful now was the old man’s look, and he spake right heavily,^ 
•* Now, Randolph, tell thy tidings, however sharp they be ! 

Woe is written ou thy vi'^gc—death is looking from thy face, 

Spvak ! tliough it be of overthrow, it cannot bu disgrace ! *’ 

Then Randolph gave tlic banner to the old man's Hhaking hand, 

•* That is all, uhis! I bring you from the bravest of the land! 

Ay 1 ye may look upon it—it was guarded well and long 
By your brothers and yo\ir children, by the valiant and the strong. 

Ay ! yc may well look upon it! there is more than honour there. 

Else, be sure, 1 had not brought it from the licld of dark despair I 
Never yet wa.s royal banner steep’d in such a costly dye; 

It hath lain upon a bosom where no other shroud shall Uo! 

Sirs ! 1 charge you, keep it holy ! ko<*p it as a sacred thing; 

For, the stair, yc see upon it is, the lifc*blood of your king ! 

Woe ! oh, woe ! and lamentation ! what a piteous cry was there ! 
Widows, maidens, mothers, children, shrieking, sobbing in despair! 
Through the streets the death«word rushes, spreading terror, eweeping 
on— 

** Cruel fate! our king has fallen, woe! oh, woe ! King James is gone ! 
Woe to us, and woe to Scotland I —O, our sons, our sons and men ! 
Surely some have 'scaDcd the Southron, surely some will come again ! 
—Till the oak that fell Iasi winter shall uprenr its shatter'd stem, 
Wives and mothers of Dunedin, yc may look in vain for them I 

But within the Council chamber, all was silent as the grave; 

Whilst the tempest of their sorrow shook the bosoms of the brave. 
Hoary heads were bowed and trembling, wither’d hands were clasp'd 
and wrung: 

God had left tiie old and feeble—He had ta’en away the young! 

“ Thou hast spoken,” said the Provost, “like a soldier, stout and true t 
Thou hast done a deed of daring, had been perilled but by few ; 

For, thou hast uot sham’d to face us, nor to speak thy ghastly tale, 
Standing—thou a Knight and Captain—hero alive witmn thy mail. 
Now, as yon heaven shall judge me, I hold it braver done, 

Than hadst thou tarried in thy place, and died above iny son I 
Thou necd’st not tell it—he is dead ! heaven help us all this day I 
But speak—how foueht the citizens within the rurioos fray? 

For, by the might of Mary, Hwerc something still to tell^ 

That DO Scottish foot went backward when the Royal Lion fell t ** 

^*No one failed him ! he is keeping royal state and semblance still; 
Knight and noble lie around him, cold on Flodden’s fatal bill« 
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Of the braTC and grallanl-hcartcd, whom yo sent with prayers a Auy, 
Not a HiDgle iDAn (departed fiom Lis ujoiiatrh yc?^tcrday. 

Had yon sv*iii them, O n»y maet'.rs, >\hcu tbe ni^rht iK^^an to fall. 

And the Englub spearmeo rathervti roimd a prim and pba^tly wall! 
As the wolvL’s in winter cir^e round the K^apuer on the hesith, 

So the prowlJ foe plared upward, pantinp >tdl for Vdood and d«.a:ij ! 
But a lampurt ro?e W*fore them whUh ibu boldest dan^l not 5C.tK : 
Every r^ione a Scottish t>ody, every btrp a corpse iu in ail ! 

Au<l behind it lay our Monarch, clenching btiil hib sliivi r d swo.d ; 

Bv bis side Montrose aud At hole, at bi» feci a southron lutd. 

Then I htoop’d, and look the Uanaer ns you see it, from his breast ; 
Aud I closed our hero's vvilids and I loft hiui to hU rest! 

In the moiiuUiiiis gro\Nh*d the thunder, an 1 Kap’d tho wo- ful wall: 
Aud the heavy clouds wore sett imp over Flixiden like a pall! '* 

So he ended. And the others aired not any answer th' U : 

Sitting silent—dumb with sorrow, sittinp angui>h-Htruck, hkv men 
Who tiave seen the roaring torrent swoon their luippy liooies away, 
And y< i linger by the Diargio staring wildly on the spray.— 

But wdihout, the maddeiiinp tumult waxes ever more and more; 
Asid tlu* crowds of wailing women gather round the Council doi>r. 
through the streets the burghers hurry, epreadiog terror as Day go : 
Watchers throng upon the mtnparts to give notice of the foe. 

From each inountaiD'top a pillar streams into the ioq>id air, 

B aring token, from the Border, that the English host U there 1 
All wriuiout is flight and terror—all within is woe and Kar ! 

Heaven protect tbee, maiden city, for thy latest hour is near I 

Fearfully the bells are toUing, till the Provoat rises up, 

Cilin—as though he liad uot t;i^ted of the fell and bitter cup ! 

•• House yc, sirs ! to arms * We may not longer mourn for what is 
done : 

If our king is taken from us, we arc left to guard bis son ! 

(rather all onr fcailcr'd i>cople—fling the banner out once more \ 
Randolph Murray, do thou bear it as it erst was borne before! 

Never Mottisb heart w ill leave it. when they hjo their Monarch s pore! 

Bid them cease that dismal kneUing ! *tw ill be time enough to ring 
When the fortress strength of BcotUnd lies iu ruin, like its king 1 
I>ct the bells b« kept (or WAining—uot for terror or alarm : 

When they next arc heard to thuuder, let each man and stripling ann ! 
Bid the women leave their wailiug \ do they thiuk that woeful strain, 
From the bloody heaps of Floddeu, cau redeem Uicir dearest slain V 
Let them pray I—for never women stood iu need of sucli a prayer— 
England's j'eotncn shall not find tlieiu clinging to the altars there ! 

Ay ! if we are doomed to perish, man and maiden let us fall! 

And a common gulf of ruin open w idc to whelm os ail! 

Never shall the ruthless spoiler lay his hot insultiug hand 
On the sisters of our heroes, whilst wc bear a torch or brand 5 ^ 

Up ! and rouse ye, then, my brothers ! but when next yc hear the bell 
Bounding forth the sullen summons that may be our funeral kucU ; 
Once more lei us meet together—once more see oich other h face, 
Then, like men that need not tremble, go to our appoinUd place I 
God, our Father, will not fail us. in that last tremendous hour; 

If all other bulwarks crumble. Ho will be our strength and tower : 
Though the ramparts rock beneath ns, and the walls go craslniig down; 
Though the roar of conflagration bellow o'er the sinking town i 
There is yet one place of belter wboro the foemao cannot come. 
Where the summons never sounded of tlio trumpet or the drum ! 
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Thkrk I —ay, there, we'll meet ourcbildrcn who, oo Floddcn's tramplefl 
eod. 

For their and for their country, rendered up their souls to God! 

There shall we find rest aud refuj^e, with our dear departed brare ; 
Au<l the ashes of the city bo our universal grave I 


XXVI.—THE WAR OF THE LEAGUE.— Lord Macaclay* 

Now glory to the Lord of host^, from whom all glories are I 
And glory to our sovereign liege, Henry of Navarre ! 

Now, lot there be the merry soun<l of music and of dance, 

Through thy coru*lields green, and sunny vines, oh, pleasant land of 
France ! 

And thou, Rochelle, our own Rochelle, nroiid city of the waters, 

Again let rapture light the eyes of all thy mourniug da ughters. 

As thou wert constant in our ills, be joyous in our joy, 

For cold, and stiff, and still, are they who wrought thy walls annoy. 
Hurrah ! hurrth 1 a single field hath turned the chance of war, 
Hurr<ah ! hurrah I for Ivry, and King Henry of Navarro ! 

Oh ! how our hearts wore beating, when, at the dawn of day, 

We saw tho army of th » League drawn out in long array ; 

With all its priest-led cicizens, and all its rebel P'-'crs, 

Aud Appcnzel's stout infantry, and Egmout's Flemisli spears 
There rod<i the brood of false LoiTaiue, the curses of our land\ 

Aud dark Maycuno in the midst, a trunciicou in his hand ; 

An<l, as wo looked on them, wo thought of Seine’s omp urpled flood, 
Au<l good Coligni'e hoary hair all dabbled with hU bio od; 

And wc cried unto tho living Power wlio rules tho fate of war, 

To fight for His own holy name, and Henry of Navarro ! 

The kioc is come to marshal us, all in bb armour drest; 

Aud he has bound a snow-white plume upon his gallant crest. 

He looked upon bis people, and a tear was in his eye ; 

He looked upon the traitors, and his glance was stem and high. 

Right graciously hesmiloil on us, as rolled, from wing to wing, 

Down all our lino, a deafening shout, Long live our lord the King ! 

And if my standard-bearer fall, as fa U fim well he may— 

For never saw I prom's^ yet of such a bloody fray— 

Press whore you see my white plume shiuc, amidst the ranks of war, 
Aud be your oriflatnmo, to-day, the helmet of NavaiTe/' 

Hurrah I tho foes are moving ! Hark to the mingled din 
Of fife, and steed, and trump, and drum, and roaring culverin I 
The fierr Duke w speedin fiist across Saint Andr6*s plain, 

With aU the hireling chivalry of Guelders and Almavno. 

^ ^ow^hy tho Ixiys of thos^ ye love, fair gentlemen of France, 
Charge— for tho golden lilies now—upon them with the Iadcc 
A thousand spurs arc striking deep, a thousand spears in rest, 

A thousand knights are pressing close behind the snow-white crest: 
And m they burst, and on they rushed, while, like a guiding star, 
Amidst tlio thickest carnage blazed tho helmet of Navarro I 

Now, heaven he praised, the day is ours 1 hfayenno hath turned his reia 
D Aumale hath cried for quarter. The Flemish Count is slain. 

Zij, breaking like thin clouds before a Biscay gale : 

The Dold is heaped with bleeding steeds, and flags, and cloven mail. 
And then wo thought on vengeance ; and all along our van 
*^Remcmber St. Bartholomew !” was passed from man to man : 

But out spake gentle Henry, No Frenchman is my foo : 

Down, down mth every foreigner, but let your brethren go.*' 
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Oh ? was there eTcr such a kniglil, in friendship or in war. 

As our soTereijjD lord, Kin^ Henry, the soldier uf Navarte I 
Ho f maidens of Vienna ! Ho ! matrons of Lucerne ! 

weep, and rend your hair* for tho-e v^ho neror shall rotuna, 

Ho ! Philip, send, for charily, thy Me xican p;stoies. 

That Anlwerji tuunLs may smi’ a ni.is« for t*iy poor ^i>ear6men's sovds I 
Ho I frallant nohles of the I/ a;»nc, look thai your arms be brijjht ! 

Ho ! burchem of 6t. Geneviuve, ki ej> watch and ward to-ni^rht ! 

For crir God hath crashed the tyrant, our God hath ratsed the slare, 
And mocked the counsel of the wise, and the valour of the brave,— 
Then glory to His holy Darno, from whom all ^tloricsare ; 

And glory to our sovereign lord, King ll^nry of Navarre 1 


XXVIL—MARY, THE MAJD OF THE INN.—RonEUT Socthet. 

Who is sh*—the poor Maui.'ic, wijose wildly-Gxcd cy^^s pccm a h^ai’t 
overcharged to express? She w* ep« not, yet often and deeply hhesigb* : 
j?he never complains, bot her j'ib'ncc iiuphcs the c<jnopo.«urc of settled 
distre&^. No aid, nocouipa>‘^ion, the Maniac will Keek, cohl and IninL:* r 
nwake not her care ; through he'' rags do the winds of ibe winter blow- 
bleak on her jKior withered bo«om. Iialf bap* ; and her ch»- k h.is tl.c 
<le.idly, fKilc hue of dr^pair. Yet chc*Tful and happy (nor distant the 
day) j>oor Mary the Maniac kitli Inreu ; tiic iraveUer rememUr^, wljo 
journeyed this way, no daraj»el so lovely, no damsel so gay. ju* Mary, 
the Maid of the Inn. Her che rful address Tdlecl the guests w ith delight, 
as she wolcome^l them in with a sinih* ; her lieart was a stranger ro 
I hildirth aflngiit; and Mary would walk hy the AhUy a* night, when 
the wind whistled down tie'ilark aisle.—She lov«*<J, and yr^ung Uio}rir<J 
had settled the day, and site h<»pcd to be happy fur life; but Iticdiard w.» • 
idle and worthless, and they who knew him would pity poor ilarj', and 
eav, that she wa.** too goiKl for hU wife. 

'Twas in aututnn ; aud btoriny and duk wxs the night, an<l fast wo**e 
the window's and door j two gue.'*td ^il t iijoying the fire that buriud 
bright ; and, smoking in sileucv*, with tr.in<|uil delight they lirUned to 
hear the wind f<»ar. “ ^^s pleusant,*' cried one, “ ^o.kted by the firc*,<idc*, 
to hear the wind whistle w ithout. * ^ What a night the Abbey ?** Iiis 


c^^mradc repliM ; *' me thinks a man's courage would now we^l triid, 
who should wand»*r the ruim^about. I myself, lik*' a fiduMibl^ov. th<>u*d 
tremble to hear the hoarse ivy shake over my head ; nml could UMicy I 
saw, half •persuaded by fear, somo ugly old abbot *.s grim spirit api)i*ar 
—fur this wind might awaken the derwJ '/* “ I'll wa^er a dinner.'* the 
other one cried, ** that ilary wdl venture there now. “'I’hen wag'-r, 
nod 1o9c,*' with a poecrlie replied, ‘‘ I'll warrant she'd fancy a ghost by 
her side, and faint if she saw n white C'lw/* Will Mary tliis cliarge 
on her conra;re .allow ? '* his companion exclaimed with a smile ; I 
Bhall win, for I know she will vent ire there now, and <*arn a new bonnet 
by bringing a hough from the elder that grows in the aUlc.’* 

With fearless good^hnmour did Mary comply, and her way to t!»e 
Abbey she b-mt ; the uight it was gloomy, the wind it was high, and. 
as boilov^Iy howling it swoot througli the sky, slio ^liiverotl with cold 
as she wen^t. O'er the jiath, so 'noII known, still proci.-oded the Maiti, 
v/bere the Abbey rose dim on the sight ; through the gateway she 
entered—she felt not afraid ; yet the ruins were lonely and wild, and 
their shade seemed to deepen the glixuii of the night. All around her 
was silent, save when the rude bbist howled dianmlly round the old 
pile ; over weed-covc'rod fragmeato, still fcarlcsa, slie passed, and 
arrived at the innermost ruin at Last, where the eldeMreo grow in the 
aule. Well pleased did abc reach it, aud quickly drew near, anJ 
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hastily gathered the bough— Bound of a voice Beemed to ri^o 
on her car !— b)ic panned—and she list^^ncd, all eager to hear—and her 
heart panted fcarfuHv now !—The wind blew, the hoarse ivy shook 
ovvT her head ; she liVtctie<l ;—nought else could she hear. The wind 

eeased :_h r heart sank in her bos<nn with dread, for she heard in the 

niius, distinctly* the tnad of footsteps approaching her near ! Behind 
a widecolumu, half bruathloss with fear. Bhecn pt, to conceal h* rself 
there; that instant the moon oVr a dark cloud shone char, and she 
fi.iw in the moonlight two rulhaus appear, and b^dween them i comso 
did they bear. Then Mary could feel her heart's blood cunllo cold! 
Again th.* rough wind hurrio<l by—it blew off the hat of the one* and 
bi.nv<»ld ! even clo^c to the feet of poor ilary it rolh'tl; she fell—and 
expected to die \ **Stav!—the hat !” he exclaim^*—' Nay. come on* 
ai»(i fast hi<lo the dead body/* his comrade replies. She beholds them 
in safety pa^^s on bv her 5Jidc—i^he seizes the hat—fear her courage 
sup pi id* and fast tnrough the Abbey she tins. She ran with wild 
speed* she rushetl in at the door* she Cist her eyes horribly round ; 
her limbs could support tln.dr faint bunion no more* but exhausted 
and brcathle.'cs she sank on the floor, unable to utter a sound. Ere 
yet h«‘r pale lips could the story impart* for .a moment the hat met 
h‘*r view ; her eves from that object convulsively start I for alas ! 
what cold liorror'thrill xl through her heart, when the name of her 
Kirhard she knew ! 

Where the old Ahh'y sUnd^, on the common hard by, his gibbet 
is now to bo seen ; not far from the road it cng.ige.s the eye : the 
traveller beholds it, and thinks, with a sigh, of poor Mary the Maid 
of the Iqq. 


XXVIIL—THE SACK OF BALTIMORE.— Thomas Davis. 

Thk summer’s sun is falling soft on CarVry's hundred isles— 

The summer’s sun is gk*aming still through Gabriel’s rough defiles— 
Old loisiiorkin’s crumbled fane looks like a moulting bird ; 

And in a calm and sleepy swell the ocean tide is beard 

Tho hookers lie upon the beach ; the children ccasc their play : 

The gossips leave the little inn ; the households kneel to pray:— 

And full of love, and peace, and rest—its daily labour o’ec^ 

Upon that cosy creek there lay the town of Baltimore* 

A dc.’por rest, a starry trance, has come with midnight there; 

No sound, except that throbbing wave, in earth, or sea, or air. 

The massive capc.s aud ruined towers seem conscious of the calm ; 

Thv fibrous sod aud stuntcil trees are breathing heavy balm. 

So still the ni'xht, these two long barques, round Dunashad that glide, 
Must trust their oars—methinks not few—against the ebbing tide. 

Oh ! some sweet mission of true love must urge them to tho shore— 
They bring some lover to hU bride, who sighs in Baltimore ! 

All. all asleep within each roof along that rocky street, 

And those must be the lover’s friends, with gently gliding feot— 

—A stifled gasp ! a dreamy noise ! ‘‘Th^* roof is in a flame !” 

From out their beds, and to their doors, rush mai^ and sire* and dame— 
Aud meet, upon the threshold-stone, the gleaming sabres’ fall, 

And o’er each bhick and bearded face the white or crimson shawl— 
The yell of “ Allah ” breaks above the prayer, and shriek, and roar— 
Oh, fearful fate I the Algerine is lord of Baltimore ! 

Then flung the youth his naked hand against the shearing sword : 
Then sprang the mother on the brand with which her son was gored ^ 
Then sunk the grandsire on tho floor, his grand-babes clutching wild. 
Then fled the maiden moaning faint, and nestled with the child 
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But see, jon pirate strangled lies, and crushed with splashia;; heel, 
While o*er hits in an Irish hand there sw» ep^ his Syrinn steel !— 
Thou|*h rirtue uink. and courap * fail, and misers yield their store. 
There «i ONE hearth well avenged in the aack of Italtimon* ! 


*‘OL ! som<’ must log the galley's oar,and some must tend the steed— 
This boy will bjar a tichiek'.s chi beak, and tlbit a Boy’s jvrrwd ; 

Oh ! some are for the arsenals, by b-autt^ous D-irdaut-Ues; 

And some are for the canivan to saudy delU, 

The maid that Bandon gallant sought is chosen for the D .y ”— 
—She's safe—he's dead—she stabbed him iu the midst of i.is Sera: ; 
And when to die a death of t^rc that noth* m.iid they bore, 

Rhc only smiled—0 Driscol’s cbild^^hc thougiit of Bahimore ! 


Tis two long ycarft since sunk the town beneath that bloo<ly b.ind, 
And nost around iu trampled he.irthv a larger co?icourse stand, 
\S’h‘-fe high upon the gallows tree, u yelling wjvtch is s-ceo— 

*Tis Hackett of Dungartan—he who sb'crcd the Algerine ! 

He fell amid a sullen shout, wiiti scarce a p.issiug pray^.r, 

P'or he had slain the kith and kin of many a hiuvJred : 

Some muttered of MacMorrogli, who had brought the Normaa o‘er- 
Some cursed him, with Iscariot, that day in Baltimore! 


XXIX-—GINEVRA.—Samuel Boueus, 

She was an only child—her name GineTra, the joy, the pride of an 
indn]g*mt sire ; and in her fifteenth year became a bride, tiiatrying au 
only son, Francesco Doria, her plavuuite from her birth, and her hrst 
lore. She was all gcatleof^s, ali gaiety, her pranks the favourit^^ 
theme of every tongue. But now the dav was Come, the day, tiie 
hour ; now, frowmiog, smiling, for thehuu<fredtb time, the nurse, that 
anci mt lady, preached d^^ornm ; and, in the lustre of her youth, she 
gave her hana, with her heart in it, to Frauce?co. Great >v*as the joy ; 
hot, at the nuptial feast, when all sat down, the bride was wanting 
there, nor was she to l»c found t Her father criud. •* 'TU but to make 
a trial of onr love I" and lilted his gliLSs to ;ill ; but his hand shook, 
and soon from guest to gu» Ht the {>anic spread. 'Twas but that instant 
^h>‘ had left I^anc-.-sco. laughing, and looking bark, an*l Hyiog s(il! 
—her ivory tooth imprinted on hLs finger. But now^ alas I rbe wa^ 
not to be found ; nor from that hour could any thing bo gue.^s.d, 
but that she was not I 

Wfiary of hU life, Praoc'jsco flew to Venice, and forthwith flung it 
away in battle with the Turk. On<iin lived ; and long mightst tliou 
have B^icxx an old man wandering as in qur^t of somotiiing, feom^ thing 
ho could not find—he knew not wliat. When lie >vas gone, the bouse 
remaine^l awhile silent and tenant leas—then wont to strangers. 

Pull fifty years were past, and all forgot ; when on an idle day,—a 
day of searcQ 'mid the old lumber io the gallery’,—that rnouhlrring 
cliMt was noticed ; and Twaa said by one as 3 *oung, as thou((htless a^ 
(rinevra, “Why not remove it from Sts lurking^placj?" *T%va» done 
as soon as said ; but, Od the way, it burst, it fell ; and Io ! a skcletoo, 
with here and there a pearl* an cmerald*stooo, a golden clasp, clasping a 
slired of gold f All else bad perished—sare a nuptial ring, and a small 
se:il,ber mother's legacy', CDgraveo with a name, the name of both— 

“Oinerra"-There then bod she found a grave I Within that chest bad 

she concealed herself, fluttering with joy, theluappicst of the happy; 
vrheDaspriDg4ock,tliat lay iaambu><h there* fastened her down forever 



320 


BECITA110I7S FOB 


XXX.—THE GAMBLER’S ^\"IFE.—Coats. 

P \nK is the night! how d.Ark !—no lie'.t I no fire ! 

Colli, on the h..Arlh, the last f.aint sparks expire 1 

Shiv, ring she watches by the craiile-siile, 

For him who pi. dped her love—last year a hmle ! 

“ Hark ! his footstep 1 No—’tis p.ast : ’tis gone : 

Tick ' -Tick 1—How wcarilv the time crawls on ! 

Why should he Ic.ave me thus? He once was kind 1 
.Vii'l 1 believed ’twould last:—how mad !—how blmdl 
*• R.'xt thee, iny babe !—rest on 1—’Tis hunger’s cry I 
SI. ep '.—for there is no food ! the fount is drv 1 
F.uu.nc and col.l their w arying work have done ; 

My heart must break !—And thou!"-The clock strikes “Onel 

“ Ho'ib ! ’tis the dic.-box ! Yes, he’s there—he’s there ! 

For thi.«. for this, he leaves me to despair ! 

Leaves love! leaves truth! hia wife I his child !—for what? 

The wanton’s smile—the villain—and the sot! 

“ Yet Fll not curse him ! No I 'tis all in vain !— 

’Tis long to wait, but sure lie'll come again ! 

And I eould starve and bless him. but for you, 

Mv child !—his chilli !-Oh hend 1 -Ih-- clock strikes “ Two I 

" ll irk ! how the sign-board creaks ! Tlie blast bowls by I 
Moan t—Moaii !—A dirge swells tlirough tlm cloudy sky J 
Ha ' ’tis bis knock ! he comes 1—he comes once more— 

—'i is but the lattice flaps ! thy hope is o'er 1 
• Can he desert me thus ? Ho knows I stay 
Night .after night in loneliness to pray 
For hi.s return—and yet be secs no tear I 
No ! no ! it cannot be. He will bo here. 

“ Nestle more closely, dear one, to my he.art t 
Thou'rt cold ! thon’rt freezing I But wc will not part. 

Husband !—I die '—Father !—It is not he t 

Oh Heaven J protect my child I The clock strikes “ Three IV 

They’re gone ! they're gonel The glimmering spark hath fled, 
The wife and child arc numbered with the dead ! 

I On the cold hearth, oiit-strctched in solemn rest, 

The child lies frozen on its mother’s breast! 

_The gamblerc.ame at last—but all wn.'. ocr— 

Dead sUenco reigned around—he groaned—he spoke no more I 


/ 


XXXI.—LOVE (A TALE).—S. T. Colbridoe. 


All thoughts, all p.ission3, all d whatovor stirs this mortal 

Aro all but mioi^tersof Lore, aud food his sacred flame* 

Oft in my waking dreams do I lire o’er again that happy hour, 

When midway on the mount I lay, beside the . , 

Th" inooualjinc stealing o’er the scene, had blended vrith the light of eve ; 
And she was there, inr hope, my joy, my ovm 

She Iciiocd agaiui^c the armed man, the statwo of the ^toieQ knight: 
Sho stood and listened to my lay, amid the linge^g ngnt. 

Few sorrows hath t^lie of her own, my hope ! my joy I my Qcneneve I 
Sho loves mo boat whene’er I sing the songs that make her gnovo, 

1 played a soft and doleful air ; I sang au old and moviug story— 

An old rude song, that suited well that ruin, wild and boary. 

She listened with a flittingblnsli, with downcast eyes and rnodrst gracej 
For well she knew, 1 conld not choose but gaze upon her face. 
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I told her of the Kbight th.U wore \jpou hi.*^ ?>hU Id hui h:;:g br.iLd, 
Aud that for u»n long years he \voi>**d the Lidy of the laiid. 

I told her how he pined : and ah I Ui** de \\ the low, the pleading tone, 
With which I «aDg iinother's love, it*t' rpreted njy owu. 

•She iistetK^i with a flitting blit^li, w i*.h dtMvnc j.'-t evtsarid modost grace : 
Aiid file forgave me that I gazed too fondly on her face. 

Blit when 1 told the cnicl scorn, thatcra^cU the hold and lovely Knight ; 
And that ho cropped the uiouiitaiu^woo-ls, nor r'>tcil day nor night : 
That Koinetimes from the EAv:?gc<lcn, and soiijuticn from the darksome 
0liade, 

Am) ><otDetimcs starting tip at on^o in green and sunny glade, 

There camu and looketl him in the face an Anged be iiuifid and bright, 
And that he knew it wa< a Fiend, this inis<‘rablc k’jighi ? 

And that, nnkuowuig what he did, he lca|>**d amid a murderoiLs hand, 
And s.>vcd from outrage, svorse ifian d»*alh, the Ij.:dy of fh*’ I tiid ! 

And how bKo wept and cLisped his knc».>, and how she leiided him in 
vain, 

And ever strove to cxpi.itc the scoro that craved bU brain ; 

And tiiatshc uurM,Hi liim io ucavo ; and how liLi nudne a went avvay, 
When, ofi the yellow forc&t-lcnvcd, a dying luau he lay ; 

2Ih$ dying wordi^ But i%Leu 1 reaehed that teudofest strain of all 
the ditty. 

My faltering voice and ixiiif^ing harp disturbed lier P4>ul with pity. 

All impulletf of soul and semk.% had Uirilled toy guih;k>.i Genevieve: 
The music, and the d'^leiul talc, the rich and balmy eve : 

And Lopen, and fears i-hat kindle hope, au iiijdi.Ntiiigui^lkihlo throng ^ 

I Iud gentle wishes long <(ub«lued*-^ub<]uod and clieri.nhesi long, 
ihc wept with pity and dcligiit, she blnsbvd with lovo and virgin shaiue; 
tud, IiKc the murniur of a dream, i heard her breathe iny ijatue. 
ler bosom h»*avcd—she slept a5ide,^as conscious of rny ]o<ik ^he pt; 

7hcn aaddcnly, with timorous eye, she tied to mo and >\opt. 

•he half enclos<^ me with Lor arm*<,r«h^*prc^,<cdlllc with a iiicck embraoe ; 
inti, bending back her bead, lo^iked up, nticl ga/cd U|>ou my face* 

Twas partly love—'twan partly fear—and |Mr(ly twsis a ba.^'hful art, 
i'hat 1 might rather feel tiiau kc j the swelling or her lic;vrt. 
odmed her fears ; aud .she was Cilui, and told her love with vtrgiu 
pride : 

Aod so I won my Genevieve, my bright and bvatileous bride ! 


XXXIL—THE BATTLE OF ALBUEIiA.—Loan Byuox. 

Hauk I heard you not those hoofs of dreadful note ? sounds not the 
clang of conflict on the heath ? saw ye not whom the ixeking Kabr«* 
smote,—nor saved vour brethren, ere they sank beneath tynints, and 
tyrants^ slaves ?—Theflres of death, the bulcfircp, flAsh on hitrh ;—from 
rock to rock each Tolley telLs that thonsaod.i cease to breathe; Death 
Hdos upon the sulphury siroc ; red Battle stamps his foot, and nations 
feol the shock f 

Lol where the Giant on the mountain stands I hisblood»rcd tresses 
deepening io thesnn ; >vith death«shot glowinj^in hU flexy hands, and 
eye that ecorcludh all it glares upon; restless it rolls ; *dow flxed, and 
now aooD, flashing afar,—and, at hU iron feet. Destruction cowers to 
mark whnt deeds arc done ^ for, on this morn, three potent nations 
meet, to shed, before his sliriDC, the blood ho deems most sweet. 

And U it not a e^lcndid sight to soo—for otio who hath no friend or 
brother tbero—Uiev riral scinrcsof mixed embroidery, their rarlonci 
arms tlut glitter in Uio air? What gullant war-hounds rouse them from 
their laiTg and gnash tbcir fangs, load yelling for the prey I All join the 

21 
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chase, but few the triumph share ; the Grave .shall bear the chiefest 
prize au ay—and Havoc scarce for joy can Dumber their array i 

Three hosts coiubiueto ofTer sacrifice ; three tongues prefer strange 
orisons on high ; three g^indy standards flout the pale blue skies ; the 
Hhonts are—“ France ”—Spain —‘‘ Albion Victory 1 The foe, 

the victim, and the fond ally that fights for all, but ever fights in 
vain, arc UKt—as it at home they could not die !—to feed the crow 
on Talavcra's plain, and fertilize the field that each pretends to gain. 

There shall they rot—Ambition’s honoured fools ! Yes—Honour 
decks the turf tliat wraps their clay I Vain sophistrj* ! in these behold 
the tools,—the broken tools,—that tyraotscast away by myriads, when 
they dare to pave their way with human hearts—to what ?—a dream 
alone. Can despot* compass aught that hails their sway ? or call, with 
truth, one span of earth their own-^savc that wherein, at la^t, they 
crumble bone by bone? 




XXXIII,—THE FIELD OF WATERLOO.—Loito BvnoN. 


Stop!— for thy tread is on an Empirc’sdust I An Earthquake's spoil 
is Bcpulcbnxl below !—I.s the spot marked with no colossal bust, or 
column trophied, for triumphal show ? None ; but the moral’s truth 
tells simpler so. A.s the grouml was before, thus let it be.—How that 
red min—hath made the harvest grow !...And is this all the world has 
gaiue<l by thee, thou first and lust of fields! King-maktug Victory? 

There was a sound of rcvelrv by night: and Uelgium's capital had 
gathered then her Bcrnity and her Chivalry ; and bright the lamps 
hlione o'er fair women and brave men ; a thousand hearts beat happily ; 
and when mu.sic arose with its voluptuous swell, soft eyes looked lovo 
to eyes that spake again, and all went merry as a marrbige•bell.—But 
bush !—hark ! A deep sound strikes like a rising knell 1 

Did ye not hear it ? No: ’Xis but the wind, or the car rattling o’er 
the stony street. On with the dance !—let joy ^ unconiined 1 No sleep 
tilt morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet to chase tbeglowiog hours 
with flying feet,”—But hark S —that heavy sound breaks in once more, 
as if the <douds its echo would repeat ; and nearer, clearer, deadlier 
than before ! Arm ! arm ! it is—it is —the cannon’s opening roar ! 

Within a window'd niche of that high hall sat Brunswick’s fated 
chieftain : he did hear that sound the first amidst the festival, and 
caught its tone with Death’s prophetic car; and when thc 3 * smiled 
bec.*iusc ho deemed it uear. his heart more triilj* know that peal too 
well which stretched his father on a bloody* bier, and roused the ven¬ 
geance blood alone could quell: he rushed mto the field, and, foremost 
fighting, fell 1 

Ail I then and there was hurrying to and fro, and gathering tears, 
and tremblings of distress, and cheeks all pale, which, but an hour ago, 
blushed at the praise of their own loveliness: and there >vcre sudden 
partings, such as press^the life from out young hearts, and choking sighs 
which ne’er might be repeated : w*ho could guess if ever more sliould 
meet those mutual eyes, since, upon night so sweet, such awful mora 
could rise ! 

And there was mounting in hot haste: the steed, the mustering 
squadron, and the clattering car, went pouring for%vard with impotuoua 
speed, and swiftly forming in the ranks of war; and the deep tnundor, 
peal on peal, afar ; and near, the beat of the alarming drum, roused up 
the soldier ere the morning star : while thronged the ciUzcns, with terror 
dumb.or whispering, with white lips—The foe ! they come 1 thcj'comcl” 

Ana wild and high tlic Cameron’s gathering ” rose ! (the war-aotc 
of Lochiol, which Albyn’s hills have hcard-^and heard, too. hare her 
8axoo foes I)—How^ m the noon of night, that pibroch thrills, savage 
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andfihni! I But, with the breath which fiJU their mouQtain pipe, so hK 
the mountaiucers with the lierc * native daring which instihs thestirrur^ 
memory of athou>and years ; ami Evan s, Donald a fame, riogs in each 
clansman's ears I 

And An]elines warc^ above them her gro^n leaves, dewy with 
Nature's te.ir-<]rops ; as they Pass, grievius—if aught inaniin.ile eer 
grieves—over tlie unreturning brave ;—alas ! ere evening, to be trod-ien, 
like the grass—which now beneath them, but above shall grow in its 
next verdure ; when this fiery ihaas of living valour, rolling on the foe, 
anti burning with high hope, t«ha]l moulder cold and low ! 

Last noon, beheld them full of lusty life ; last eve, in IJe.aiityV circle 
proudly gay; the midnight brought the signibsouiui of strife,—the 
morn, the marsballiog in anus,—the day. Uattle s iu.iguilic<>iitly stern 
array ! The thunder<louds close o*er it: which when rent, the earth w 
covered thick with othercLay which her own cl.iy shall covrr—iieape<l 
and jKnt; rider and horse,— friend, foe,—in one red burml blent! 


XXXIV.—THE SONG OF THE SHIRT.— Thomas Hood. 
With liogers weary and worn, with eye-lid.4 heavy and nxl, 

A Wonmn Mt, in tinwornanly rags, ul^naglier needle and thread : 
Stitch ! stitch ! stitch ! in poverty, nunger, an<) dirt ; 

And stdi, with a voioe of dolorous pitch, she Aing the'' Sone of the 
Shirt." t, ^ 

“ Work—work—work ! white the cock is crowing aloof I 
And work—work—work, till the stars shine throne i the roof ! 

It's O ! to be a slave along with the barbarous Tuns. 

Where woman has never a soul to save, if this Ls CJuUtiin work ! 

“ Work—work—work—till tlio brain begins to swim ; 

Work—work—work—till the eyes arc hc;ivy and dim ! 

Se;ini, and gusset, and band—baud, and gusset, and seam. 

Till over tbe buttons I fall asleep, and sew them on in a dream ! 

** 0 J Jlcn, with Sisters dear !—O ! Men, with Motherland Wives ! 

It is not linen you're wearing out, but btiui:in crc*alures' lives ! 

Stitch—stitch—stitch, in poverty, hunger, ami dirt, 

S'.?wiog atonce, with a double thread, a shroud well xs a shirt! 

** But w'hy do I talk of Death-that phantom of grisly l>onc? 

I hardly fear his tcrriblo shai>e, it s<x*m.s so like iny own— 

It seem.H so like my own, because of the fasts I eo ; 

Alas ! tliat bread should be so dear, and Hesh and bJoorl so cheap I 

“ Work—work-work ! my Labour never flags; 

And what arc its wages ? A bod of straw—a crust of bread—and mgs ; 
That shattered roof—and thn naked floor—a tabic—a broken chair— 
And a wall so blank, my shadow I thank for souiutimcs falling there 1 

" Work—work—work 1 from weary chime to chime, 

Work—work—work, as prisoners work for crime t 
Band, and gusset, and scam—seam, and giwet, and band, 

Till the heart LB sick, and tlio brain bcntim(>ed,as wcUas the weary hand 

“ Work—work—work, in the dull December light, 

And work—work—work, when the wc:Uher is warm and bright ; 

While underneath the eaves the brooding swallows cling, 

Ab if to show me their Bunny backs, and twit me with tno Spring. 

** O ! but to breathe the breath of the cowslip and primrose sweet— 
With the sky above my head, and the grass beneath my foot; 

For only one short hour to fcol as 1 used to feel. 

Before I knew tho woos of want, and the w'alk that costs a meal ^ 
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Oil. but for one short hour ! a respite hou es'er brief ! 

No blvsscd leisure for Love or llope, but only time tor Grief ! 

A Lttlo Nveef>iiijt would case my heart; but in their briny bed 
My f ir.s iiuL-^t stoi>, for every drop hinder* needle and thread/^ 

With fin<^cr« weary and worn, with < ye-lids honra* ami red, 

A woman sat, in unwomanly her needle and thread. 

Stitch ! stitrh ! stitch 1 in poverty, hunger, and dirt; 

Au'l still with a voice of dolorous pitch, 

(Would that its tone could reach the rich !) 

Shefvang this *• Song of the Shirt.” 


XXXV.—TUL LYUK.— James Montuomeuy, 

WnEKE the roving rill me.ander*d down the greeu retiring vale, i>oor 
forlorn Alcious wander'd, pale with thought, serenely pale. Timeless 
sorrow o’er his face breathed a tnelaucholy gnice ; and fixed ou every 
feature tliere the mournful rc.siimation of da^pair. OVr his ann, his 
Lyre uoglecte<l, once his dear companion, hung ; and, iu spirit d^*ep de- 
jecte<l, thus the pensive poet Bimg ;—whih' at midnight’s solemn noon, 
Kwootly shoucthc cloudless moon ; and all tlic stars arouud bis he^id, 
benigoly bright, their mildest inflneuce shed :— 

Lyn* I O Lyre I iny cho.se□ treasure, solaco of my bleeding h^.wrt! 
Lyre ! O Lyre ! my only pleasure, we must ever, ever p;»rt: for iu vain 
thy po<’t .<iiigs, WOOS in vain thy heavenly strings ; the Muse’s wretched 
sons arc born to cold neglect, and pcnurj% and scorn. That >vhich 
Alexander sighed for, that which Ciesar's soul po.sscSvSt*d, that which 
heioe.s kings, have died for,—Glory ! animate.^ n^y breast. Hark I the 
charging trumpets’throats pour thoir death-defying not^.-s : ‘ To arni’^! ’ 
they call—toarrn.s I fly ; like Wolfe to conquer, and like Wolfe to die I 
Soft !—the blood of murder’d legions summons vcngesince from the 
skies ; flainingtowns and ravaged regions, alHnawq’ul judgment rise ! O 
then innocently brave, I ^“iU wrestle with the wave. I^! Commerco 
spreiul.sthcdariugsaiI,undyokcsher navalcliarioU to the gale. Blow,yo 

breezcsS 1-gently blowing, waft me to tliat liappy shore, where, from 

fountains ever Howing» Indian realms their treasures pour : thcnco re¬ 
turning, poor in health, rich in honesty and wealtb^’cr thee, mv dear 
paternal soil. Til strew the golden harvest of my toiL Then shall Misery’s 
^on.s and daughters in their lonely dwellings sing: ^untoous as tno 
Nile’s <lark waters, undbeover’d as their spring, 1 will scatter o’er tho 
liind blessings with a sacred hand : for such angelic tasks design'd, I 
give tlio Lyre, and sorrow, to the wind,” 

On an oak, whose branches hoary sigh’d to every passing breeze, sigh'd 
end told tho simple story of the patriarch of trees, high in air his harp 
ho huug, now no more to raptlure strung : then warm in hope, no longer 

f kile, he blush'd adieu, and rambled down the dale. Lightly touch’d by 
airy fingers, hark !—the Lyre enchants the wind ; fond Alcaeus listens, 
lingers ; lingering, listeuiiig« looks behind. Now the masic mounts on 
high, sweetly swelling through the sky; to every tune, with tender heat, 
hU heart-strings vibrate and liis pulses beat. Now the strains tosilonoo 
stealing, soft in ccstacies cia)irc ; oh 1 with what romantic feeling fond 
Alc/cus grasps the Lyre l/O his furioos hand he flings in a tempest 
o’er the strings ; ho strikes the chorda so quick, so loud, 'tis Jove that 
scatters lightning from a cloud. 

Lyre ! O Lyre ! my chosen treasure, solace of my bleeding heart: 
Lyre I O Lyre 1 my only pleasuro, we will never, never part. Glory, 
Commerce, now in vain tempt mo to tho field, the tuain ; tho Muse’s 
eons are bless'd, though born to cold neglect, and ponur}% and scorn* 
What though all the world neglect me, shall my haughty soul repino ? 
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and shaH noTc-rf d(i<;C5 me. 'hile this hallow -d Lvre i> mine' 

■tiint o*«*r my head tniajy a wrathful vial ■ lieav«^n 

^'.ivr thi*^ Lyro ! aud deer tv 1, • Bv thou a BUCesr.p. but nor a 

rtxd.' ’* 



XXX^'I.—ELEGY WHITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCU- 

YARD.—TiioMAfi? Git AT. 

Tin: curfow toll^^ tht kn*ll of pirtinj? day, the lowiag herd winds 
i>lo^'ly o’er the lea, tlie plou^'htiiaT) huineuard hU "oary way, 

aud J» a>c.s the ‘Aorld todarkhfs.sand to me. Now f.id< ^ tin* piiiunicrinp 
landhC:i(>*; cu the aiid all the air a foltmn holds, Sive 

where the heel Jo %sheel-; hi^ drotnug flight, and druubv iir>klmps lull 
tJiC difttant fold'j that, from yonder ivy-niriijlU-d Xow er, the liM'jdDg 
<nvl do^ts to the moon »'ornpla*n c»f such as, \%anderiijp near Ii*t secret 
houer. molest he** ai<cieut sohUry r» izu. Beueulh tho'C elruj*. 

that yew-trr€^s?ha 4 h.', u here he;ivc.' the turf ui maiiV a moulilerinp le •{> 
—c.%ch ill Ills narrow c».dl for evi r laid.—the rude foj« fath» r.-^ of tie* 
haculct f^lc'*;). The lip'ezy c-ill <*f lucen.-e^bfeathiijp the fcu .illow 

twittcriup from the slraw-huilt sJicd, the cock *8 shrill clanr»n. or fh»* 
ceboinp horn, no m<«re shall rouse them from Ihcir lowly bed. Fi»c 
them no more the Ida/iap liearthsh-all hum, or busy hoii-^ewifc ply h<1 
evening c-arc ; Lo chUdien run to lUp (heir rctuiu, or climb bLs 

knees the envied kisA U> fharc. Oft did the harvest to their sickle 
j-icld, tlieir furrow oft the fctnbborn gkbe haA broke : how jorond did 
Ihey drive lh*dr team upheld ! bow bow'd the woods Ik.* 11 cath their 
filurdy stroke ! Ixt not Ambition mock their useful toil, their homely 
joyA and destiny ol* cure ; nor Grandeur hear, with a disdainful smile, 
tJie short and simple annals of the ]>oor. The boast of heraldry, the 
pomp of power, and all that l>e:iuty, all that wealth c*er pave, await 
alike the ineviLihln hour: the p.athsof plorv lea I but to the prave. 
Kor you, ye pr<»ud. impute Uj Umsc the fault, if Memory o*cr thoir 
tomb* no trophies raU \ wlH.re, thr^uiph the lonp-drawu aisle and 
fpdted vault, the p'jsdmpahlhem ewrils the note of uraiAc, ('an storied 
IIn), or aoiujHted hu*^t, b.ick to iu muneioo call trie lUndiup hreath '/ 
Can Honour*^ voice provoke the 3dent ibiBt, or Flattery soothe the dull 
cold ear of Death ? 


ce 

to 


Perhaps in this ncplooled spot is laid souh* heart onci* prccrnanl with t 
Hcstialtirc ; haodi lliat the rod of empire mipht have sway « 1 , or wakrxi , 


o ecsta.sy the livmp lyre : but Knowh'dpe to llo ir i y* s lier ample pape, 
rich witn the spoils of time, did ne'er uuroll ; cliill IVnury rcpn^sH'd 
their noble nipe, and froze tlic penial current of the i*oul. i ull many 
a pern of purest my serene the dark unfalhomM aives of oc<^an hcAr : 
full many a flower is born to blush uuseen.and waste its sweelnc.ss on 
the desert air. Some vill;ipe llamplen, that, with dauntless breast, 
the little tyrant of his lieMs withstoofl; *K>me mute inglorious Hilton, 
hero may rest: some Cromwell, guiltless of bis country’s blo<Kl. The 
apfilause of listening senates to comm«aDd, the threats of fiain and 
rum to despise, to scatter plenty o’er n smiliog bind, anti read their 
hist/>ry in a nation's eyes, their lot forbade t nor circuniAcnbed alone 
their growing virtues, but their crimes coofined ; forbade to wado 
through slaughter to a throne, and shut the gaUrs of mercy on man* 
kind ; the struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide ; to quench the 
blosb<M of ingenuous i>hAiDe ; or heap the ahrino of luxury and pnde 
with incense kindleil at the Muses’ flame. Far from the mudding 
crowd's ignoblo strife, (their sober wishes never learn*d to stray,) 
along the cool sequester'd vale of life they kept the uoiselees tenor of 
their way* Yet oven these bones from UisiUc to protect, some frail 
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roemorirkU erected niph, with oncoiith rhynK-s and shapeless 
sculpture deck'd, implore?^ the pissinjx tribute of a sijxh. Their iiamc.s 
iheir year?, f^pelt by the unletter'll Mu^c, the place of fame and elopy 
sup J.lv : an<l manv a holy text around she strews, that teach the rustic 
moralist to die. tor who, to<hunb Forgetfulness a pr*'y, this plcasinc 
an:^ious cVr resign’d ; left the warm precincts of tlic cheerful 

dav. nor ca«t one longing, lingering look behind ? On some fond breast 
th*' I \rting soul ivlie^i, some pii>us drops the closing eye requires ; 
ev. n fvora the t<imb the voice of Nature cries ; even in o\ir ashes live 
"heir wimte<l firt'«. 

For th<'C, N\ho, mitidful of the unbonour'd dead, do«t in those lines 
ta*'ir arth'ss tab* relate ; if, chance, by lonely contemplation le<i, some 
kindred spirit shall cuquin* thy fate, naply some hoary •headed swain 
may say, Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn, brushing, with 
hi'^ty Steps the dews away, to meet the sun upon the upland lawn. 
There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech, that wreathes its old 
fantastic roots so high, his listlexs length at noontide would ho stretch* 
and pore upon the brook that babbles by. Hard >>y yon wood, now 
smiling as m ^icorn, muttering his w.ayward fancies, he would rove ; 
now drooping, woful, wan, like one forloni, or craz'd with care, or 
cross’d in hopedoss love. One morn I tuissVl him on the accustom’d 
hill^ along the heath,and near his favourite tree ; another came ; nor yet 
beside the rill, nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he# The next, 
with dirges duo, in sad array, slow through the church*yav»l path we 
saw him borne: approach, and read (for thou canst read) the lay 
grav’d on the stone* oenc^kth yon aged thorn 
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Here rests his head, upon the lap of earth, a youth, to fortune and 
to fame unknown: fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth* and 
Melancholy mark’d him for her own. X>arge was hU bounty* and Ins 
soul sincere : Heaven did a recompense as largely send: he g.ave to 
Misery all he had—a tear ; ho gain'd from Heaven (*twas nil ho wish’d) 
a friend. No farther seek his merita to disclose, or draw his frailties 
from their drc?:id abode, (there they alike in trembling hope repose,) 
—the bosom of his Father and his Uod.'’ 



XXXVII.—THE THREE WARNINGS.—Mns. Thrale. 


The tree of deepest root is found least willing still to quit the ground ; 
’twas therefore s.'iid by aneient sages, that love of life increased with 
years so much, that, iu our latter stages, when pains grow sharp and sick* 
De<s rages, the greatest loye of life appears. This strange affection to 
believe, which all confess but few perceive, if old assertions can’t pre* 
vail, be pleased to hear a modem talc. 

Wlien sports went round, and all were gay on neighbour Dobson’s 
wedding da)*, Death call’d aside the jocund groom with him into another 
room ; and* looking grave, ** You must, ” says ho, ‘‘quit your sweet 
bride, and come with me. ” “ With you 1 and quit mv Susan’s side ? with 
you I’’ t!ie hapless husband cried; ** young as I am,His monstrous hard I 
besidc's* in truth* I’m not prepared ; my thoughts on other matters go ; 
this is my wedding day, you know, ” What more he urg’d I have not 
heard* his reasons cquld not well be stronger ; so Deatli the poor de* 
linquent spared, and left to live a little longer. Tot, calling up a seriona 
look,—his hour*glasa trembled while ho spoke,—“ Neighbour,” he said, 
“farewell ; no more shall Death disturo your mirthful hour ; and, 
further, to avoid all blame of cruelty upon my name, to give you time 



ADVANCED 5^TUDEN^S. 


327 


for prcparAtioo,aD<l fit yoa foryotir future <tatioc, thre« seroral Wani- 
iogs you ^hall hare before* yoiiVc <3iimmoQ*d to tlie prove. Wiilinp, for 
oLcc, ril <\nit my prey, and smut a reprieve :in hopc'i vuu'il have 
no more to but, when I call apainth ^ way, well pUa^Vl the worltl 
wjjl leave. To these coDclitioos both couseute'J.and pitrted, perfectly 
contentcj). 

What n>:zt the hero of our tale befell, how loop he lived, how wi«e, 
how well, how roundly ho pursued hU course, jiihI '^riiok'd lii^* pij>e, and 
strok'd his horse, the williop Muse fihall Udl : he chafferM then, ho 
l>^>upht, he sold, nor onco pcrC‘:iv*d his pro win p old, nor thought of 
Dr ath a^near; his friend-^ not false, his wifeoo «hrew. many his paim, 
his chihlren few, hepafs’d his days in peace. Dut while hv view’d his 
wealth increa.se, while thus alonp )ifi;*s du.^ty road the Ixaten tnick 
content he trod^ Old Time, whose hj*;U' no mo^t.il spares, nncall’d, 
tuilnsjchd, nriawar**^, broupht on his eiphti* th yc.ar. Ari<i now one 
night, ill musing mootl a** all alone he sat, the unwelcome messenger 
of fate once more l>ef<ire him stooth Half kill’d with ang. r tind •tirprijv, 
•' So ssoou rctnrnt'd ? oM Dobson cries. Sopoon, il'yo call it’ Death 
replies ; ^ fiiircfy, my fri» iid, you’re but in ! since I was here \n foic 
’lia tix and forty years at and yon arc now fourscore ! ” “ .So much 
the wor^c,the clown rejoin’d; “to 6]>arctbu .aped Nvould be kuid ; 
be •'ides, you promiscHl me T)ir<*e Warning.^, which I have )o<'k*d for 
nights and mornings J but. for that Iom of lime utid ease, 1 c.an recover 
damages ! ” I know, “cricn Dcatli, that at the bo«t, I seldom am a 
we lcome piCFt; but don’t be caplioa«, friend, at leaet: 1 little thought 
you'd Rtill bo able to stump about your farm aud sbible ; yonr yearn 
have run to a great length : I wish you joy, though, of your strength ! ” 
•* Hold, “says the farmer, *• not so hv^t 1 I have oeeu lame these four 
yeJirn jtunt. *• And no gnat wonder/*Death ropUc:^ ; “however, vou 
^itill keep your eycat; and sun', to sec one*^» love* and friends, fur legs 
aud anas Must make amcndn. ** Perhaps. ** siys Dotson, “ m \t might, 
but latterly I've lost my flight. ** “This U a Khocking slory, faith : but 
there's flomc comfort Rtill," savfl Dc.itb. “ £;♦( h tlri^'cs your sadness 
toamnso; I warrant > ou hear all thcncw«. *’ “ Thcr*’s ru)nc, "cries he* 
•• .and if there were, Pm grown so deaf, I could not In^ar." ** Nav, then," 
the Spectre ^terii rejoined, ** cease, pr'y thee, coaflc these fooU/li vearn- 
ingfl; if you arc larne, and d^af, and blind, you’ve had yonr Three 
sufficient Warnings ; uocome along! no more we’ll part I ho flai<l, 
and touch'd him witli his dart; anti now, old Dobson, turning palOf 
yields to his fate. So CDd 0 *%y tale. . " 

- ’ I < 


XXXVin.—THE COLLIER'S DYING CHILD.—F.uimkr, 

Tqu cottage was a tliatclied one, its outside old and mean ; 

Yet every wing within that cot was wondrous oeat and clean : 

The night wan dark and stormy,—the wind was blowing wild;— 

A patient mother sat l)ceide the deatli«bed of her child,— 

A little worn-out creature—his onco bright eyes grown dim: 

Ho was a Collier's only child—they called him “Little Jim/* 

And oh ! to see the briny tears fast flowing down her check, 

An flhe o£Fere«t up a prayer in thought ^he was afraid to speak, 
Loflt/iho might waken one she loved far dearer than her life ; 

Por fllic had all a mothers heart, that wretched Collier's wife. 

With hands uplift^ sec. sho koccU beside the sufTerer's bed, 

And prays that God would spare her boy, and lake herself instead: 
Kho gets her answer from the child—soft fall these words from him— 
** Mother,,the angels do so stnile, and beckon Little Jim I 
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*' I have no pain, dear mother, now ; bat, oh I I am so drj : 

Jtist moisten jioor Jim’s Hp.^ once more ; and, mother, do notcrj ! ** 
With {£• nih\ trembling haste, she held a tca-cup to his lips— 

He smiled to thank her—then ho took throe little tiny sips, 

•* Tell fatlicr, when ho comes from work, I said ‘ good-niglit ! * to him ; 

And. mother, now I’ll po to sleep.”.Alas I j>oor Little Jim I 

She siw tliat he was dying I The child she lovwi so dear, 

U.ul utter'd the list woixis she’d over hope to hear, 

Tiio cot tape door i?; opened—the Collier’s stop is heard ; 

The father and the mother nu*ot, hut neither speak a word : 
lie felt th.it all was over—he knew the child was di.ad I 
He took the candle io hi*' hand, and stood beside the bod t 
His quivering hp p:4Vf' token of the prief he'd fain conceal ; 

And S‘V, the luotber joins him I tk • stricken couple kne<*l ; 

With lu-:irts ho\YC*d down by sorrow they humbly ask, of Him, 

In houveii once more to meet their own iK>or Little Jim ! ” 


xxxi:^ 


—JUCtUUTUA*S rillSON thoughts.—C. Woi.rB. 


WBMy—is the rack prepared—the pincers heated? Where is the 
ecourpe ? How ?—not cmployc<l in Rome? Wc have them lu Numidia. 
Not iu Romo ? I’m sorry for it; I could enjoy them now—I might 
have felt them yesterday ; but now, now I have soen roy funeral pro¬ 
cession : the chariot-whrcls of Marins have rolled o’er me- hishorecs’ 
hoofs have trampled me in triumph—I have attame<i that terrible con¬ 
summation luy Mul could stand aloof, and from on high look down 
upon the ruius of mj' body, smiling in apathy 1— I feci no loogcr—I 
challcnpc Rome to give anotluT pang I 

Go<l8 ! how he smiled, when he beheld me pause before tiis car, and 
scowl upon the mob ! Tlu' curse of Home was burnnsg on my lips ; and 
I had gnawed my chain, and hurled itathim—but that I knew ho would 
have scaiU*d again !—A kinc, and led before the gaudy Marius ; ^fore 
those flhoutinp masters of the world—:is if 1 bad been conquered ! while 
each street, each j^oplcd wall, and each insulting window, pcsiled forth 
their brawling triumphs o’er my head,—Oh I for a lion from thy M*oods, 
Numidiu !—Ur had I, in tliat moment of disgrace, enjoyed the troedom 
but of yonder slave, I would have made my monutnent in Homo! Yet 
am I not that fool,—that Roman fool,—to think disgrace on tom the 
hero’s soul—forever damps bis dree, and dims hisglonce ; that no bright 
laurel can adorn the brow that once was bowed, no victory’s tmmpet- 
Bouud can drown in joy the rattling of his chains; nocould one 
glimpse of victory and vontreance dart urccionsly across mo, I could 
kiss thy footstep’s dust again • thou, all in flame, with Massinissa’a 
energies unquctichcd, start from beneath thy chariot-wheels, and grasp 
the gory laurel reeking in my view, and force a passage, through 

disgrace, to glory !—victory, ren^cance—glory I -Uh, these chains I 

My Roiil’s in fetters, too ; for, from this niomcnt, through all eternity 
1 see but death f Then come, and let me gloom npon the past,— 
Sloop 1 I’ll sleep no more, until I sleep for ever I When I last slept, 
I heard Adherbal scream. I’ll RhKKP no more 1 111 THIKK—until I die : 
my eyes shall pore upon my miseries, until my tniscrios shall be no 
more. Yet wheroforo was that scream ? Why, I have beard his liiviNO 
scream—it was not half so frightful, Whonco comes the difference ? 
When the man was living, why, I did gaze upon his couch of torments 
with placid vengeance; and each anguished cry gave mo stern satis¬ 
faction ! Now, he's dead, aud his lips move not; yet his voice’s imago 
flashed such a dreadful darkness o’er my soul, I would not mount 
Numidia's throne again, did every night bring such aore&m as that 
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O, Tee I 'twa*; I who conn'd ilint mvino one, and therefore did its echo 
60 frightful !—If iwtre to do I would not kill thco : wilt 

thou not he cor*t**x>tod ?—Biit tiiuu Kiycst, “My f:\tLcr was a father 
to thee also; hv watch«.-d thy infant yc^re. he pave thee all that youth 
cot;Id ask, and scarcely manhood caoie than came a kingdom also ; T'‘t 
did.vt thon**—Oh !— I am faint—they Intve not brought me food—iTow 
did 1 not jKrrccire it until now ? Gods !—I’m in tcarn !—I did not think 
of we*f)inp. Oh, Manus, will thou ever htl hke this?— Ha I I 
Itchohi the ruins of a city : and, on acraepy fragment, s;«sa form that 
ueeui.'* in rums also: how unmoved—how i<u.*ru he lookj .—Amazement 1 
it is Mr^nus ! Ha! Marins I thinkst tliou nuw upon Jugurtha? Ho 
turns—heV 04ught iny eye !—I see no uiorc I 


XL.—CAVALHY CIIAKGE AT BALAKLAYA.— 

Al.Flii:u Tlnsysun. 


riATK a leapu', half a lei pie, half a league onw.ird ! all in the valley 
of D^afh rode th*'six hundred I *• Fonvard the Light Brigude f Charp* 
th*pun$!'* Nokia 6:iid:—in to till' valley <»( IKatli rode the six hutMind. 
•‘Forward the Liglit Brigade!*’ \Va> tin re a man dismayt'd ? Not 
though the soldiers knew someune had hlundercd : thein* not to make 
refdy, tlioirs not to reason why, theirs hut to do and die !—ioio the 
Talley of Dc:itb lode the bix hundred, ('annon to right of them, cannon 
to left of them, rariDou in fr<iDt of them .volleyo<l and thtindeiT<l; 
6tortDi<l at with shot and shell, lioldly they rode, and w ell; into the 
jaw'H of d'jdtb—into tin* mouth of hell—rode the six hundnd. Flashovi 
all their 8^ihres hare, flashed as they turni'd in ;ur, sabring the gunners 
lhc:e ; charging an army, while all the world wondero<l; pliiDgod in 
the hath ry-smokc, right through ibc line tbcT broke; 0;.wrk and 
liu£isian rt-erd from the sabn•stroke, fhiittend and sundered: then 
they rode hack ; but not—not tlie «ix hiindred ! Cannon t* right of 
tljvui, cannoD to left of Miem, cannon beddud theui, volleyc<l a&d 
thundered ; stormed at with shot and shell, w hilo horse and hero fell: 
thi y that had fought to well, cjimr from the jaws of death, back from 
the'mouth of hell, all that was left of thi in—left of hundred•! 
When can their glory fade? O the wild charge they made I all the 
w orld wondcrc<l. Honour the charge they made! honour the Light 
Brigade ! Noble six hundred I 


XLI.—THE FIFl’H OF NOVEMBER AT INKEUMANN.— 

Ghuai.d Makkky* 

Tw'a 6 nigh the noon of night before the roaring guns did cease, 

An<l at the smouldering fires of war we lit the pipe of peace. 

At four, a burst of bells arose thro’ night’s catbedrul dark, 

It seem’d so like our 8abbath*chimcSj we could but He and hark I 
Ho like tho l>ellfl that call to prayer In the d«ir land far away; 

Their muitlc floated on the nir, and kiss'd ua— to belror. 

Our camp lay on the sbadowv bill, all silent as a cloud. 

Its very ricartof lifostoo<l still—and the white mist hronght its shroud ; 
For Death was waking in the dark, ond primly smUed to see 
How all was ranpe^J and ready for his sumpiuont jnWIce* 

O wily are the llus^ians, and they came to their wild work, 

'Flielr feet all shod with silence in tb»* heart's blood of the Turk i 
While in its banks our fiery tido of War serenely slept, 

Tlieir subtle serpen try up^crent, and sb^althily they slept I 
Td the mins of the valley do tlie birds of carnage stir? 

There’s a rustle in the gloom like wheels I foet trample —btiHets w birr~ • 
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Orcat Heaven ! the foe in on u<*. Nonv the tnimp'ts with a ^tart 
'PIjriH—like th*'cry of a wronpod queen—to the nnl roots of the heart ; 
And lou^ and loud the \var-<lr«ims %%*ith throbbing clamour roll,— 

A ^ound to set the Vjlood on tire, and warm the shivering soul. 

The worn and weary sohlicrs leapt up. rG-i<lv, fre^h. and true 1 
No weak blood cur<ile<l white i* the face, no valour turned to dew ; 
Majestic as a pod de fied, arose our Enplish host— 

AU for the pc%k of peril rush<‘<l—each for the tieriest post ! 

We thought of Eng I anti, and we «wore to strike immortal blows ; 

'I hen all along the lcagiicre<l line the cra.sh of battle rose. 

'I'he banners waved like blessing hands; and we knew it was the hour 
For a desperase grip, (ill lingers met. in the throat of Russian power. 
And at a hound. an<l with a smit'd a cowanrs heart might kill, 

Th"' Lion of ()1<I Etigland h'apt likv* lightning from the hdl. 

A11 tiell seemed Imrstini; on us, ;vs the yelling dcmoj.s c.imc— 

The red-mouth'd cannon's fiery tongues licked all the hills with llame t 
And whistlingslicll, and snrering shot, with awful glee went past. 

Like fiendish feet and laughter hurrying down the battle-blast. 

No sum ! but none is needed,—D\ea can feel their way to fight, 

With the glow of battle in th ir faco^jyos filled with finry light ; 

And long ere dawu wa« red in heaven, upon the dark earth lay 
The propln*sying morning-red of a nation’s glorious day. 

Like the old sea. wliit ’-lipped with rage, the foe dash, in despair. 

On ranks of rock ; and what ,a prixo for the wrecker Death was there ! 
The Guards wont to tin.* fight in grey, but now they’re gorj* nd— 
Heaven save them, they're surrounded I Lcanyoummpartsof the dead, 
And hack the desperate l)atth\ for there is out one short stride 
Between the Russ an<l victory ! On, ou 1 you true and tried ! 

The Red Caps crest the hill—with bloody sr>ur the Chasseurs ride, 
Down like a flood from Etna pours their valour’s burning tide. 

Hurrah for Merrie England, now ! Hurrah for France the grand 1 
As we charge the foe together, .all abreast, and hand to hand. 

Hurrah I the mighty host doth melt before our fervent heat, 

And against our side the ebbing flood docs faint and fainter beat. 

From morn till ni^ht we fought our fight, .ant! at the set of sun 
Stood conquerors on Inkcrmann^K>ur SOLDIP.Its’ Battlw wou. 

^riiat mom the loginu-s stood like com in its pomp of goldeo grain I 
That night in ruddy shc-ivcs they lay upon the misty plain 1 
Our heroes fell in boyh'MKrs bloom, and bravery’s lusty pride ; 

But they mailo their bed o' the Russian dead, ere they lay aown and died. 

We gathererl round the tent-fire iu the evening cold and pray, 

And thoaghtof those who ninked with us in the morning's quick array— 
Our comrades of the field, who came no more from that fell fray ! 

We thought of the salt tears wrung out in green dcUs far aw.ay— 

Aud the stern white faces of tlic dead Uiat on the dark ground lay 
Dike statues of old heroes, cut in precious human clay— 

The household gotis of many .a heart were dark aud dumb to-day ! 
And hard hot eyes grew rme (or tears, and hearts sank down to pray. 

To the mighty Mother England came the radiant victory 
With laurels red, and a bitter cup of widow'd agony. 

O, the dim divine of distance fades—the purple past grows wan, 
Before Fame’s crowning glory o'er the heights of InkcrmaDD. 

XLII.—TkLb BATTLE.—(ScHiLLBR) Lord Lttton, 

Heavy and solemn, a cloudy colomn, through the green plain they 
marching came 1—measnreless spread, like a table dread, for the wild 
grim dice of the iron game. Looks are bent on the shaking ground^ 
hearts l^t loud \\'ith a knelling sound : swift by the breast that muel 
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bear the brunt pallops tho mnjor alone -bo front :—*• Plait and 
f«^tt€refl thev stand at the Ftark c<Juoiikancj, an<i the warfjvr?'* siKnt, 
bait. Proud in the blu^h of tnomine plowinir, v.hat on the hill-top 
rhinfp iu flowine*'^ ‘‘See yon the foci^an's hann^T** waving **We 
see the fcrcman’fi banners wavinp ! *•—'* G<hI be with yon. children and 
wife!’* Hark to the tIln^ic.—the trump and the hfe,—liow tlie) riL^' 
throu^li the ranks, which they rouse to liie «tnfc ! thnllii)^' they >oonu, 
with their plonou* tone,—tiinDinti they eo thronj:h the marrow and 
bone J ‘•Brothers, Ornl {frant, when tlus hfe is o’er, *n t.he hfe to come 
that w e meet once more !’* 

See the smoke how the lightning is cleaving a.^aodcr ! Hark ! the 
guos, pea! on peal, how they V>oo?ti out their thunder ! Pr«»rij to 

host, with kmdllnv ««oQnd, th^^ nhouting circles round ; ay, shout 

it forth to life or d«^tb. fre^r already or» 5 atne^ the breath ! The w.^r 
id waging, e)aught» r nging. and heavy through the reckiug pall ?1 e 
iron deatti*dice fall! Nearer they cloj**,—hK-e upon foes. “ U«.any ; ' 
--from Sf^uare i/> it Tney knovj ae one man. from danic 

to flank, and the fire cotn'.i suarp (ruu to** foremost rat k. Many a 
0 o!djer u> earth is Pi?nt, many a gap by the b.alU w r^-nt ; o’er tho 
corne before rpriop^ th^ hinder mao. that the line may cot fad to t)je 
fearleea van. To the rghu to the left, and around and around, deatn 
whirls in its dance on the bloody ground, Gvxl’s MinJight is nuonclird 
in the fiery flight, over the host falls a bnxxtiug night I Thede-ad ruvo 
lie bathed in tiie weltering blood, and the liTing are blent in the ehpj'cry 
flood; and the a 6 they reelrog and ^hdiri^ go, wtumblc etill on the 
corses that rieep below, •'Wliat! FvaueiJ^ r‘—-Oive Charlotte* my 
URt farewell/’ As the dying man murmure. the thuuders swell.— 
“rU gire—O God I are their eune ao near? Ho! couaradcayon 
volley !—look 5 *)iarp to the rear?—I ll gtvc thy CiuirJuttc thy la<t fure- 
w*ll : Kleen Roft ! where death thickc^^t dc^cendelh iO ram, th^* friend 

thoii forsakot, ihy Mdc may regain T* , , , . 

Hithcrwaid thitherwanl rer b the fight; dark and more darkly day 

* The adjutants 



Finx-vvcll, fallen brothers ; ibouph thus life be o cr, tlic-r<. " iUiO.b-. r, in 
which wc i^hiill meet you once more I ” 


XLIII.—THE EXECUTION OF MONTHOSE.—PltOPrsfiOli Avtovn. 

Come hither. Ev.-in Cnmeron, come, stand beside my knee— 
r hear the rirer roarinp down towards the wintry sea. . , , . 

There's shontinR on the mountain-side, there s war within the blast 5 
Old facy-s look upon me, old forms co trooping |wt. 

I hear the pibroch wailing amidst the dm of fight, 

And my dim epirit wakes again nnou Uio vcrffc of night. 

TSvas I that led the Highland host through wild ^haber s snows, 
What lime the plalded clans came down to battle, with Montrose. 

I'to told thee how ilic Southrons fdl beneath the br^ claymore, 
And how we smote the Campbell clan by Invoilocby s shore : 

I've told thee how we swept Rnndce. and tam.d UiO Lindsavs pndc ; 
But never have I told thee yet how the great Mnrqnis died. 

A traitor sold him to his foes: O, deed of deathless shame ' 

I charge thee, boy, If o*cr thou moct with one oi A^aynt n Dame- 
Bo it upon the mooDtaio’s nido, or yet within the glen, 

Stand DO in martial gear alone, or backed by armed moo— 
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F.ice Irim. thou wonld^^t face the man who wrong’d thy sire's renown ; 
U-Mii' mi>er of what blood thou art. and strike the caitiff down ! 

Tiu^y hrou rht him to the Waterguic, liaixJ hound with hempeu span, 
As thouL'h they field a lion th« rc, and not a feoceh ss man. 

They set him hi;:h upon a cart—the hangman rcxlc below— 

They diTu Ins hands Ix hind hi< back, and bired his noble brow. 

Then, ns a hound is 8li}>p’d from leash, they cheer'd the common throng, 
.Vnd blew th** not? witli yell and shout, and Ixidc him i)a‘^H along. 

It would have made a brave man's heart grow sad and sick that day. 
To watch the keen malignant eyes biuit down on that array,... 

But wlvm he came, though pale and wan, he look<.'d so great and high, 
So noble was his manly front, so calm liis steadfast eye, 

'riie rabble rout forbore to shout, and each man held his breath, 

For well they knew the hero'.s soul w’as face to face with death. 

But onwards—always onwanU, in silence and in gloom, 

Th'* dreary pageant laboured, till it reach'd the house of doom. 

'rhen. as the Grn?mo looked upwards, he saw the ugly smile 
Of him who sold his King for gold—the master-fiend, Argylc! 

And a &»xon soldier cried aloud, Back, cowanl, from thy jilace 1 
For seven long years thou hast not dared to look him in the face,” 
Hrui I l>ecn th^rc, with sword in hand, and fifty Camerons by. 

That day through high T)une<liii*s streets had j>eard tin* slogan-cry ; 
Not all their troops of trampling horse, nor nn jht of ivaik*<l men, 

Not all the rebels in tin* South had borne us backwards then ! 

Once more liis foot ou Highland heath had trod as free as air. 

Or I, and all who bore my name, been laid around him there I 
It might not l>c. They placed liim next within the .solemn h.all, 
Whore once the Scottish kings were throned amidst their nobles alL 
With savage glee came Warristoun to read the murderous doom ; 

And then uprose the great Moutrose in the middle of the room, 

‘‘ Now, by my faith as belted knight, and by the name I boar. 

And by the bright Saint Andrew's cross that wares above us thero— 
I have not sought in batth*-fieM a wreath of such renown, 

Nor dared I hope on my dying day to win the martyr’s cro>rn I 
There is a chamber far away, where sleep the good and brave, 

But a better place ye hare nam*^ for me. than by my father’s grave; 
For truth and right,'gainst treason'.smipht,this hand hath ahvavs striven, 
And ye raise it up for a witness still, in the eye of earth and heavon« 
Then nail my head on yonder tower—give every town a limlv— 

And God, wfio mad#% shall gather them : I go from you to Him I** 
Ah, boy I tliat ghastly gibbet! how dii^mal ’tis to sec 
Tliegre.at tall spectral skeleton, the ladder, and the tree I 
Hark ! Iiark ! it is the clash of arms—the bells begin to toll— 

He is coming ! he is coming ! Goal's mercy on his soul I ” 

There was colour in his visage, though the checks of all were wan. 
And they marveU’d as they saw him pass, that {proatand goodly man* 
He mounted up the scaffold, and he turned him to the crowd ; 

But they d.m'd not tru«t the people, so ho might.not speak aloud. 

But he looked upon the heavens, and they were cl^ir and blue, 

And in the liquid ether the eye of God shone through ; 

Yet a black and murky battlement lay resting on the hill, 

As though the thuDdt*r slept within—nil else was calm and still. 

The grim Geneva ministers with anxious scowl drew near^ 

As YOU have seen the ravens flock around the djdng deer. 

Ho would not deign them word nor sign, but alone he bent the knee 
And veil'd his face for Christ’s dear grace, beneath tho gallowa-treo, 
Then radiant and serene ho rose, and cast his cloak away; 

For he had ta’on bis latest look of eai^th, and sun, and ^y« 
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A bnamof fell o'er Lim, l:kc a f^lory roaod th*' shriToi 
And be climb’d tfie lofty buick-r. u were thejxith to hcavu:* 

I hen came a tlish from out the cloud. :in<l a ^luanioi: ihundcr*roll! 
And no man d.ire^i to look aloft, for fe.^i v.*,ls on every soul, 
i'bcre wa^ arioluvr heavy souud. a bn^h, and ilieo a ^rroan ; 

And dufklie>s b%\ej>: across the f*);y—the \sork of death was douc I 


XLIV.—TIIE DOWNFALL OF rOLAND.^C.uirucnL. 

() fticnnn Truth? thy tniiiu[ih ceased awhile, and thy >ister 

^^d with thee to fmhe. >vheti le:i';ued Oppn'^-'iou poun.d to 
Northern wars her whi-kercfi p.indoor^ and n^r ti* fc«* hus-«ar.s ; waved 
her dreui fitmd.ir<i to thv hr* c*?'* of rnoni, pealcst her Joi>d drinn, and 
tvvanio d h«.*r lriimpei*horn : t urnultnous liorror bro-jiled u'er her y:m 
pre^iCiui; wrath to Fol.iud— .nd t<» in xu * ' 

Waivwiw’j* last champion, fpnu li« r h* •urTcicd, wide o'er the 

helds a wa te of rum laid—••(> He wen !” he criwh • my hie thutc 
country Rar»'I—Is there no lian'i on luj;h to ^'hieM the brave? Yet 
thouj'li ih..slruction bvvecMi the*»e loTcly plains^ ri^c, felloiv men! our 
oor.VTUV yet remaiim f By that dread namo, wo wave the swonl on 
hieh ; and swear, for her to live !—with her lo die I ” 

He j^id : and, on the rampart-heijrhks, arrayed hin trusty warriors, 
few, hut undLsmayed ; hrtn^jK'iced and slow, a hornd front they form, 
still a.s the breeze, but dreadful as the storm ! Low, murinurinjt sounds 
along their Usunurn Hy—U kvcn^k, or PKath ? the watchword and 
rerily :—theni>ealo<i the note omnii>otcut tocliann, and tlie loudtoc.'in 
tidied their last alarm 1 

In vain—alas ! in vain, yc callant few, from rank to rank your 
volley’d thunder Hew: Oh! bloodiest picture in the bc'ok of time, 
Sarmatia fell—uuwept—without a crime 1 found not a generous friend 
—a pitying foe—f^trength in her anus, nor mr rey in tier woe ! I>rup|<xi 
from her nervclesn gtasp the sbatteivd spear—cln.^tl her bright eve 
and curbed her high career:—H ojkj, f<»r a sc.ison, bade the worldj 
fareivell, and Freedom shrieked—ah Ko^cit'^KO fell f 

Ihe Buti went down, nor ceased the carnage there ; tumultuous 
murder sho^jk the miflnight air:—on Prague’s i>roud arch tlie hre^i of 
ruin glow, hU blcKxMyed waters murmuring far below, llie storm 
j>p;vailrt ! the rampart yields away —bui>ts the wild cry of horror and 
dismay I Uark ! theemouldcring piles with thunder fall,a thoubuud 
nhriekri for hopeless mercy rail I Earth ebook 1 red mcu.^ors flashed 
along the eky, and conscione Nature ehuddend at tlic cry 1 

Departed spinU of the Miontr dkaU J—ye that at Marathon and 
Leuctra bled I friends of the M orld I reslorc your swords to man, fight 
in bia sacred c.ause, and lead the van! Yet for &irmatu’s tears of blood 
atone, and make her arm puissant as your own 1 Oh ! onco ag.iui to 
Preedom’scaiucv rctura the Patuiot Tcll— the Buucfi of Bannock* 
BUll.V I 


»• 


XLV.-ODE TO ELOQUENCK^abbt. 


Ubaed ye those loud-contending wave.H that shook Cecropia's pillared 
state ? &»w ye the mighty from tlieir graves look np, and tremble at 
her fate? Who shall calm the angry storm? who the mighty task 
perform,and bid the raging tumult ceas<??—Soe the son of Hermes rise, 
with syren tongue and speaking eyes, hush the noise, and soothe to 
peace ! 6cc the olivc^bninches waving o’er Illissus’ winding stream ; 
their lovely limbs the Naio^ laving—the Muses smiling by, supreme ] 
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Sec the nymphs and swains advancing^ to harmonious measures 
dancing : grateful lo Pa?ans rise to thee, O PoNver ! who canst inspire 
soothing Nvord.s—or words of fire, and shook*at thy plumes in Attic 
skies ! 

Lo ! from the regions of the North, the rtsldcning storm of battle 
pour^^rolls along the trembling earth—fastens on the Olynthian 
touors. "Where rests the sword? vrhere sleep the bravo? Awake ! 
Cccropia’s ally save from the fury of the blast: bursts the storm on 
Phocis* walls ! Rise ! or Greece for ever falls ; up, or Freedom breathes 
her last.’*—The jarring states, obsequious now, view the Patriot’s hand 
on high ; thunder githering ou bis brow, lightning fl^vshing from his 
eye ! Borne by the tid^* of words along, one voice, one mind, inspire the 
throng! —“To arms! to arms! to arms!*' they cry; “ grasp the 
shield, and draw the sword ; lc;id us to Philippi's lord, let us conquer 
him, or die ! “ 

Ah, Elo<^ucncc ! thou wast undone, wast from thy native country 
driven, when Tyranny eclipsed the sun, and blotted out the stars of 
heaven ! When Liberty front Greece withdrew, and o'er the Adriatic 
flew to where the Tiber pours his urn—she struck the rude Tarpeian 
rock ; sparks were kindle<l by the shock—a gain thy tires began to burn ! 
Now, shilling forth, thou mad'st compliant the Conscript Fathers to 
th^' charms; roused the world-bestriding giant,sinkiug fast in Slavery's 
arms! I see thee stand by Freodom's fane. i>ouring the persuasive 
stnilo, giving vast conceptions birth: hark! I he:ir thy thunder's 
sound shake the Forum round aud round—shake the pillars of the 
earth ! 

First-bom of Liberty divine I put on Religion’s bright array ; speak! 
and the starless grave shall shine the portal of eternal day 1 Ivisc ! kind¬ 
ling with the orient beam, let Calvary's hill inspire the theme ; unfold 
the garments rolled in blood ! Oh, touch the soul—touch all her chords 
with the omnipotence of words, and point the way to heaven—to God S 


XLVI,—THE LAST DAYS OP HERCiniANEUSL—A tobrotonb. 

TllKRK was a man, a Roman soldier, for some daring deed that tres¬ 
passed on the laws, in dungeon low chained down. His was a noble 
spirit, rough, but generous, and brave, and kind. Ho had n son,— 
'twas a rosy boy,—a little faithful copy of his sire in face and gesture. 
In her pangs s he died t hat oav o Kiin and ever since, tSo diild 

Mn tMienIlls (uTTier^s^^ce ana iiU care. Every sport the father shar^ 
and heightened. But at length the rigorous law had grasped him, 
and conaemned to fetters and to darkness. 

'The captive's lot be felt in ail its bitterness:—the walls of his deep 
dungeon answered many a sigh and heart-heaved groan. His tale was 
known, and touched his jailer with compassionand the boy, thence-' 
forth a frequent visitor, beguiled his father’s lingering hours, aud 
brought a balm with his loved presence, that in every wound dropt 
hcalitig. But, in this terrihe hour, he was a poisonsd arrow in the 
breast, where ho bad been a cure. 

With earliest morn of that first day of darkness and amaze, he came. 
The irou door was closed—for them never to open more I The day, 
the night, dragged slowly by ; nor did they know the fate impending 
o'er the city. Well they heard the pent-up thunders in the earth 
beneath, ana felt its giddy rocking; and the air grew hot at length 
and thick; bat in his straw tho boy was sleeping: and tho fatner 
hoped the earthquake might pass by ; nor would ho wake from his 
sound rest the unfearing cnild. nor tell tho dangers of their state. On 
his low couch the fettered soldier sunk—and with deep awe listened 
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the fearful sound- : —Aith up*j:rn<\i ‘ rc> to the e.va. he h"eathe 1 
;* prayer ;—tbeu i^troTc toc.ilai hiui^elf. aud io>: jii tlcep auhile hi.- 
terror.-i. But he could uot sK<>t>:— hL» IxKiy burued wUh 
fevcri-ii heat ;—hiscluiuis clauke i although he riioveil oot : dcej* 

inearth gronii'd iinun.iginahle iLuuder-:—tmnii-, f* arful and oiai* 
hoii^. aroi>t and died like the sad luo'ininu'''of Isuvembcr*s Mind in the 
lu.ank midnight. Deet horror dulled U\s blo^Mi that burned h fore ; 
—cold ch.uuny ‘^v.e.Us c:*tne oVr hin;—then, anuiu a hery thnil shot 
tlircaigh hi^ vein.s. Now on his OjucJi I.e >liriiuk. .irid sJuvei\d m 
feir: — then upright Jc ipil, u'i though he he iul the* batth •:rumpet 
>Oujid, and longed to Milh death ! . . . . lie ^l('pt at la-t—a 

froubleil dreamy sleep. Will, had he shpl i»e>tr to «akeu in(»re 1 
Hi-* hours are feu. but t«Trib!e Ims agonv 1 

.'^oon the ^torm bai>t foitn ; the lightning- glaood the air shook 
Mitli the thunder.-1 Thev av.okc:—the\ sprang amazed upon their 
feet. 'l‘he dungeon glowed a moment as in suii-hi:a —then w.o- dark : 
—Again a of white Ihmie tills the Cell; dvuig away upon the 

dazzl'd eye in dark» ning, qniwrin;' lints, .k- siniuiing found dn.*- 
throbbing, nngiijg in the car. Silence, an<i bl.jck'st d.iikne.-.-!— 
With intrijscst aw'o the soJdiers frame was lid il ; ami inauv a 
thought of ^traagi* fortbodixig liuriictl through hm iniud. a^ uudiT- 
Death ho felt the fuverc<l earth jarring and lifting, and iho ni.is.-ive 
wall. h*ard harshly grate nnd strain yot knew* he not, while evils 
IIII do lined and yet to come ghinced through hi.'* thoughts, wluit dv* p 
nnd cureh^sf wound fate h.id alrenriy given. Where, man of woe! 
v.jiere, wTetched father! is thy* boy ? Thou cairbl his name in Tain: 
—he cannot answer tbee I 

Loudly the fath r chilled upon lii^ chi hi : no Tolce tvpliiHl I Trem¬ 
bling and anxiously he fearch<d lli^dr couch of straw with headlong 
ha.stc trod round his stinP d limits, aud, low* bout, groped darkling un 
the earth: —no child wa$ th»*ro ! Again he cillcd again, at fartijot 
stretch of hU accursed h*ttors—till the blood came bursting from hh 
e;irv, and from his eyis lire flashid he ftraitu'<l, with arm extended 
far, and fingers widely spread, greedy* to touch though but his idoln 
garment, useless toil ! Yet .'-till renewi;d ; still round and round he 
goes, and strains, and foaUlie—and w ith dre.idful cries calls on hLs 
iWy*! tiad frenzy* fires him now ; he plants agMinst the w*aH his feet 
his chain gr^osps j—tugs with giant .strength to force away ihe deeji- 
driven staple.—yelU and flirii ks with rtg**:—l>ut M.*e ! the ground is 
opening—a blue light mounts, gently w.iMiig—noiAek^s tlnii and 

cold it soeiDS.aiid like a raitdx)W*«tint, nut fi.iiiic : but, by* its lustre, on 
the earth outstretched, behold the child! —ah, liieKve ! hU dress 
finged—and over his serene face, a dark line i>oints out tbc lightning's 
track ! 

The father saw—<tDd all his fury* fled dead calm fell that instant 
on him spoecblesH. fixed he and, with a look that never wan¬ 

dered, gazed intensely on tJic corse. Those laughing i:yvs were not 
yet closed—<iod rounu those pouting lips the wonted smile still hung ! 

Silent and jialo the father stands: no tear is in his ey ethe 
thunders bellow—but he hears them not: the ground lifts like ase:i— 
be knows it not:—the »:troog wall.H grind and KAj>e—tbc vaulted roof 
takes sliapcs like bubble tossing in the wind.—^e! be looks uu and 
smiles ;—for death to him is haiipincss. could one last cuioraco 

be given, 'tworc still a swc*cUrr uiing to die! 

It will be given. Look how the rolling ground, at every* swell, 
nearer and stUl more near movc« tow'ards the father’s outstretchod 
arms hU bov :—oocc be has touched his garment—how bis cyu 
lightens w'itu love, and hope, and anxious fear I Ua I sco t he h^ 
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him now 1—he claf^ps him round—kisses his face—puts back the curl- 
in-' locks that shaded his fine brow-looks in his eyes-grasps m bis 
own those Ht-le, dimpled hands—then folds him to his breast as ho 
was’wout to lie when sleopios—and, resignetl, awaits imdreaded 

th.-ath f.... . I » 

And death c.ame ?oon. and swift, and pan^less. The au-^'e pile sunk 
down at once into the openinK earth. Walls—a.ches—roofs—and deep 
fouiKlation stones,—all minglin" fell 1 


XLVII.—THE BARON’S L.VST BANQUET.—.AbBEP.T G. GREESE. 
0’i;» .1 low couch the setting sun had thrown its latest ray. 

Where, in his last etronir agony, a dying warrior lay.— 

The stern old Barou Hudigi-r; whose frame had ne’er been bent 
By wasting pain, till time and toil Us iron strength had spent. 

“ Thev come around me here, and ?iay my days of life are o’er.— 

That I shall mount my noble steed and lead toy band no more ; 

They come, and, to my beard, they dare to tell me now that I, 

Their own liege lord and master born, that T—ha ! bal—must die. 

“ And what is death ? I’tc dared him oft, before the Paynim spear ; 
Think ye he's entered at my gate—has come to si-ck me here ? 

I've met him. faced him, scorned him, when the fight W4.s raging hot 
I’ll try his might—I’ll brave his power—defy, and fear him nob S 

“ Ho I sound the tocsin from ray tower, and fire the culverin ; 

Bid each retainer arm with speed 1 call every vas-sal in ; 

Up with my banner on the wall,—the ban»ioet-board prepare,— 

Throw wide the portal of ray hall, and bring my armour there ! ” 

A hundred hands were busy then : the banquet fortli was spread. 

And rang the heavy oaken fioor with many a martial trc.id ; 
wiiile from the rich, dark tracery, along the v.aultcd wall. 

Lights gleamed on harness, plume, and spear, o’er the proud old Gothio 
lialL 

Fast hurrying through the outer gate, the mailed retainers poured, 

On through the portal’s froivning arch, and thronged around the board ; 
■\Vhile at its head, within his dark, carved, oaken chair of state, 

Armed cap-a-pi6, stern Eudiger with girded falchion sate. 

“ Pill every beaker up. my men '—pour forth the cheering wine 1 
There’s life and strength in every drop,—thanksgiving to the vino 
Are ye all there, my vaas.als true ? mine eyes are waxing dim ; 

Pill round, my tried and fearless once, each goblet to the brim 1 

“ Yo’rc there, but yet I sec you not !—Draw forth each trusty sword, 
And let me hear your faithnil steel clash once around my board ; 

I heat it faintly ;—louder yet 1 What clogs my heavy breath ? 

Up, all;—and shout for Rudiger, * Defiance unto Death ! ’ ” 

Bowl rang to bowl, steel clanged to steel, and rose a deafening cry, 
That made the tori^es flare around, and shook the flags on high : 

” Ho I cravensl do ye fear him V Slaves ! traitors I have ye flown 7 
Hu! cowards, have ye left me to meet him hero alone ? 

“ But I defy him !—lot him come V’ Down rang the massy cup, 

While from its sheath the ready blade came flaaliin" half-way up ; 
And, with the black and heavy plumes scarce trembling on his head, 
There) in his dark, carved, oaken chair, old Rudiger sat—dead I 
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SiVIIL—THE L-iST MAN.—Tfiomas CA>irnr:ri.. 

Al.L worldly ehipes mdt in ;^lootn. tbo Min hicnstlt mn§* die* 

before this mortal thall it^ uiiiiion.ihiy I I &.iw :% Tt$iou in mv 

iHwp* that pivc my spirit stri.ti^h to sweep adown the pulf of Tjidc ! ^ 
Kwv the laj't of buoiao nionld—that Jshall Creation’s death behold. 
Adam saw her pr^cne I The Sim s eye had a sickly the earth i\ it}i 

ago v.au wan ; liie bkeletous of nations were around lh.it lonely man ' 
Some bad expired in fight—tlie brands still ru>(cd in th**ir bony hands I 
ID plague and faujiin: MineEarth's cities had no sound or tn^Mi; and 
fillips were drifting, with the dc.id, to -lioieH where all waS dumb. 

Yet, propbct-llke, that Lone One 6too<h with d.tnntlc^s words and 
high, that shook tlio Fcrc leaves from the \von<l as if a storm parsed 
hy laying,—“ \Vc arc twin^ in death, proud Sun ! thy faco is cold, 
thy race is run/ti^ mercy bids thc^ go ; for thou, ten chon-.in 1 thon-^an'i 
v*'arfl, hoflt s^ii Q the tid'*of human UMrs—that rh.ill no loiieer flow. 
What though, txri'ath thi'f, man pnt forth his pomp' pnde, his 
skill i and aria Uiat made lins ilood, and earth, tin' va**' iH of hi< will ? 
—yet mourn 1 not thy parted sway, ihoii dim discrowned king of day I 
f49r, all th 0'*0 troplued art^ and triumphs, that l>oiicath thee *«prauc, 
he aled not a passion or a pang entailed on liuinAii beans. Go I let 
oblivion's curUiQ f U1 u|x>u the stage of men I nor with thy rising lx ams 
recall life' s trag edy aguiu I Its piteous pageants bring*not b.ick, nor 
waken iipOD tTic rack of pam anew to writhe ; stretched iudi^uase's 
>Lapes abhorred, or mown in battle by the s%vord, like graM beneath 
the scythe I Kven I am weary, in yon to watch tby Tidiug fire: 

test of all samless agooi^^s, behold not tuc expire ! My bps that speak 
thy dirge of dr*ath—their rounded gasp and gurgling breach to see, 
thou fhalt not boast; tliocclipv? of Nature spn,*ads my the majesty 
of l>arkn<'ss shall receive my parting ghost I Thi.s .spirit *h.ill n furu 
to Him who gave its hc.iTcDly s'xirk ; yet think not, bun f it sluill be 
dill), when thou tliysclf art dark I No I it slnill live again, and shine 
in bliss unknown to b<;aiD.'i of thine ; by llini recalled to bi'catli. who 
ciptivo led Captivity, who robbed the Grave of victory, and took the 
Bting from Deatli t Go, «Sijn ! while .Mercy holds nir up. on Nature's 
awful waste, to drink this last au<J hitt<'r cup of gnci (liat iQ:in rhall 
m.stcgo! tell the night that hi<lc.*i thv fac’*, thou s.iw'nt the la.st 
of Adam's race, on earth's sepuichral c]od,the<tarkcniiig uuivcr&c defy to 
(quench his Immortality, or shake his tru.^t in God ! 


XUX.—THE HAVEN.—Edgah Alla.s Poe. 

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I ponderisj wiak and weary, 
Over many a qtuiut and curious volume of forgotten lore— 

While I nixldud, ticirly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at iny cliamber door. 

’Tis some visitor/' 1 muttered, ** tapping ot my diamlier door— 

Only this, and nothing more.'’ 

Ah, distinctly I remember it was In the bleak December, 

And t:acb separate dyiog ember wrought its ghost upon the floor* 
Etgerly i wished the morrow ;—vainly X had sought to borrow 
From my books surccaso of sormw^^orrow for the lost Ta^nore'— 
For Uic rare and radiant maiden whom the augcis name Lenorc— 

Nameless here for rvonuore. 

And the silken sad uncertiiin rustling of each purple curtain 
Thrilled me—filled mo with fantastic terrors never felt before ; 

Bo that now* to still the beating of my heart, 1 stood repeating, 

22 
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“ *Tis 5iomc Tisitor entreating entrance at my cliambor door— 

Some Utc visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door ; 

This it is, and nothing more." 

Presently my soul grew stronger ; he<*itiling then no longer, 

“ Sir," said I, “ or 5Iidam, truly your forgiveness I implore ; 

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping. 

And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 

That I scarce was sure I heard you "—here I opened wide the door ; 

Darkness there, and nothing more. 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing. 
Doubting ; dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before , 
But the silence wus unbroken, and the stillness gave no token, 

And the only word there spoken, was the whispered word ‘‘ Leuoro 
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the w*ord, Lcuorc I"— 

Merely this, and nothing more. 

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 

Soon Again I heard a tapping, something louder than before. 

“ Surely," said I, “ surely that is somethiDg at my window lattice ; 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore— 

Let my heart bo still a moment, and this mystery explore p— 

Tis the wind, nnd nothing more." 

Open hero I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 

In there stepped .a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore. 

Not the least obeisaDce m.ade ho ; not a minute stopped or stayed he ; 
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door— 
Perched upon a bust of Pallas, just above my cliambcr door— 

Perched, and sat, and nothing more* 

Then this ebony bird beguiling my s.id fancy Into smiling, 

By the grave and stem aocorum of the countenance it wore, 

'"Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou," I said/* art sure noemTen, 

Ghastly, grim, and ancient Raven, wandering from the Nightly shore_ 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night's Plutonian shore !" 

Quoth tho lUven, "Nevermore." 

Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to bear discourse so plainly. 
Though its &ns>vrr little maaning—little relevancy bore : 

For we cannot help agreeing that no living Ininian being 
Ever yot was blessc<l with seeing bird above his chamber door— 

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above hb cbanit^r door, 

With such name as " Nevermore." 

But tho Haven, sitting lonelv on that placid bast, spoke only 
That oue w*ord, as if his soul in tliat one word he did outpour. 
Nothing farther then he uttered ; not a feather then he fluttered— 
Till 1 scwccly more than muttered, " Other friends have flowm before— 
On the morrow be will leave me, as my hopes have flown before." 

Then the bird said, "Nevermore." 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 

" Doubtless," said I, " what it utters is its only stock and store, 

Caught from some unhappy muster whom unmerciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followeu faster, till his songs one burden bore— 
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden lx>re 

Of * Never—nevermore.'" 

But the Haven still begniling all my sad soul into smiling, 

Straight 1 wheeled a cushioned scat in front of bird and bust and door, 
Then, upon tho velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 
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rinc 7 untu fr^ncr. thinkiog M-hat thid omioous bird of jor,>— 

>Vha: this grim, uiigainlj, ghasllj, gaaot. and omioous bird of j-urr 

Alcant ID croaking “ KeTcrmoro/’ 
ThL^ I tot engaged in gu»^ing. but no svIlAblo expreasiD<r 
To the fowl wh^ fii rj eyes now burned into tny boom .-Tcore • 

1 hLs aud more I sat divining, with tny head at reclining 
On the cushion a velvet lining that the lamp-light glaaUd oer 
But whose relret violet lining with the lauip-ligbt gloating o‘er, 

SiiK shall press, ab, nevermore ! 

Then, methoiight, the air grew denser, p^'rfumed from an tinsc^Q center 
Swung by Serajihim w hwe foot-falU tuikled on the tufted floor. 

>V n tch, I cned, *• thy God hath lent th»/o—by these aoccU Ue halb 
sent thee— 

ne-.pite--rtspite and nepenthe from thy mcmoriia of I^rnorc : 

(.^uatfi oh r}uafl this kind nepenthe, and forget this loat I>enorc ! “ 

Quoth the U.iven, “ Nevermore. ** 

* prophet still if bird or devil !— 

>> hether TempUr a^ot, or whether temjHfSt tossed thee here ashore, 
^esoUto, yet all undaunted, on this dc^jrt land cnchauled— 

On this home by Horror haunted—lull me truly. I implore— 

Is there—IS there balm m Gilead ?—tell me—tell me—I implore J 

Quoth the Kaveo, ** Nevermore. 

' "said I, “ thine of ctSI j_propbet still, if bird or devil ■ 

a»>ovo U8—by that God we lK)th adore— 
loll this soul with sorrow laden if. within the disUnt Aideun, 

It shall clasp a saint^l maiden whom theangets name I^moro— 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden ivbom tJie angcH naro*'Ix'nore ? 

Quoth the UaTcri, ‘‘Noveruior«.\** 

*• Be that word our siffn of parling, bird or fiend I '• I shrieked up- 
Starting— * 

“ G«t thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutoniart shore * 
l>..Mrc no black plume as ii bAv-ti of that lie thy soul hath spoken I 
Ixnvo my loiielincAs unbroken rjuit the bust above my dc^r ! 
lake .uy beak from out my heart, an<i lake tfiy form off my door ♦ 

Quoth the lUveu, ** Nevermore/' 
And the R-yen, never flitting, still is sitting.still U sitting 
ya the pallid buAt of Pallait, juat ab«^vo my cham>>er door ; 

And hia eyes have all the aceming of a demon*^ that isi dreamincr» 

And Uie lamp-hgbt o er him streaming thrown his shadow on llr-door • 
AueJ my soul, from out that shadow that hes floating un th-> floor, 

Shall bo lifted-ncvcroioro 5 


L,—THE BELLS.—Edoae Allan Tub. 

bells-silvcr belb. J What a world of morri- 

^ OT'.TsprinLlo nil the heavens, seem 

" cryst-'Uiu® ; keening time, time, time, iu a 

tot*‘ctintmabulatioo tliat so musically wells from 

Sh' 

mellow wedding bells— golden bells ! ^Tmt a world of hap. 
liarmony foretells I Through the balmv air of night how 
j delight I From Uie moltcn-gofdon notes, what a 

It I euphony voliitniDoiisly wells I How 

tt swells ! how it dwells on tbo future I how it tells of the rapture Uiat 
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impelft to the swinping and the ringing of the bells, bells, hells—bells, 
bcll 5 , b^ lJs, bells, bells I—to the rbyraing and the claming oi the bells. 

Hear the loud alarum bells—brazen \>elLs 1 What a tale of terror, cow, 
their turbulencj Ulls ! In the startled ear of night how they ^reaiu 
out their affright ; in a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the hre ! m 
a mail expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire ? Oh the bells, bclhs 
bells ! What aUle their terror tells of Despair ! How they clang, and 
chn^h, aiul roar \ What a horror they outpour on the bosom of the pah 
i)itAting air ! Yet the car it fulW knows, by the twanging.and thcclang^ 
jDg, how the danger ebbs and nows ; ay \ the car distinctly tvUs,jn the 
jAn'’'hDg and the wrangling, how the clanger sinks and swells, by tho 
Hinking or the swelling in the anger of the b“lls, of the bells ! bells f 
belts !—in the clamonr and tlicclan<»our of the bells! 

Hear the tolling of tho bolU—iron bells I What a world of solemn 
thought their mon-xly compels ! In the silence of the night, how we 
shivcrwithaffrightatthcmelancboly menace of their tone ! For, every 
Bound that floats from the rust within their throats is a groan. And 
the people—ah, the people—they th.at dwell up in the steeple, all alone, 
and who, tolling, tolling, tolling, in that uiufBea monotone, feel a g.ory 
in so rolling on the human heart a stone ^they are neither man nor 
wom.an—they arc neither brute nor human—they are Ghouls : and tlieii 
king it is who tolls! aud he rolhs, rolls, rolls, a pman from the bells ! 
and his bosom proudly swells with the paean of the belLs ! And bo 
dances, and he yells ! keeping time, time, time, in a sort of llunic rhyme, 
to the pman of tho bells 1—bells !—to the throbbing of tho bells !— 
bells !—to the sobbing of the bells!—belU !—to the rolling of the 
bells I—bells !—to the tolling of the bolls !—bells ! bolls !—to the 
moaning and the groaning of the bells t* 


LI.—THE DEATH OF illKXEHAHA.— H. W. LosgfbLLOW. 

O THE long and dreary Winter ! O the cold and cruel Winter ! Ever 
thicker, thicker, thicker, froze the ico on lake and river; ever deeper, 
deeper, dt-eper, fell the snow o’er nil the landscape. Hardly from his 
bnried wigwam could the hunter force a passage; vainly walked ho 
through the forest ; sought for bird or beast, and found none ; in tho 
ghastly, gleaming forest fell, and could not rise from weakness— 
perished there from cold and hunger. 

O the famine and the fever 1 O the wasting of tho fammo I 0 tho 
blasting of the fever 1 O the wailing of the children ! O tho anguish of 
the women 1 All the earth was sick and famished ; hungry was tho 
air around them, hungry was the sky above them, and tho hungry stars 
in heaven, like tho eyes of wolves, glared at them 1 

Into Hiawatha’s wigwam came two guests ; and silent, gloomy, sat 
without a word of welcome in the seat of Langhing Water ; Famino 
one, the other Fever; and the lovely Hinnehaha shuddered as they 
looked upon her, lay down on her bed in silence ; lay there trembling, 
freezing, burning, at the looks they cast upon her, at the fearful words 

^Forth^in^to the empty forest rushed tho maddened Hiawatha: “ Gitch6 
Manito, the Mighty I ” cried he with his face uplifted, in that bitter 
hour of .anguish, “ Give your children food, O Father I give us food, 
or we must perish 1 give me food for Minnehaha, for my dying 

Minnehaha 1 ”-Through the far resounding forest rang that cry of 

desolation ; but there came no other answer than the echo of his cry¬ 
ing, “ Minnehaha 1 Minnehaha!” ^ * t. j 

In the wigwam with Nokomis.with those gloomy guests that watched 
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her, with tho Famine an*i the Fever, ?he was Iring, the beloved, she— 
the djinj^ Minuchnha. •* H .•‘k ' * “ I hear a ru*hin^, hear a 

roariu? and a rushint^: heir the hAtn of Minnehaha €aUiti>r to mo 
from a distance ! '* •* No, niy child ! ’* said old Nokomis, “ the iu£rhl« 
wind in the pin*;-trees !** ** L >ok ! *' shi t-^id : * I 6ce my father staL<b 
ing lonely at hi-i d«>or''r.y. >>cckoLiDg to me from his wi^^waai, in the 
land of the DacoUihs ! ** “ No, my child ! *' said uid Nokomis, “ *tLs the 
fmoke, that wave^ and Itckoni^ f ' Ah ! '* hbe bald, “ the eves of 
Pau;ntk glare upon me iu ti»c darkric,'*^ ; I can f«x:l hU icv lluc^-n 
clasjiing mite amid the Uarkncvs ! Uiav^ath.i! Uiawatha !' —And 
thcda>olat>r Hiawatha, far awav amid die forest. luiKs away arnoug 
too mouiituiiiS, heard that >udden cry •>t an^'iO'h, he-ard tlio to ice of 
Miiiiieliaha calling to him in thv <jarhtji^5, ** Hiauatha ! Uiawatha I '* 
Orer 6UOW*fic)ds at>d pathless, unci* r saou•cncniul'unsd 

branchee, homeward hu^^r* d Uiaw atha, cu.pty-hainieo, licavy-heari»,*d : 
heard Nokoiaib iiioaiiii.g. v.aihi):f j— “ VVaiumom.n I Widu>noimn ! 
would that I had perish'd f<*r you I would that 1 wvrv dcau us vou are ! 
Wahnnoiuiii ! Wahonomin !*• 

And he rushvd into the wigw-ntzi : saw the old Nokomis blovvly 
recking to and fro, and moaning ; saw his lovdy 3 IiuDehaha lying 
and cejid before him ; and ids bur.*«ting heart withm him uttered such 
a cry of anguish, that the very eUtrb iu heaven shook and trembled 
with Lis anguish. 

Then he sat down, Still and speochhss on the Wd of Minoebaha, 
at the feet of J^iUghing Water ; at those willing feet, that never more 
would lightly run to meet him, never more would lightly follow, 
fv.wco long daysand ui.rbu he eat there,speechIci^, motioniuss, uncou- 
acinus of the daylight or the darkness. 

Then they bun»d Miunchaha in the forest deep and darksome, 
undemoath the moaning hemlocks ; m rapmd her in her robes of eruitnc, 
coven.tl her with snow, like ermme. On her grave a fire was lighted, 
for hrjr soul upon iU journey to the Islands of tho 

From hL*! doorway liia\Nath:i watciied it buniiug in Che forest, that 
it might not bo cxtinguishtAl, might not leuvo her in the darknu«cs. 
“ Farewell I ” said he, •* Mmnth.iba ! Farewcll.O my L^itiglong Water ! 
All my heart is buried with you, all uiy thoiMjhts go oni^ard with 
you ! Come not back, again to labour, cotnc not back again to suffer, 
where the Famine and I ho Fever wear the heart and waste the body, 
800:1 my C^isk will bo completed, soon your footsteps 1 shall follow 10 
the Islands of the illess^, to the kingdom of Poncouh, to tho Land 
of the Hereafter 1 


LII.—THE LEPER—N. P. WfhLift. 

^ Room for the leper I room ! **—And, os ho cumo, the erj* passed on— 
•* Ib>om for the lep'Tl hkiiu !**—Sunrise was alanting on the city's 
gates, ro>y and beautiful; and from tho hills Uie early-ri.^cn poor wore 
oMoiog in, duly aud chcerfuliy to their toil; and up rose Uie sharp 
hammer's clinK, and the far bum of moving wheels, and inulliCudos 
a-«tlr and all that io a city-mtinDor swells.— unheard but by the 
watcher^s weary ear. aching with night's dull silcucc ; or tho sick, 
hailing the welcome light and sounds, that chase the dcath-liko imagee 
of tiio dark away.—-*• Room for the leper!"—And aside they stood 
—matron, and cliild, and pitiless manhood,—all who met him on his 
way,—and lot him pasj*. And onwanl through the open gate ho came, 
a bper, with the ashes ou his trow, sackcloth about his loins, and on 
his up a ooTcring,—stepping painfallv and slow ; and, with a difflenlt 
Qtterance, like one whoso heart is with on iron nervo put down, crj« 
ing, Unclean ] Unclean 1 " 
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*Twas now the first of the Judean autumn ; and the leares, whose 
shadows lay so still upon his path, had put their beauty forth beneath 
the eye of Judah’s loftiest noble. He was young, and eminently 
beautiful; uud life mantled in elegant fulness on his lip, and sparkled 
in his glance ; and in his mien there was a gracious pride that eTery 

eye follovsed witfi benisous and this was riB !-With the soft 

air of sxinirncr there had cornea toi-iior on his fmme : a drowsy sloth : 
day after day he lay as if in sleep ; his skin grew dry and bloodless, 
and white scuiles, circled with livid purple, covered him.—And Helen 
was a leper I Uo put off his costly raiment for the leper’s garb, and, 
with the sackcloth round him,and his lip hid inaloathsome covering, 
stdod still.waiting to hear his doom Depart! depart, O cliild 
of Israel, from the temple of thy God; for Ho nas emote thee with 
His cliastooing rod ; and, to the desert wild, from all thou lov’st, away 
thy feet must flee, that from thy plague His people may be free. 
Depart ! and come not near the busy mart, the crowded city, more ; 
nor set thy foot a human threshold o’er; and stay thou not to hear 
voices that call tbee in the way ; and fly from all who in thu wildevoess 
pass by. Wet not thy burning lip in streams that to a human dwell- 
glide ; nor rest thee where the covert fountains bide ; nor kneel 
thee down to dip the water where the pilgrim heads to drink, by desert 
well, or river's gni.«y brink. And pass not thou between the weary 
traveller and the cooling breeze, and lie not down to sleep beneath the 
trees whore human tracks are seen ; nor milk the goat tnat browseth 
on the plain, nor pluck the standing corn, or yellow grain. And now 
depart ! and, when thy hc;irt is heavy, and tliinc eyes are dim, lift up 
thy prayer beseechingly to Him, who, from the tribes of men, selected 
thee to fed His chastening ro<I. Depart, oh l^'perl and forget not God ! 

And he went forth—alone ! Not oneof all the many whom he loved, 
nor she whose name was woven in the fibres of hxs licart breaking 
within him now, to come and speak comfort unto liim. Yea, he went 
his way, sick, and heart-broken, and alone,—to die I for, God had 
cursed the leper ! 

It was noon, and Helon knelt beside a stagnant pool in the lone 
wilderness, and bathed his brow, hot with the burning leprosy, and 
touched the lo«'\thsome water to his fevered lips ; praying that be might 
be so blest—to die I—Footsteps approach^; and, with no strength 
to flee, he drew the covering closer on his lip, crying, ** Unclean I 
Unclean ! and, in the folds of the coarse sackoioth shroudim; ud his 



strument,—most strangely sweet; and the dull pulses of disease awoke, 
and, for a xuoment, beat beneath the hot and leprous scales with a 
restoring thrill! ** Helon ! aiise I’—and he forgot his curse, and 

rose and stood before Him. 

and awe mingle^ in tho regard of Holon’a eye, os he beheld the 
Stranger. He was not m costly raiment clad, nor on His brow the 
^inbol of a princely lineage wore ; no foUowers at His back,—nor in 

^*^^**' spear;—yet, if Ho smiled, a kingly 

condcsc^slon graced His lips. His garb was simnlo, and His sandals 
worn ; Hu sta^ro modelled with a perfect grace ; His countenanco the 
^press of a God, touched with tnc opening innocence of a child ; 
Uia eye was blue and calm, as is the sky in the serenest noon ; His hair 
anahorn fell to His shoulders; and Sia curling beard the fulness of 
^rfected manhood bore.—He looked on Helon earnestly awhile, as if 
Hie heart were moved ; and. stooping down, He took a little water in 
His hand, and laid it on his brow, ard said, Be clean I And lo ] the 
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fell from him ; .ind hia blood coursed with delicious coolness 
Through hia veins ; and his dry palms grew moist,and ou his brow tho 
dewy fiofln^'^ of an infant's stoK*: his leprosy was cloansod j .and he 
fell down prostrate at Jesus' feet, aud worshipi^ Him. 


LIII.—TUBAL CAIN.—Cuarlm Mackat. 

Old Tubal Cain was a man of might in the days when earth was 
young ; by the tivrcc rcti light of his furnace bright the strokes of his 
hammer rung ; and he lifted high his brawny hand on the iron glow ing 
c lear, tdl the sparks rush'd out in pcarlct showers, as he fashioned the 
hword aud the spear. 

To Tubal Cain came many a one, as he wrought by his roaring fire, 
and e-ach one pny'd for a strong steel blade a« the crown of his desire ; 
ami he made them w<*apons sharp and strong, till they £>ljouted loud for 
glee, and gare hiui gifts of jK'arls and gold, and spculs of the forest free. 

But a tad den cliain/e came o'er his heart cre the r^etting of the sun, 
and Tiil^al Cain w.xs till’d with pain for the evil )io had <l(»uc ; he saw 
tliat meu, with rage and haU*, luaae w.ar u)>on their kind, that the land 
was n:d with the hlood they shed in their lust of carnage, blind. Aiul 
he said—*' Alas I that ever I made, or that 8kili of mine should plan, 
the sfH)af and the sword, for men whose joy is to slay their fellow- 
man !'' 

And for Diaoy a day old Tubal Cain sat broo<liog o'er hU woo ; and 
his hand forl>oro to smite the ore, and his fumaoj smonldcr'd low. But 
he rov? at bast with a cheerful face, and a bright courageous eye, and 
feared Ins strong right arm for work, while the quick flam<*s mounted 
high. And he sang—“ Hurrah for my handiwork ? " and the red sp.arks 
lit the air : ** not:uocc for the blade >vas tbc bright steel mado ; ' and 
iiC fashiooM the first ploughshare. 

Ami meu, tauglit wisdom from the Past, in friendship join'd their 
hands, hung the sword iu Uie h:iU, the spear on the wall, and plough’d 
the %vii]iQg lands, aud sang—•* Hurrah for Tubal Cain I our staucU good 
friend is ho; and for the ploughshare and tlic plough, to him our praise 
shall be. But w tub* Oppn*i»sion lifts its head, or .a tyrant would be lord, 
though vre thank him chiefly for the Plough, wc'll not forget the 
HworeJ ! ” 


L17._T1ME and the SEA-TIDE.— Alkdkd Tknnyso.s. 

Bukak ! break ! break 1 on thy cold grey stones, O Si-a ! and I 
would that my tongue could utter the thoughts tliat arise in me. Oil, 
well for the hdlicrman’s buy, that he shouts with his sister at play 1 olq 
well for the sailor lad, that he slugs in his boat on the bay 2 And the 
stately ships gooo to their haven under the hill ; hut oh for tlu* touch 
of a vanbhed hand, and the sound of a voice tlrnt is Btlll. Break I 
break ! break ! at the foot of thy crags, O Sea ! But the teodor grace 
of a day that is dead, will never come back to me. 


LV.—GOOD NEWS FROM GHENT.—Ron kiit BiiowNiNt;. 

I spnANd to the Klimip, and Joris, and he ; 

I galloped ! Dirck galloped 1 wo galloped all three I 
“Good speed ! cn^d the Watch, as the gate-bolts undrew ; 
• • Speed 1 ” echoed the wall, to us galloning through. 

Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rcst^ 

And ioto the midnight wo galloped abreast! 

Not a word to each other I we kept tbc CTeat pace 
Keck by ncck^ stride by stride, never changing our plaoo ; 
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I turned in my &a<Idle and made its girth tight; 

Tlion shortCQCil each stirrup and sot the pique right ; 
liebucklcd the cheek-stra}), chained slacker the bit,— 

Nor giUloped less steadily Koland a whit! 

*Twas inoonset at starting; but* while we drew near 
Lokeren. the cocks crew, and twilight dawned clear ; 

At Boom, a great yellow star came out to see : 

At DUlfeld, ’twas morning as plain as could be ; 

And from tlccheln church stetjjlc we heard the haU^chlmo,— 
So Jovis broke silence with, Yot there is time I 

At Aorschot, up leaped of a sudden the sun, 

And against him the cattle stood black every one. 

To stare through the mist at us galloping past; 

And I saw my stout galloper, Boland, at last, 

^Vith resolute shoulders, each butting away 
The haze, as some bluff river headland its spray ; 

And his low bead and crest, just one sharp car bent back, 

For my voices the othor looked out on nis track ; 

And one eyc*s black intelligence—ever that glance 
O’er its white edge at me, his own master, askance I 
And I hi* thick heavy spmnc^flakes which aye and anon 
Uis tierce Ups shook upwards in galloping on. 

IJy Ha^selt, Dirck groauc<l ; and cried Joris, ‘‘Stay spur! 

Your Boos galloped bravely, the fault's not in her I 
\Vc*n remember at Aix !'*—for one heard the qtiick whivzo 
Of her chest, s-iw the stretchcil neck, and staggering knco^i 
And Siink tail, and horrible heave of the flanlc, 

As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank. 

So we were left galloping, Joris and I, 

Past Loos and past Tongres, no cloud in tho aky; 

The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh, 

^Kcath our foot broke the brittle bright stubble, like chaff; 
Till, over by Dalhem, a domc«tower sprang white, 

Ana Gallop,'* gasped Joris^ “ for Aix is ia sight I 

greet us T—And, all in a moment, his roao^ 
UoUed neck and cr<^ over, lay dead as a stone I 
And there was my Koland to bear the whole weight 
Of tho news which alone could save Aix from her fate 
■With las nostrils like pits full of blood to tho brim 
And avith cuvrles of rod for his eye-sockets' rim. 

Then I cast loose my buff-coat,—each holster let fall,— 

Shook off both my jack-boot^,—let go bolt and alL_ 

Stood up in the stirrup,-leaned, patted his car,_ 

Called my Boland hii* pot name, ray horse without peer! 
Clapped my lijuids, laughed and sang, any noise, bad or good 
Till, at length, into Aix, Roland galloped and stood I 

And all I remember is, friends flocking round 

As I sat wiili Ilia head 'twixt my knees on tho ground ; 

Ann no voice but was praising this Roland of mine. 

As I poured down his throat our last measure of wine. 

hich (the burgesses voted by common consent) 

Was no more than bis due, who brought good news from Ghent. 
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LVI.—THE DIVER.—SCHlLLEn. {Trcfislarti &i; J. C. 

• ^ 

Baron or vassal, is any so bol^i 

As to plnn< 7 ^ in yon folloir, 

Tbrouph cli.iin>>cr nud ca%'e, this, beaker of iro!d — 

Which alrt-ad}- the waters wt.irliujly swallows ? 

Who retrieves the prize from the horrid abyss 
Shall k*^p it : the gold and the ^lory be his 1 ** 

So ►'pakc the kin;?, and incontinent 

troni the cliff, that, ^;?antic and steep, 

Ili^h over CijarybiJU « whirli>ooI hiin^', 

A ^'UitcriD;? wine-cup down in the lievp; 

Anil a;ram bo aski-d : “ Is there no one so brave 
A.s lo pluu;'«.* for the ;^old in the d.in:?oroku wave / ** 

AtkI the kni flits aud the knaves all answcrless liear 
The challen;?iD;? words of the ; 

Anri some glance downwards with looks of fcir. 

And none are ambitious of wmnnii? the beak<*r. 

And a third time the kintc his question nr .res— 

'* D.irci ur>DO. th*.‘n, breast the menacing :»urgei? 

liut the silence lasts iinViroken nod long; 

^Vh^n a Page, fair-featured and soft, 

Step^ forth from the shuddering ruesal-tlirong. 

And his mantle and girdle already arc doffed; 

And the groups of nobles and damroU nigh 
Envisage tiie youth with a wondering eye. 

He rlr^adlessly moves to the gaunt crag s brow, 

And tiie.isiires the dn*ar de)>th under; — 

But the waters Charybdis bad swallow*i^rl. she now 
Itegurgitates* lH:lluwing back in thunder ; 

And the foam, with a stunniiig and horrible sound, 
Breaks its hour way through the wavca a round* 

And now, ere the din rethuodors, the youth 
Invokes the great oamo of Goo ; 

And blended shrieks of horror and ruth 

Burst forth as he plunges headlong tmawed : 

An<l 4lown he tlescends through the watery bod. 

And tlio tvaves boom over his sinking head. 

Kow, wrrt thon even, O Monarch ! to fling 
Thy crown in the angry abyss, 

Anri exclaim, Who recovers the crown shall be king 
Th#' g^icrdoo were powerless to t-.'inpt me. I wis; 

But hark !—with a noise like the howling of storuii, 
Again the wild water the surface deforms. 

^V’hen, lo \ ere as yet the billowy war, 

Ix)ud raging beneath, is o'er, 

An arm and a neck are distinguished afar— 

And a cwirnnier is seen to make for the shore ; 

And hardily buffeting surge and breaker, 

Uc springs upon land w'ith the golden beaker* 

Now l>earing the booty Iriuraphantly, 

At the foot of the throne he falls. 

And ho proffers his trophy on bended knee ; 

And the king to his beautiful daughter calls, 

Who fills with red wins the golden cup, 

While the gallant stripling again stands up : 
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AH hnil to tho Kin" 5 Rejoice, yc who breathe 
Wherer^ocvcr Earth's gales are driveo ! 

For "liastly aud drear is the region beneath x 

And let man beware how he tempts high Uoaven ! 
li a )dm never essay to uncurtain to light 
What destiny shroads in horror aud night* 

'* But the God I had cri'.'d to answered me 
WJn*n iny deetiny darklicsl frowned. 

And lie showed me a ret-f of rocks iu the sea, 

Whereunto I clung, and there I found 
O \ a coral crag, the goblet of gold, 

Whicli else to the lowermost crypt bad rolled.— 

And ilu re 1 huncr, aghast and dismayed, 

Among skeleton larvjj; the only 
So i1 conscious of life—<lesnairing of aid 
In that v.astnesH untrodnon aud lonely. 

B it tiie matdstrom grasped me with arms of strength, 

Aiul upwhirled and upbore me to daylight at length.*' 

T ion sp.ake to tlic pa/c the marvelling king— 

“ The golden cup is thuie own, 

Bu*—I promise thee furthor this jewelled ring, 

That beams with a priceless hyaciiitli stone, 

Shouldst thou tlive once more, amt discover for me 
The mysteries slirinc<l in the cells of the sea,** 

Now, the king's fair dauglitcr was touched and grieved, 
And she fell at her father's feet— 

*• O father I enough what the youth has achieved I 
Expose not his life anew, I entreat I 
If this your heart’s longing you cannot well tame, 

TJiere are surely knights here who will rival bis fame.’^ 

But the king hurled downwards the golden cup; 

And he spake, as it sank in the wave— 

Now, shouldst thou a second tiroo bring it me up, 

As luy knight, aud the bravest of all my brave, 

Thou shalt sit at my nuptial banquet, ana she 
Who pleads for thee thus thy wedded shall be I 

Then the blood to the youth's hot temples rushes, 

And his eyes on the maiden are cast, 

And he secs her at hrst oven<prcud with blushes, 

And then growing pale and sinking aghast; 

S >, vowing to win so glorious a crown, 

For life, or for death, he again plunges down 1 

The far*sounding din returns amain, 

And the foam is alive as before, 

And all eves arc bent downward. In vain 1 in vain f 
The billows indeed rehash and re-J'oar; 

But, while ages shall roll, aud those billows shall thunder. 
That youth shall sleep under I 


LVII.JftEAUTIFUL SNOW.— J, W. Watson. 

On I the snow, the beautiful snow ! filling the sky and the earth 
below ; over the housetops, over the street, over the heads of the 
people you meet, dancing, flirting, skimming along,—beautiful snow I 
it can do nothing wrong; flying to kiss a fair lady’s cheek, clinging 
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to lips in frolick«om^ freak ; beautiful snow, from the heaven above ! 

{ )ure as an angeU gentle as love I Oli! the the beautiful $no\\\ 

low the tiakes gather and laugh as they go* wliirhng ;ilx>ut iu their 
madejening fun—it plays* in it«glet*, ^^lth everyone ; cliasing, Kuchin g, 
hurrying by, it lights on the face and sj^arkli-s the eye; nud the doe*-* 
with a bark and a bound, snap at the crystals that eddy around ; the 
to%^D is alive, and its iicart io a glow, to welcome the coining of 
beautiful snow. How blithely the crowd gc»cs swaying along, hailing 
each ether with humour and song J Uow the gay slcdpe«* like 
meteors, /lash by, bright for a moment, then lost to the eye ! Hinging, 
swinging, dashing they go, over the crust of tiie beauiiful snow: — 
^now so pure, uheu it falls from the sky, as to make one regret to sec 
it lie to be trampled and trackc-d by tnoii&.ands of feet, till it tkodi 
with the filth iu the horrible street. 

“Once 1 was pure as the snow, but I fell—fell, like the snow-flake?, 
from hcavin to hell; fell to liO trampled as filth in the sire* i—fell, to 
be ecofled. to be spit on, and b«.at; pleadinir* cursing. drca<iing to die* 
selling my soul to whoever would buy ; <lcauiig iu thaine for a morsel 
of brea<l; hating the living, aud feariug the dwid ; merciful G<xl ! 
have I faileo ro low? and yet— I was omre like tin* be.iutiful ?ijow ! 
Once I was fair as the bi^iutiful ►now, with an eye like its fry^t.il, and 
heart like its glow ; once 1 was loved fur my innocent gnice—flattered 
and sought, for tiie charms of my face ; father, mother, tisler? and all, 
God and myself, I have lo.st by my fall; the veriest wretch that goes 
►hivering by will make a wide sweep lest I wander to^> nigh: for all 
that is on or above me, 1 know there is DOthing so pure as U>c beauti¬ 
ful snow. How strange it should be that this beautiful snow pliould 
fall on a sinner, with nowhere to go I How strange it should be, when 
night comes again, if the snow' and the ice struck my desperate brain ! 
fainting, freeziug* dying alone, too wicked for prayer, too weak for a 
moan to be hoard iu the streets of the crazy town, goue mad in the 
joy of the 6UOW coming down—to lie, and to die> iu my terrible woe, 
with a bed and a shroud of the beautiful *inow.'' 

Uelpiess and foul as the trampled snow, sionor, despair not! Christ 
stoopetli low to re.scue the soul that is lost in its riu, and raise it to 
life and enjoynunt again : groaning, bleeding, dying for thee, the 
Crucified hung on the curs^ tree ; tiis accents of tncrcy fall noft on 
thine car—Is there mercy for me will lie heed my weak prayt r ? 
—O God I in the that for sinners duUi flow, wash me, and 1 

shall be whiter than ^dow* 


LVIIL—PARRHASIUS.—N. P. WlLLlft, 

Tor golden light into the Painter's room streamed richly, and the 
hidden colours stole from the dark pictur^-s nidiantly forlli; and, iu the 
soft and dewy atmosphere, like forms and land&capes magical, they lay. 
The walls were hung with armour; and at>out, in the dim corners, 
stood the sculptured forms of Cy the ris, and Hian, and stern Jove; and 
from the casement soberly away fell tlic grotesque, long shadows, full 
and true ; and like a veil of filmy mellowness, the lint-specks floated 
in tbs twilight air. 

Parrhasius stood, gazio? forcrclfuHy upon his cnnTas. There Prome¬ 
theus Lay, chained to the cold rock of Mount Giueasus ; Uie vulture 
at his vitals, and tlic links of the lame Lemnian festering iu his llcsl^ 
And. as the |>ainter*s mind felt through the dim. rapt mystery, and 
plucked the shadows forth with its far-readiing fancy, Aiid with form 
and colour clad them, his fine, earnest eye flashed with a passionalo 
fire; and tlie quick curl of his thin noatril, and his quivering lip, were 
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like the god's, breathing from his flight. “ Brine me the captive 

now ! lly buD<l feols skilful, and the shadows lift from my waked 
spirit, airily and swift; and I could paint the bow upon the bended 
heavens—around me play colours of such divinity to-day ! • ♦. . Ha t 
bind him on lu< back ! Look !—as Prometheus iu my picture here! 
Quick—or he faints !^^tand with the cordial near I Now bend him to 
the rack I Press down the poisoned links into his flesh ! and toara^pe 
ihnt healing wound afresh I ... - So—let him writhe I How long 
wilt he live thus y Quick, my good pencil, now ! What a fine agony 
%vorks on his brow ! ila I grey-haired, and so strong I How fearfully 
he stifles that short inoau ! Gods 1 if 1 could but paint a dying groan ! 

. •. . ' Pity ' thee ! So I do ! 1 pity the dumb victim at the altar ; 

hut does the robe<l priest for his pity falter? I'd rack thee, though I 
knew' a thousand lives were perishing in thine I . . What were ten 
thousand to a fame like mine? .... ‘Hereafter! ^ Ay, h^rtafttr ! 
A whip to keep a coward to his track ! What gave Death ever from 
his kingdom back, to check the sceptic's laugliter? Come from the 
grave to*morrow with that story, and I may take some softer path to 

glory.No, i;o, old man ; \vc die e’en as the flowers, and wo shall 

breathe away our hfc upon the chnnee wind, e’eu as they Strain 

well thv fainting eye; for when that blood-shot quivering is o’er, the 
light of heaven will never reach thee more. •. . * Yet there's a deathless 
uaiiu>—a spirit that the smothering vault shall spurn, and, like a stead¬ 
fast planet, luouut and bum ; and though its crown of flame consumed 
my brain to ashes as it won me, by all the tiory stars l*d pluck it on 

Die.All, I would do it all, Rooncr than dii\ like a dull worm, to 

rot; thrust foully in the earth to be forgot. O heavens 1 but I appul 
your heart, old man ! forgive—ha ! on your lives let him not faint !— 
rick him till ho revives 1 . ♦ . Vain, vain, give o'er I Uii eye glares apace. 
He docs not fi*cl you now* Stand b;ick I 1*11 paint the dcath*dew on 
lus brow, Gods I if ho do not die but for one moment—one—till I 
eclipse conception wiUi tlio scorn of those c;ilm lips I Shivering! 
Hark ! he mutters brokenly now—that was a difficult breath—another I 
Wilt thou never come, O l)cath ? Look I how his temple flutters I Is 
his heart still? Aha I lift up his head I He shudders—gasps—Jove 
help him—so—HB'S DBAD V* 


LlX*—THE FATE OF MACGREGOR.— Jam ca HOGO. 

“MACUREGORt Maegregov ! remember our foemcn ; 

The moon rUes broad from the brow of Bcu-Lomond; 

The clans are impatieut, and chide tby clidav; 

Arise ! lot us bound to Glen-Lyon—away I ’^— 

Stern scowled the Maegregor ; then, silent and auUoQi 
He turned his red eye to the braes of Strathfillan ; 

Go, Malcolm ! to sleep let the clans be dismissed; 

The CainpbclU this night for Maegregor must rest/ — 
Maegregor, Maegregor, our scouts have been flying, 

Three days, round the hills of M^Nab and Olcn-Lyon ; 

Of riding and running such tidings they bear, 

We must meet them ut home, else theyOl quickly bo here,' — 
^^The Campbell may come, as his promisos bind him, 

And haughty M'Nab, with his giants behind him ; 

This uiglit lam bound to relinquish the fray, 

And do what it freezes my vitals to say* 

Forgive me, dear brother, this horror of mind ; 

Thou know’st in the strife I was never behindi 
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JCor eTcr receded a foot from the van. 

Or bleDchod at the ire or the prowe^ of man : 

But l*ve sworn by the Cro.^^i, by uiy God- and my ail I— 

An oath which I cannot, au<l dare not, recall— 

Ere the shadows of inidni^jht fall from tlic pile, 

To meet with a Spirit this in Gb. n-Gyle. 

Last night, in my chamber, all thoughtful and lone, 

I called to remeiJibr^Dce some deeds 1 had done, 

When cnterMi a Lady, with vL«ace so wan. 

And look.s, such a** never were fa^tenc<i on man ! 

I know her, O brother! I knew her full well I 
Of that once fair cLame such a talc I could tell 
As avouUl thrill thy Inild heart ; but how long she remained, 
So racked was my spirit, my bosom so [)ainfd, 

I knew not—but ag-.'S seemed short to tfjo while 1 
Though, proffer the Uighlauds, nay, all the Green I^*le, 

With length of existence no man can enjoy. 

The same to eudure, the dread proffer Td Hy! 

'ITic thricc-thT>?atcn(;<i pangs of last night to forego, 
Maegrogor would dive to Inc mausious below ! . • , 
Lespairiug and mad, to futurity blind, 

The prcscut to shun and sonic respite to 6nd, 

I swore, ere the shadow fell ca^^t from the pile. 

To meet her alone hy the brook of Glon-Oyle, 

^Shc told tiic, and* turned niy chilled heart to a stone, 

The glory and name of Maegregor were gone; 

That the nine, which for a<r*^s had spread a bright halo 
Afar on the mountains of Uigh)au<l Glon-Falo, 

>^hould wither and fall, ere the turu of yon moon, 

Smit through by the cuukcr of Imte^l Colquhoun: 

That a feast on Maegregors each day should bo common, 

For year*, to the eagles of Lmnox and Lumoud, 

“A parting crnbrac*.*, iu one tiioincnt she gave; 

7Tcr bf»'ath \%a« a furnac*', her bo-ocn the grave 1 
Then flitting illusive, she *i;iid, w'ith a frown, 

•The mighty Macg'rcgor shall yet Iw mine o^y^ ! 

Maegregor, thy fancier aro wild os the wind ; 

The dreams of the night have disordered thy mind. 

Come, buckle thy panoply—march to the field !— 

See, brother, how liack«jd are thy helmet and shield ! 

Ay, that was M‘Nab, iu the height of his pride, 

When the lions of Dochart stood firm by his side. 

This night the proud chief his presumption sliuU rue; 

Rise, brother 1 these cliinks in his lieart-blood will glue; 

Thy fantasies frightful shall flit on the wing, 

When loud with thy bugle Gkii^Lyoii shall ring/’ 

Like glimpse of the moon through the storm of the night, 
Maegregor's red eye eh<*d one sparkle of light: 

It fadcJ—It darkened—he shuddered—he sighed— 

^No I not for the universe low he replied* 

Away went Maeg^egor, but went ool alone 5 
To wa^h the dread rendezvous, Malcolm has gone. 

They oared the broad Lomond, so still and serene, 

And deep in her bosom how awful the sceue ! 

OVr mountains inverted the blue wab'rs curled^ 

And rocked them on skies of a far nether world. 

All silent they went, for the time was approaching; 

The moon the blao xenith already was touching ; 
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Ko foot WAS abroail on the forest or hill. 

No sound but the lullaby snug bv the rill : 

Yoiini' Malcolm at distance couched, trembling the while— 
Margrcgor stood lone by the brook of Glen-Gylc. 

Few minutes had passed, ere they spied on the stream 
A skiff sailing light, where a Lady did seem; 

Her sail was the web of the gossamer’s loom, 

The glowworm her wakeligbt, the rainbow her boom ; 

A dim ray less beam was her orow and her mast, 

Like wolS-rtre, at midnight, tnat glares on the waste. 
Though rough was the rircr with rock and cascade. 

No torrent, no rock, her velocity stayed; 

Rhe wimplotl the water to >vcather and lee. 

And heaved as if borne on the waves of the sea I 
Mute Nature was roused in the bounds of the glen ; 

The wild deer of Gairtocy abandoned his den, 

Fled panting away, over river and isle, 

Nor once turned bis eye to the brook of Glen-Gyle. 

The fox fled in terror ; the eagle awoke, 

As slumbering he doxed on the shelve of the rock ; 
Astonished, to hide in the moonbe;4m he flew, 

And screwed the night-heaven, till lost in the blue ! 

Young Malcolm beheld the pale Lady approach— 

The chieftain salute her, and snrink from nor touch. 

He saw the Maegregor kneel down on the plain, 

As bogging for something he could not obtain ; 

Rhe raised him indignant, derided his stay, 

Then boro him on board, set her sail, and awav ! 

Though fast tlic red bark down the river did glide, 

Yet faster ran Malcolm adowm by its side ; 

Maegregor 1 Maegregor ! “ he bitterly criod j 
“Maegregor ! Maegregor 1“ the echoes repli<M. 

He struck at the Lady, but, strange though it seem, 

His sword only fell on the rocks and the stream; 

But the groans from the boat, that ascended amain. 

Were grams from a bosom in horror and pain. 

They reached the dark lake, and bore ligntly away— 
Maegregor U vanished for over and aye I 


LX.—DARKNESS.—Loud Byrok* 

I HAD a dream, which was not all a dream \ the bright sun was extin* 
guished, and the shirs did wander darkline in the eternal space, ray less 
and pathless ; and the icy earth swung nllnd and blackening in the 
moonless air : morn came and went—and camc^ and brought no day I 
And men forgot their passions, io the dread of this their dosolation; and 
all hearts were chiUou into a selfish prayer for light t and thc^* did live 
by watcbflres;—and the thrones, the palaces of crownM kings—the 
huts, the habitations of all things which dwell, were burnt for beacons; 
cities were consumed, and men were gathered round theirblazing homes 
to look onco more into each other’s face : happy were those who dwelt 
within the eye of the volcanoes, and their mountain^torch:'a fearful 
hope was all the wotW contained I Forests were set on fire—but hour 
by hour they fell and faded—and the crackling trunks extinguished 
with a crash—and all was black I Tlie brows of men by the despairing 
light wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits the flashes toll upon them ; 
scune lay down and bid their eyes and wept; and some dia rest their 
chins upon thoir clonch6d bands, and smiled; and others hurried to 
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<knd fro. Aod fed their funeral pilcJ with fuel, aud looked up with 
mad disquietude on the dull sky,—the pall of a past world !—and then 
a^aia, with corses cast them down iif>on the dust^ and g^oshc^i their 
teeth, and howte<l: the wild birds shrieked, and. terhhed, did duttrr on 
the t^roand, and flap their uf^less winf^ j the wilde.'it brutes came tame 
and tremulous : and TiiK^rs crawled aud twined tbemsclves among the 
multitude, hissing, but sting]css—they were slain for food : an<l War, 
which for a moment was do more, did clut himself again : a meal was 
bought w'itb blood; and each sat sullenly apart, gorging himself in 
ghxuD ! No love was left i All earth was but one thought-and that 
uas death, itrmediab.* and inglorious ! 

And the pang of famine fed upon all cotrails: mcodic-d ; and their 
bones were tombless as their flesh; the meagre by the meagre were 
devoured ; even dogs ;iss:iik*d their masters,—all save one,—and be 
was faithful to a corse, and kept the hiids and beasts and famished men 
at bay, till hunger clung them, or the dropping <le:id lured their lank 
jaws ; himself sought out no food, but, with u piteous and perpetual 
moan and a quick desolate cry,—licking the hand wbicb answered not 
with a carww—he died I The crowd vi as famished by degrees ! But 
two of an cnrirmous city did survive, and they were enemies ; they met 
beside the dying emlnirs of an altar*place, where had b.en heaptMl a 
mass of holy things for an unholy tisagc ; they raked up, and, shivering, 
scraped with their cold skeleton hand.« the feeble ash«*s, and their feeble 
breath blew for a little life, and made a tlamo which was a mockery ; 
then they liftc^l up their cyoA as it grew lighter, and beheld each other's 
ai^pccts—saw, and shrieki^l, and ditd !—even of their mutual hiduou&« 
ness they died ; unknowing who he was upon whoso brow fatninohad 
written tiend ! The world w.^s void, the populous and the powerful w*a8 
a lump ;sc*a90Dless, herbh*s^9, trecies^s, mauies.5. lifeless,—a lump of <icath 
—a ciiaos of hard cla^. The; rivers, lakes, and oceai s all stood slilh aud 
nothing stirretl within tlivir silent depths ; ships, sailorless, lay rotting 
on the sea, aod their mxsts fell down jneccmeal: ns they dropped, they 
slept on the abyss without a surge. The waves were dead : the tide** 
Were in their grave; the moon, their mlstivss. had expired before; 
the winds were withered id the stagn.ant airland the clouds perished ; 
Darkness had no need of aid from them—she was the universe I 


LXr.—KING ROBERT OF SICILY.—11. W. LoNiirEM/>w. 
llouEnT oy Sicinr, brother of Pope Urbari^, 9 Dd Vnlmond, Emperor 
of Allcmaine, apparelled in magnificent attin% with retinue of lu.iny a 
knight and squire, on St. John’s eve, at vesp^^rs, proudly sat, and heard 
the priests chant the Mfignijicat. And as he listened, o'er and o'er again 
repeated, like a burden or refrain, he caught the worxU, ‘‘ DrporuU 
po(ertt€9 d€ et txahax^ humiUs, ^ aod i^lowly lifting up his kingly 
head, bo to a learned clerk bc-sidehim said,*^ W hut mean these words 
The clerk made answer meet, •* He has put down the might v from their 
•eat, and has exalted them of low degree*.” niereat King Robert inut- 
tcreri scornfully, TU well that such seditious words are sung only by 
priests, and in the Isitin tongue; for unto priests and people be it known, 
there is no power can push me from my throne I ” And leaning back, 
be yawned and fell asleep, lulled by the chant monotonous and deep. 

When be awoke, it was already night; the church was empty, and 
there was no light: save where the lamps, that glimmered few and 
faint, ligiitod a utile space before some Aaint. He started from his 
seat, and gazed around, hut saw no Uviog thing and beard no sound. 
He groped towards the door, but it w.is locked ; bo cried aloud, and 
llsicnec, and then knocked, and uttered awful throatonion and com* 
plaints, and imoreentions upon men and saints* The soonu re-echoed 
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from the roof and wall?, as if dead priests were laughing in their 
Eta Us I 

At lonjith the seztoo, hearing from without the tumult of the knock¬ 
ing and the shont, and thinking thieves were in the house of prayer, 
came with his lant'^rn, asking, ‘*Who is there?** Half chokM with 
rage. King Robert rtcrccly said, ^ Open : 'tis I, the King I Art thou 
afraid?'* The friphten<*d sexton, mottcriog, with a curse,‘‘This is 
pome drunken vagabond, or worse I ** turned the great key and flung 
the portal wide ; a man rushed by him at a single stride, haggard, half- 
nakod, without hat or cloak, who neither torned, nor looked at him, nor 
^poke, hut limped into the blackness of the night, and vanished like a 
t|Kctre from his sight. 

Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane, and Valmond, Emperor of 
Allcinainc, despoiled of his magnificont attire, bare-headed, breathless, 
nd besprent with mire, with sense of wrong and outrage desperate, 
strode on and thundorvd at the palace gate ; rushed through the court¬ 
yard, thrusting, in his rage, to right and left each seneschal and page, 
and hurried up the broad and soiin<ling stair, his white faceghaeVly in 
the torches* glare. From hall to hall he passed with breathless speed ; 
voices and cries he heard, but did not hexd; until at lost he reached 
the banquet-room, blazing with light, and breathing with perfume. 

There, on the dais, sat another king I wearing his robes his crown, his 
signet-ring ; King Robert's self in features, form, aud height, but all 
transfigured with angelic light! It w.os an Angel ; and his presence 
there with a divine ctfulgencc filled the air; an exaltation, piercing the 
disguise, though none the hidden Angel recognise. 

A moment, speechless, motionless, amazed, tho throneless monarch 
on the Angel gazed, who met hU looks of anger and surprise with the 
divine compassion of his eyes ; then said, ** Who art thou ? and why 
com*st thou here?** To which King Robert answered, with a sneer, 

I am tho King, and come to claim my own from an impostor, who 
usurps my throne I'* And suddenly, at these audacious wonls, up 
sprang the angry gocsts, and drew their swords; tho Angel answeroa, 
with unruffled brow, “Nay, not tho King, but tho King's Jester 1 thoa 
henceforth shalt wear tho bells and scalloped cape, and for thy cown- 
sellor ahalt lead an ape; thou shalt obey my servants when they call, 
and wait npon my henchmen in the hall I 

Deaf to King Robert's threats and cries and pmyers, they thrust him 
from Uie ball and down the stairs; a group of tittering pages ran before, 
and ns they opened wide the folding-door, his heart failed, for he heard, 
with strange alarms, the boisterous laughter of the men-at-arms, and 

all the vaulted chamber roar and ring with tho mock niaudita of_ 

•^Long live the King I ** 

Next morning, waking with the day*a first beam, he said within him¬ 
self, “ It was a dream ! ” but the straw rustled as he turned hia head ; 
there were the cap and bells beside his bed ; around him rose tho bare 
discoloured walls 5 close by, the steeds were champing in their stalls ; 
and in tho comer, a revolting shape, shivering and chattering sat the 
wretched ape ! It was no dream : the world ho loved so much had 
turned to dust and ashes at his touch I 

Days came and went; and now returned again to Sicily tho old 
Saturnian reign: under the AngeVsgovernance benign, the happy island 
danced with corn and wine. 

Meanwhile, King Robert yielded to his fete, sullen and silent and 
disconsolate. Dressed in the motley garb that Jesters wear, with looks 
bewildered and a vacant stare ; his only friend the ape. his only food 
what others left,—he still was ansubdued. And when the Angel met 
him on his way, and, half in earnest, half in jest, would say, sternly 
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though t4jn(hrly, that bo might fool tho veWi t scabbard hi ld a sword 
of steel, *• Art thou the Kiug ? ** the pup“-ioti of his woe bur*»t fvitb 
f.-orn him in re*htless overflow, and, l.fiiue his fori-hcad. h.* would 
fling the haiigljty answer back. ** I am, I am Uie King !'' 

Almost three years were coded ; vih*'Q there camc ambassadors of 
great repute aud name from Valinoiid, Emperor of Aileinaiue, unto 
KuigR<dKrrt: saying that PojHj Urhane, by letter, summone^l thetn 
fortiiwitli tocomc, on Holy Thursday, to his city of Itome. llie Angel 
\>ith great joy received his guestSs and gave them presents of erobroi- 
dered vests, and soon departed with them o'er the bca into the lovely 
land of Italy. 

And lo ! among the menials, in moc k state, upon a xdchaM ^toed, with 
Fhambling gait,—ids cloak of foxLiils flapping in the wind, tho solemn 
ax>e demurely perche<i behind, — Kmg It<d>ert nde, making huge mci ri* 
iiient in all the country" towns through v> Licit they w* nt. 

Thu Pcipc receivrvl them with great x>oinp, ami blare of banner 1 
trumpele, on Saint Peter's Sejuare ; giving bis hrnediction and etabraev, 
fervent and full of uiK<»stolic grace. Whih* with congralalario^is and 
with prayers he eutertainfd the An gel unawares. Kc*hi rt Ihu Jc-’* r, 
hiirKtiDg through the crowd, into thoir tire'enC'; rushenl. and crieci 
aloud, *‘I am the King! Look, and Id iann* llobt rt, y<»ur brother. 
King of Kicily I TIiLs man, who %vtMrs uiy setnhlance tu your cy< s, is 
an iini)ostor in a King's disguise. Do you not know me ? docs no voic'u 
within answer mv cty^ and «ty we are akin ?*• The Pope, in silence, 
but with troublccl mien, g;ized at the Angel's ronutonance serene , tho 
Emperor, laughing said, '‘It is ft^-nngc sport tokeei»a luatlman for thy 
Fool at court ! ** and tho poor, UilHcd Jester, in disgrace, was hu^tkd 
back among tbe pouulace. 

In solemn state tiio Holy Week wont hr, and Easter Sunday gb amed 
upon tho rky ; the presence of the Angel, with its light, before tbe sun 
rose, made the city bright, and with new fervour tille<l the heart.s of 
men, who felt that ChrUt indued lia<l risen again. Even the Jester^ on 
his l>eU of straw, with haggard eyes the unwonted splendour saw ; he 
heard tlio Antjeixu from convent towers, .as if the hetter world cun- 
vcrscKi with ours; he felt within a j>ower uofedt h< fore, and knelt in 
p*initenco ujion tiic floor. The x^atehful Angel saw his grief, and 
raid, ‘•Art thou the King?'^ Thun, bowing down his head, King 
Itrdicrt crossed both Inmds upon his hiaM>t,and meekly answered him: 
‘•Thou knowest host t My sins as scarlet are; let me g<» hence, and 
in some cloister's school of penitence, across tliosu stones that fiave tho 
way lo heaven, walk barefoot, till my guilty »oul is shriven ! Tlie 
Angel smiled, and from his radiaut face a holy light ilhiininud all tlic 
place; and through the open window, loud and clear, they heard the 
inonkj chant in the chapel near, above the stir and tumult of the struct, 
“ Ho has put down the mighty from their rent, and Las exalted thom 
of low degroo 1 and, through the chant, a lu-coud melo<ly rose like 
tho throbbing of a einglo string : am an Angel, and thou art the 

King !" 

King Robert, who was standing near tho throne, lifted his eyes, and 
lo 1 he was alone I but all apparelled as in days of old, with crminul 
mantle and with cloth of gola; and when his courtiers came, they found 
him—there, kneeling upon tho floor, absorbed in silent prayer I 

LXII^THE battle op FONTENOY.—Tuomas Davis« 

Tiiui^ at the hots of Fontenoy, the English colunm failed. 

And twice, tho lines of Saint Antoine tbe Dutch in vain assailed % 

For town and slope were flllcd with fort and flanking batteryi 

An d well they swept tho English raoka^aod Dutch aoxilis^. 
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As 'Minly, throui^h De Barri’s wood, the BritUli ^ildiers burst, 

Tlv* Fn nch artillery drrve them back, diminished, and dispersed, 

The blocwiy Duke of Cumberhatid beheld with anxious eye, 

And ordered up hi^ last rt^erre, his latest chance to try. 

On iM'iitenoy, on Fontenoy, how fast his pcnerals ride I 

And umsterlijg come his chosen troojw, like clouds at eventide. 

Sis th*>U:4.ind English veternns in stately column tread, 

Their cannons blaze in front and flank. Lord Hay is at their head; 
Steady tliey step a*down the slope—steady they climb the hill; 

Steady they load—steady they tire I moving right onward still, 

Botwixt the wood and Fontenoy, as through a furnace blast, 

Tluough rampart, trench, and palisade, and bullets showering fast ; 
An<l. on the ojicn plain above, they rose, and kept their course, 

With re.iily fire and prim resolve, that mocked at hostile force : 

!*a»t F<jntenoy, past rontenoy. while thinner prew their ranks— 

They break, as broke the Zuyacr Zee through UolUnd's ocean banks 1 

More iilly than the summer flies, Freiicli tirailleurs rush around; 

As stulil>lc to the lava tide, French squadrons strew the ground; 
Bomb-sholl, aud grape, and roundishot tore ! still on they marched and 
fired- 

Fast, from each volley, grenadier and voltigcur retired. 

'• Push on my household cavalry I *’ King Louis madly cried ; 

To death they rush, but rude their shock—not uoavenged, they died 1 
On through tin* camp the column trod—King Louis turns his rein ; 

Not vet, my liege,'* Saxe intcrposwl, “ the Irish troops remain I ” 

And F^ontenoy, famed Fontenoy, had been a Waterloo, 

V^'ero not these exiles ready then, fresh, vebement, and true. 

** Lord Clare," he says, “you have your wish, there are your Saxon 
foes !" 

The Marshal almost smiles to sec, so furiously he goes! 

How tierce the look these exiles wear, who’rc wont to be so gay, 

The treasured wrongs of fifty years are in their hearts tonlay— 

The treaty broken, ere the ink wherewith ’twas writ could dry, 

Their plundered homes, their ruined shrines, their women's parting 
cry, 

Their priesthood bunted down like wolves, their country ovoithrow*n,~ 
Each looks, as if revenge for all were staked on him tuone. 

On Fontenoy, on Fontenoy, nor ever yet elsewhere, 

Bushed on to fight a nobler band than these proud exiles were« 

CBrien’s voice is hoarse with jov, as, halting, he commands, 

“ Fix bayonets I —Charge I "—Like mountain storm, rush on these fiery 
bands! 

Thin is the English column now, and faint their volleys grow, 

Yot, must’ring all the strength thev have, they make a gallant 8how« 
Tho^* dress their ranks upon the hill to face that battle-wind— 

Thor bayonets the breakers' foam ; like rocks, the men behind I 
One volley crashes from their line, when, through the surging smoke, 
With empty guns clutched in their hands, the headlong Irish broke. 
On Fontenoy, on Fontenoy, hark to that fierce huzza I 
Beveuge ! remember Limerick ! dash down the Sassanach I “ 

Like lions leaping at a fold^ when mad with hunger's pang. 

Bight up a^^ainst the English line the Irish exiles sprang: 

Bright wa« their steel—'tia bloody now I their guns are fllu^ with gore, 
Through shattered ranks, and severed files, and trampled flags they 
lore; 
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The English strove withdcspomte streugtb, paused, rallied, staggered, 
tied— 

The greeu hill side U matted close xnih dyiog and with dead. 

Acro.'iS the plain, and f.ir away, passed on that hideons wrack, 

UTiile cavalier and fanUtssin dash in w|>on their track. 

On Fontenoy, on Fontenoy, like eagles in the sun, 

With bloody plumes the iVi^h stand—the tidd is fought and won I 


LXrir.—ENGLAND’S MESSAGE TO AMERICA—M. F. Tcrrm. 
Ho ! brother. I'm a Britisher, a chip of heart of oak. 

That wouldn't warp, or swerve, or stir, fn>m what I thought or spoke ; 
And yon—a blunt .and honest man. straightforward, kind, uaJ tru*.— 
I tel! you. Brother Jonathan, that you're a Britou too. 

I know your heart—an open heart—I read your mind and will— 

A greyhound ever on the start, to run for honour still; 

And shrewd to scheme a likely plan, and stout to see it done— 

I tell you, Brother Jon.ath.in, that you and I are one \ 

There tn-iy bo jcalousicA and strife—for men have sclhsh ends— 

But petty quarrels ginger life, and holp to season friends; 

And pundits who, with solemn scan, judge humans most aright, 
Decide it, testy Jonathan, tliat brothers always Bght. 

Two fledgling sparrows in one nest will chirp about a worm; 

Then how .should eaglets meekly rest, the children of the storm ? 

No ! while their rustled pinions fan tho eyrie's dizzy aide. 

Like you and mo, my Jouathau, it's all for love and pride ! 

*‘God save the Qnecn ” delights you still, aud British Grenadiers ! ” 
The good old stmini your heart-strings thrill, and catch you by both 
ears; 

And we—oh. hate us If you can, for wc are proud of you ;— 

We like you, Brother Jouatlian,—and VaoVee Doodle ** too I 

There's nothing foreign in your face, nor strange upon your tongue; 
You come not of another race, from baser lineage sprung; 

No, brother ! though away you ran, as truant lx>ys will do, 

Still true it is, young Jouatiiao, my fathers fathered you. 

Time was-it w'osn't long ago—your grandsiro went with mine, 

To i>attte traitors, blow for blow, for England's royal Hue; 

Or trip;>ed to court to kiss Queen Anne, or worship mighty Bess 1 
And you and I, good Jonathan, went with them then, 1 guess. 

Together both—'twas long ago—among the Hoses fought; 

Or charging fierce tho Payniin foe, did all knight-errants ought; 

As Cavalier or Puritan together prayed or sworo; 

For John's own brotiier Jonathan, was only John of yore ! 

Thf;re lived a man, a man of men, a king on fancy's throne, 

We ne'er siiall see his like ag:uu, the globe is all nis own; 

And if wc claim him of our clan, he half belongs to you— 

For Shakespeare, happy Jonathan, is yours aud Britain's too I 

There was another glorious name, a poet for all time, 

"Who gained tho double-first of fame, the beautiful sublime; 

And let us hide him if wc can, more toisvrly than pelf; 

Our Yankee brother Jonathan cries ‘^halves " in Milton's self. 

O brother, could wc both be one, in nation and in name, 

How gladly would the very sun He basking in onr fame 1 
In either world to lead tho ran, and ** go-ahead " for good. 

While Earth to John and Jonathan yields tribute gratitude ! 
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Join blit TOUT stripes and polden stars to braro St. Georce s cross, 
And never dream of mutual wars,—two dunces mutual loss I 
L< t us two Wcsswlien others ban, and love when others bate, 

And so, ray cordial Jonathan, we’U fit, I calcul.ate ! 

What more? I touch not holier strinps. a holier strain to win ; 

Kor clance at prophets, priests, and king:s or herivenly kith or km ; 
As friend with friend, and man with man. O, let our hearts be thus— 
As David's love to Jonathan, be Jonathan's to us 1 


LXIY.—O'COKKOR’S CHILD.—Thomas Campbell. 

At blcatiiiB of the wild watch-fold, thus 8;»cg iny love—“ Oh, come 
with me • our bark is on the lake; behold, our steeds are fastened to 
the tree Come far from Castlc-Connor'sclana : come with thy belted 
forc'^ter. and I, beside the lake of swans, shall hunt for thee the 
fallow-deer; .and build thy but, and bring thee homo the wUd-fowl 
and the honeycomb; and berries from the wood ^'rovide, and pl^y 
my wil<l harp by thy side, Then come, my lore !—How could 1 stay? 
our ninibh* fitif--hoan<U tracked the way ; and I pursued, by moonless 
sktcp, the light of Connocht Moran's eyes. 

And fast and far, before the star of dayspriog* rushed wc through 
the glade, and saw, at dawn, the lofty bawn of Castlc-Counor fade. 
Sweet was to us the hermitage of this unploughed, untrodden shore; 
like birds all joyous from the Ciipe, for man’s neglect wo loved it 
more. And well he knew, my huntsman dear, to search the game 
with hawk and spear; while I* his evening food to dress, would emg 
to him in happiness. But, oh I that miduight of despair, when I was 
doomed to rend my hair : the night, to me, of shrieking sorrow 1 the 
night, to him, that had no morrow I . > . 

When all was hushed at oveu^tide, I heard the bayiug of tncir 
beagle: hushed!'^ my Connocht Uoran cried, ^'’tis but the 

screaming of the eagle/* Alas ! *twaa uot the eyrie's soujul; their 
bloody bands had tracked us out; updwtening stalls our couchaut 
hound—and, hark I again, that nearer shout brings faster on the 
murderers I Spare—spare him !—Brasil 1—Desmond fierce 1—In vain! 
—no voice the adder charms; their weaixins crossed my sheltering 
arms ; another sword has laid him low'—another's and another's; and 
every hand that dealt the blow—ah me I it was a brother's 1 Yes. 
when his moanings died away, their iron hands had dug the clay, and 
o'er his biiriabturf they trod, and I behold—O God I—O God I—bis 
life-blood oozing through the sod. 

Dmggcd to tbeir hated mansion back, how long in thraldom's grasp 
I lay 1 K?iew not, for my soul was black, and knew no change of night 
or day. But heaveu. at lust, my soul's eclipse did with a Tision bright 
inspire; I woke, and felt upon my lips a prophetess’s fire. The 
standard of O’Connor's sway was in tne turret where I lay ? that 
standard, with so dire a look, as ghastly shone the moon ana pale, I 

f ave—that every bosom shook beneath its iron mail. ^*And go 
cried, the combat seek ; ye hearts, that, unappalldd, bore the 
anguish of a Sister's shriek, go I—and return no more 1 for sooner 
Guilt the ordeal •brand sbali CTSsp unhurt, than ye shall bold the 
banner with victorious hand, beneath a bister's Curse unrolled!—O 
stranger I by my country's loss I and by d>v love I and by the Cross I 
I swear I never could have spoke the curse that severed nature's 
yoke ; but that a spirit o’er me stood, and tired me with the wrathful 
mood; and frenzy to my heart was riven, to speak the malison of 
heaven 1 They would have crossed themaelvei) all mute; they 
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would have piaved to burst the spell; bat, at the ftampiogr of mv 
foot, each baud aown powcfK'.M f»*H ! “ And go to Athunrcc/* I critHi. 

“ high lift the baoDcr of your pride ! bat koow, that, where its* sheet 
unrolls, the weigiit of blood U ou your souU ( Go. where the havoc 
of your kern shall flout as high mouDtaiu^fern 1 Men shall no more 
your mansion know ; the nettles on your hearth shall grow I Dead, 
a.** the green obUvioas flood that m^iutlcs by your walU. shall be the 
glory of OConnor’s blood! Away! away to Atbunree ! where, 
downward when the .sun <haU full, tho r:vv'*n s wing Hhall be your 
pall I and not a vassal HhaU nnlacc the vizor from your dying face ! " 
A bolt that overhung our dom*s susp^'uded till uiy enr^e wjis given, 
soon as it passed lln.'SO lips of foaui, p alvil in iho bbxxbretl heaven. 
Dire was the look, that o*or their backs the augry part in g brothers 
threw ; but now, b«.hold ! like c.fcturact$, come dow n the lulls in view 
O'Connor's pluro^xl partUuus—ihric'* tvu Kilnagorviun clans wer*? 
marching to their doom : u sudden storm their plumage tossed, a flash 
of lightning o'er them crossed—And aU again was gloom ! 


I*XV.—THE 0NXLE.—U. G. 

I HAD an Uncle onc«^—« man of threescore years and three 
And, when my reason's dawn began, he’d take me on his knee : 

And often talk, whole winter nights, things that seemed strange to me. 

He was a man of gloomy mood, and few his converse sought; 

But It was said, in solitude his conscience with him wrought ; 

And there, before his mental eye, some hideous vision brought. 

There was not oue in all the bouse who did not fear his frown. 

Save I —a little careless child,—who gaiQboUc<l up and down ; 

And often peeped into bis room, and plucked him by the gown. 

I W. 1 S an orphan and alone,—my f.ithcr was l.U brother ; 

And all their lives I knew that they lia<l fondly loved each other; 
And in my Uncle's room there hung the picture of my ilothcr. 

There was a curtain over it,—'twaa in a darkened ^»lace, 

And few or dodo liad ever look.-d upon my Mother s f.ace, 

Or seen her pale expressive smile of melancholy grace. 

One night—I do remember well,—the wiu<l was howling high, 

And through the ancient corridors it sonnde<l drearily— 

I sat and r^d in tliat old hall; ray Uncle sat close by. 

I read—but little understood the words upon the book; 

For. with a sidelong gUnce, I marked my Undo s fearful look. 

And saw how all his quivering frame in strong convulsions shook. 

A silent terror o’er me stole, a strange unusual dread ; 

His lips were white as bono—his eyes sunk for down in his head ; 

He tsazed on me, but 'twas the gaao of tlio nnconscious dead I 

Then, suddcnlv, ho tnmed him round, and drew aside the veil 
That hang before my Mother's fnw {—perchance my eyes might fall, 
But, ne'er before, that face to me had seemed so ghastly pale ! 

“ Come hither, boy I ” mr Uncle aald,—I "tarted at the sound ; 

Twas choked and stifled in his throat, and har^y utterance found 
“ Come hither, boy 1 ” then fearfully be cast his eyes around. 

“ That lady was thy mother onco,—thou wost her only cMd 
O boy I I’To soon her when she held thee m her ariM and smUo^ 
She smiled upon thy father, boy, 'twas tliat which drove mo wild ! 
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He was my brother, but his form was fairer far than mine ; 

I grudi'ed not that;—he was the prop of our ancestral line, 

And manly beauty w.-is of him a token and a sign. 

‘_Boy I I had loved her too,—nay, more, *twa.s I who loved her fir^t ; 
For months—foryt ars—the golden thought within iny ^oul was nursed i 
Hecsimo—ho conquered—they were wed ;—my air-blown bubble burst t 

Then on my mind a shadow Ml, and evil hopes grew rife ; 

The madd’ning thought stuck in my heart, and cut mo like a knife, 
That slic, whom all my days I loved, should be another’s wife ! 

I left my home—I left the land—I crossed the raging sea *— 
lu vain—in vain !—where’er I turni*d, my memory went with me •— 
My whole oxisteace, night and day, in memory seemed to he. 

“ 1 came again—I found them hero he died—no one knew how • 

The murdere<l body neVr was found, the talc is hushed up now ; 

But there was one who rightly guessed the hand that struck the blow. 

** It drove htr mad—vet not his death,—no—not his death alone- 
tor she had clung to liope, when all knew well that there was none,- 
2io, boy ! it was a sight she saw that froze her into stone I 


I am thy Uncle, child,—why stare so frightfully aghast ?— 

The arras waves,—but know’st thou not ’tis nothing but the blasts 
1. too, have had my fears like these, but such vain fears arc past. 

ril show thee what thy Mother saw,—I feel 'twill case my breast. 
And tins wild toinpest-laden night suits with the purpose best. 
Come hither—thou hast often sought to open this old chest. 


^ It has a secret spring ; the touch U known to me alone : 
blowly the id 19 raised, and now—what see you that you groan 
So he.avily .•*—Xhat tUiug is but a bare-rib bed skeleton/' 

down-thrcX5 strides he backwards gave,- 
Oh. i-ate I It IS my brother’s self returning from the grave! 

His grasp of lead is on my throat—will no one help, or save ? ” 

That niffht they laid him oa hii bed, in raving madness tossed : 

^ V’l oaths blasphemed the Holy 6host: 

And, tre the light of morning brokc^ a sinners soul was lost I 


LXVI.—MARGUERITE OF FRANCE.—Mns. Hema.ns. 

Thk Moslem spears were gleamintr round DamictL'i*. 

Though a Christian banner, from her wall, waved free it. Hlv flmcAfa 

Ay 1 proudly did the ^nner wave, as quee’uTearth aid 

But faint hearts throbbed beneath its folds in anguish and desp.air. 

Deep deep in Paynim dungeon their kingly chieftain lay. 

And low on many an Eastern 6eld their knighthood's heft array 

'Vine-cup round to^send • 

For, each that touched it silently, then missed a gallant friend. 

And roo»>raful was their rigU on the beleaguered wall, 

of «lo'v defeat and fall. 


V A # u i .V’ MKtreAiiis UA OIMW UClGai 

Yet a few bea^ of chivalry rose high to breast the storm 
And one—of all the loftiest there—thrilled in a Woman's : 


1 


erm I 


A woman, meekly bending o’er the slumber of her child. 

With her soft, sad eyes of weeping love,—as the Virgin Mother’s mild 1 
Oh 1 roughly cradled was thy Eal^ 'midst the clash of spear and iJnt 
And a strange wild bower was thme, young queen J fair Marguerite of 
France I ® 
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A dark and Tanlted chamber, like a scene for srizard-spell, 

Deep in the Saracenic gloom of the warrior citadel ; 

And there, ’midst arms, the couch was spre.ad, and with banners ci.r- 

For ^e"^ughtcr of the minstrel-land. the gay Provenf-il shore. 

For the bright queen of St. Lewis the fUr of court and hall ! 

But the deep strength of the gentle heart wakc^ to the temp' 

Her lord was iu the P.iynim's hold, hissoul with gnef oppressed , 

Yet calmly lay she, desohate, with her young babe on her brea^t. 

There were voices in the city, voices of wrath and fear— ^ 

“The walls grow weak, the strife is vain—we will not ptn. h l»ere • ^ 

Yield ! yicM^: and let the Crescent gleam o’er tower and bastion hifc,h . 
Our distant honic.sarc lic.autiful—we stay not hero to die . 

Tl.cy bore tho«e fearful tidings to the s.ad queen "Imre she lay- 
They told a tale of wavering hearts, of trea-,on and divma\ . 

The^blo-xl rushed through her pc.arly cheek, the 

•• Now call me hither those recreant knights from the bau*l.‘« o. ltal> . 
Then through the vaulted chamber stem iron footst-ps rang : 

And heavily the sounding floor gave b.ack the sabre s , . 

They stood around her-slcel-cUl men moulded for ‘ ' 

But they quailed before the loftier soul m Uiai pale asficct bught. 

Yes ' as before the falcon shrinks the bird of „ , 

So shrank they from the imperial gUnce of her—that fragile thing . 
^nd her flub-^iko voice rosTclear and high, through the dm of arm. 

SwecT^nd stirring to the soul, as a silver clarion’s sound. 

“Tlie honour of the Lily is in your hands tokj-ep, , . 

A^d the banner of the Cross, for Him who died on ‘ 

And the city which, for Christian prayer, liath heard the holy 

And b'it Tiicso your hcarU would yield to tlie godless infidel ? 

•• Then bring mo here a brcast-plate ai.d a helm, ye fly. 

And I will gini my woman's form, and on the ramparts die . 

i!ld Ihe b<!y-who.u I have borne for woe but never for di-gr.acc.- 

^all go within mine arms to death—meet for his ro>al race . 

“Look on him a. he slumbcre io France I 

Blit tell your home, you left one heart to perish ® 

TwoirLi and a queei, to guard her honour and her child ! 

^ t>irilleci Uko haren when wiuJa nrc in woco ; 

r»2S,=sAS-lS 

SToenis for the Lily-flower and tho Chnstian citadel. 


MAUD MULLER.—J. G- WniTTiEn. 
MADD MDL,.Em on a 

Beneath her tom hat glowed the wealth of simple ^my 
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from it5 hin-?lope looking down, the sweet sonp died ; and a yaift:© 
unn\st niid a nameless lon^inz filled her breast—a wish, that 'she 
har.lly ilarcd to \vn, for something better than she had known ! 

The .lud,'• pkIc slowly down th- lane, smoothing his horse’s chest¬ 
nut mail'-, lie drew iiLs bridle in the shade of the apple-trees, to preot 
rlic Maid, and ask a draiigh’. from the spring that flowed through the 
meadows across the ix)ad.—She stooped where the cool spring bubbles 
lip. au<l filkd for bun her small tin cup; and blushed as she gavo it, 
!<) king down ou her feet so bare, ami her tattere<l gown. *• Thanks ! " 
sa d ti.c .Tadge. “• a sweet r dr.iught from a fairer hand \v.»s never 
fpiatTod. ' He spoke of th- grass, and tlovver.s, and trees, of the sin-’ing 
birds, ami : .e humming bees ; ih-n t.ilkcrl of the haying, and avondcre'd 
whether the cloud in tlic west would bring foul weather. And Maud 
forgot h-r bnar-torii gown, and h -r graceful aukles bare and brown; 
and listened, while a pleased surprise looked from her long-lashe<l 
ha^el eye<.—At last, like one who for deL»y seeks a vain excuse, he 

Maud Midler looked and sighed : “Ah me! tliat I the Judge’s bride 
might bo : H • would dres.s mo up in silks so fine, and praise and 
to.ast me nt his wine. My father .should wear a broad-cloth coat; my 
brother should sail a paiuted boat. I’d dres-s my mother so grand and 
gay ! and the babv should have a now toy c;ich day. And I'd feed the 
hungry, and clothe the poor, and .all should bless me who left our 
door.” 

Tin* Judge looked back na ho climbed the hill, and saw Maud Miiller 
Rt inding ,«tilL “A form more fair, a f.aco more sweet, ne’er hath it 
been my lot to moot. And her modest answer and graceful air, show 
her wise and go<xl as she is fair. Would she wore mine 1 and I to-day, 
like her, a harvester of hay ; no doubtful lialauce of rights and wrongs, 
and vrearv lawyers with endless tongues; but low of cattle, and song of 
birds, ami health of ouict and loving words,’’ Then ho thought of his 
Rustors, proud and cold ; and his mother, vain of her rank and gold. So, 
closing his heart, tho Judge rode on, and Maud was left iu tho field 
alone. But the lawyers smiled that afternoon, when ho hummed in 
court an old love tuue;—and the young girl mused besido tho well 
till the vain on the unrukod clover fell. ’ 

He wetlded a wife of richest dower, who lived for fashion, as ho for 
power. Yet oft in his marble hearth’s bright glow, ho watched a 
jucturo come and go; and sweet Maud Miiller’s haxal eyes looked out 
m their innocent surprise. Oft when the wine in his glass was red ho 
longed for tho wayside-well Insteiid; and closed his eyes on ’his 
garni.<hed ^oom.^ to dream of meadows and clover blooms. And the 
proud man sighod. with a secret p;un • “Ah I that I wore free again 1 
free as when 1 rodo that day, where the barefoot maiden raked her 
hay. 

She wedded a man unleam’d and poor, ami many children played 
round her door. But care and sorrow, and household pain, left their 
trices on heart and brain. And oft, when th© summer-sun shone hot 
on the ncw-niown hay in the meadow lot, in the shade of the apple- 
tree. again she mw a Rider draw his rein: and, gazing down with 
timid grace, 8ho felt his pleased eyes read her face. Sometimes her 
narrow kitchen walls stretched away into stalely halls: the weary 
wheel to a spinnet turnetl, the tallow can^o an astral burned ; and. for 
him who sat by the chimney lug, dozing and grumbling o’er pipe and 
mug, a manly form at her side she saw,—and joy was duty, and love 
was law ! . . . Then, she took up her burden of life again, sayinst 
oalv.,. It might have been I” 

Alas for Maicloa I alas for Judge I for rich vepiner, and household 
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drndpo ! God pitv them both ! nnd pitv all. who vainly tho dreams 
of youth recall. "For. of all 5a<l >yorns oV ton'^e or pen. the sadde-t are 
thc.^e : It mi "lit have been ! Ah. well for us all some sweet hope 
lies deeply buried from hrnnAD cy»^s; and, iu the Horvafter^angeb may 
roll the stone from its grave away I 


LXTIII.—OTTR TOLKS.—Ern'iL Lynn. 

‘‘Hi ! Harry ! halt a br*'ath, and tell a comr.uie iui>t .a thin^r or two , 
You've becu on furlough ? beeu to sojc how all the folks in Jersey do ? 
lt\5 long ago since I was there,—I, and a bullet from Fair Oaks i— 
\\Tien you wore home, old comrade, say, did you see any of * our folks * ? 

You did ? Shake hands. That warms my heart ; for, if I do look 
griro and rough, 

Tve got some feeling ! People think a soldier's heart is nought but 
tough ; 

But. Harry, v/hon the bullets fly. and hot saltpetre flames and $mr>r:c*y 
While whole battalions lie a-Ccld, one's apt to think about his ' folkfl.* 


“And so you saw them—when? and where? The Old Man—is he 
heartv vet ? 

And ilotller—ej'^es she fade at all ? or docs she seem to pioo and fret 
For me? And KU—has she grown tall ? And did you eec her friend, 
—von know,— 

That Annie Mo*.^—How this pifiC chokes \—where did you see her / 
Teli me* ^l, a lot of news about ‘ Our folks^* 

“ Y'on saw them in the church, you say ; Ifs likely, for they're always 
thero 

Kot Sunday? Ko?—A fuoeral ? Who? 'WTio, Harry ?—How you 

shake and stare! ^ ^ t av* 

All well, you say, and all were out—What ails you, Hal? Is this a 

Wh^^ you tcU me, like a man, what is the matter with ‘ our 

'folks • ? ^ 

“ I said all well, old comrado—true ; I say all well ? for He knows bc,n 
Who takes the young ones in hU arms before the sun goes to the west. 
Death deals at random* right and left, and flowers fall os well ns oaks; 
^jxd fair Annie blooms no morel . . • and that's Uic matter with 
your * folks.' 

**But see, this curl was kept for you j aod this white blossom from her 

And l^ic, your sister Bessie wrote this letter, tolling all tho rest:— 
Bear up, old friend Nobody speaks; only tho old camp-raven 

And Mld^ert whisper Boys, be still; there's some bad news from 
Granger’s * folks*'" 

He turns hU back~tho only too that o»cr eaw it-^n tWa jfriof, 

And, as men wUl, keeps down tho toars kind Nature sends to >V oo a 

TheTanswors “ Tl»ank you, Hal, ITl try ; but in my throot there’s 
somethin e chokes, 

Bocause, yon sec, I’ye thought so long to count Aer In among owr 
folks.’ 

“I daresay she is happier now ; but still I can’t help thinking, too, 

I might hare kept all trouble off, by being tender, kind, and trn— 
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Bnt m.iybc not . • . She’s safe up there I and, when God's band deals 
other strokes. 

Shell stand by Ucaven's gate, I know, and wait to welcome in ‘ our 
folks; 


LXIX. —THE VAGABONDS.— Trowbridge. 

We are two travellers, Roger and I, Roger’s my dog. Come here, 
you scarap ! Jump for the gentleman.—mind your eye ! Over the 
—)<»ok out for the lamp !—The rogue is growing a little old \ 6ve 
years wc’vo train|>od, through wind and weather; ami slept out-doors 
when nights were cold : and ato and drank—and starved—together ! 
Wf’ve learned what comfort is, I tell you ! abed on the floor ; abitof 
a tire to thaw our thumbs; (poor fellow I the mw he holds up 
there s been frozen) ; plenty of catgut for my fiddle (tliis out-door bosi- 
nc«s is bad for strings) : then a few nice buck-wheats hot from the 
griddle, and Roger aud I are set up for kings I 

No. thank ye, sir,—I never drink ; Roger and I are exceedingly 
Djoral—aren't we, Roger ?—See him wink ! Well, something hot, then 
—we won't quarreU lie's thirsty, too,—see him do<1 his bead I What 
a pity, sir, (hat dogs can't talk 1 He undei stands every word that *s 
^aid.—an<) he knows good milk from water-and-chalk. The truth is, 
sir, now I reflect, Tve been so sadly given to grog, I wonder Vre not 
lost the respect (here's to you, sir !) even of my dog. But he sticks b\\ 
througii thick and thin ; and this old coat, >vith its empty pockets and 
rags that smell of tobacco and gin, he'll follow while nc has eyes in 
his sockets, There isn't another creature living would do it, and prove, 
through every disaster, so fond, so faiUiful, and so forgiving, to such a 
miserable, thankless master I Jfo, sir I—See him wag nis tail and grin 
. . . By George I it makes my old eyes water 1 that is, there’s some¬ 
thing in this gin that chokes a fellow. But no matter 1 

WVll have some music, if you’re willing ; and Roger (hem ! what a 
plague a cough is, sir!) shall march a littTo* Start, you villain ! Stand 
straight! ’Bout face I Salute your officer ! Put up that paw ! Dress 1 
Take your rifle I (Some doga have arms, you sc© 1) Now hold your cap 
while the gcutleman gives a trifle, to aid a poor, old. patriot soldier] 
March ! Malt 1 Now show how the rebel snakes, when he stands up 
to bear his sentence.—Now tell us bow many drams it takes, to honour 
a jolly now acqnaintanco. Five yelps,—that's flve ; he’s migh^* know¬ 
ing I The night’s before ns, till the glasses !—Quicl^sirl • • • Pm ill,— 
my brain is going !—Some brandy,—thank you,—There !—it passes ! 

“ “WTiy not reform ? " That’s easily said \ but Fve gone through such 
wretched treatment,—sometimes forgetting the taste of bread, and 
scarce remembering what meat meant,—that now, alas 1 I'm past re¬ 
form ; and there arc times when, mad with thinking^ I’d sell out heaven 
for something warm, to prop a horrible inward sinking. Is there a 
way to forget to think ? At your age, sir, homo, fortunci friends, a 
dear girl’s love,—but I took to drink :—tho same old story; you know 
how it ends. If you could have seen these classic features,—you 
needn’t laurt, sir; they were not then such a burning'libel on God’s 
creatures ; I was one of your handsome men. If you had seen her, so 
fair and young, whose head was happy on this breast 1 If yon could 
have beard the song I sung when tne wine wont round, you wouldn’t 
have guessed that over I, sir, should be straying from door to door, 
with nddle and dog, ragged and penniless,—and pbying to yon to-night 
for a glass of grog 1 • . . She’s married smee,—a parson’s wife: ’twas 
better for her that we should part,—better the soberest* prosiest lif^ 
tlmn a blosted homo and a broken heart. I have seen her ? Once: 1 
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was wcalc and spent, on a dusty road : .a carriage s'.oppt-d : but little 
she dreamed, as on slio went, who kUsed the coin that her tingers 
dropped ! 

You’Te set me talking, sir; I'm sorry !— it makes me wild to think 
of the change ! What do you care tor a begigar's story ? Is i» amusiiip?’ 
yon lind it strange ? I had a uiothfT so proud of me I Twas well 

she died before-do j'oii know if tlio happy spirits in heaven cm 

fee the ruin and wretchedm-Ks here below ? Another gla.>s, an<l strong ! 
to deaden this pain; then Roger and I will start. I wonder, lias he 
such a lumpish, leaden, aching thing in place <•! a heart ? He ia sad 
son>f:timc«, and would Nveep if h<; could ; no doubt, remembering things 
that were—a virtnoua kennel, with plenty of food, and himself a sol.cr, 
resj>c-ctahle cur. . . . I’m better now; that gl.u^s was warming,—^ou 
rascil 1 limlK-r your lazy feet! we must be Ihldling and performing for 
supper aud be-l, or starve in the street.—Not a very g:iy life to lead, 
you think ? But soon we shall go where lodgings are free, aud the 
slcciicrs need neither victuals nor driuk ;—the sooner the better—for 
Roger and me ! 


LXX.—THE RISING OF THE VENDEE.—Dn. GEom;i: Chol.T. 

It was a Sabbath looruing, and calm the summer air ; 

And brightly shone the summer sun, upon the day of prayer ; 

And .silver-sweet the village bells o'er mount .and valley tolled, 

Aud in the church of St. Florcnt were gathered young aud old ; 

When rushing down the woodland bill, in ticry haste was t-ecu, 

With panting steed and bloody spur, a noble Angt^vin ; 

Ti.en bounding on the sacred door, he gave bis fearful cry,— 

“ Up, up for France I the time is come J for France to live or die 1 

“ Your Queen is in the dungeon ; your King is in his gore ; 

On P.arU waves the Hag of d«ilh, the fiery Tricolor ; 

Yonr DobU-8 in their ancient halls are hunted down and slain ; 

In convent cells and holy shrines, the blood U poured like rain ; 

The peiisaut’s vine is rooted up. his cottage given to flame ; 

His son is to the scaQold sent, his daughter driven t<i (.h.-ime ; 

With torch iu hand, and hate iu heart, the rebel host is nigh ; 

Up, up for Franco I the lime is come 1 for Fr.inco to live or die.” 

Aud through tlic night, on foot and horse, the slcenlers summons flew, 
And mornuig saw the Lily-flag wide-waving o'er Foiton ; 

And many ou ancient musketooo was taken from the %vall. 

And many n jovial hunter's sU-cd was haroesstd in the stall ; 

And many a noble's armoury gave up the sword and spear. 

And many a bride, and many a bal>e, were left with kiss and tear ; 
And many a homely p-nisant brnlo “ farewell" to his old ** dame ;'' 

As in the days, when France’s king unfurled the Onflame. 

We marched by tens of thousands ! we marched through day and night 1 
T^e Lily standard in our front, like Israel s holy light : 

Around us rushed the rcbeU. w the wolf upon the sheep ; 

Wo burst npon their columns, as tho lion rou;^ from sleep ; 

We tore the hayoneta from their hands, we slew them at their guns ; 
Their Ixiastod horsemen flew like chaff before our forM^sons ; 

Tliat eve, we licapcd their baggage high, their lines of daad between, 
And, in the centre, blaxcd to heaven their blood-dyed gmllotmo I 

In vain they bid their heads in walls: wo rnshed on stout Thouar,— 
What cared wo for its shot or shell, for battlement or bar 7 
We burst its gates; then, like tlio wind, we rushed on Fontenaye— 
We saw iu flag at morning’s light—'twos ours by setting day I 
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\Vq crushed, liko ripened Montreuil. we tore dov/n old Vetior— 

Wo th< n\ >Yith our naked breasts, and took them with actieer. 

We’ll hunt the robbers through the land» from Seine to sparkling 
Rhone. 

Now, ** Here’s a health to all we love I Our king shall hsave bis own/* 


LXXI.—MARSTON MOOR.— W. M. PnAED. 

To horse 1 to horse I Sir NicholaR ; the clariop/a note is high t 
To horse ! to horse ! Sir Nicholas; the big drum makes reply I 
Kro this, hath Lnoas marched, with his gallant csivaliers, 

And the bray o( Rupert’s trumpets grows fainter iu onr cars. 

To horse I to horse ! Sir Nicholas ? White Gtiv is at the door, 

And the raven M*hcts his beak o’er the field of Marston Moor. 

Up rose the Lady Alice from her brief and broken prayer. 

And she bvotight a silken banner down the narrow turret«stair ; 

Oh ! many wore the trirs that those radiaut eyes had shod. 

As she traced the bright word Glory/* iu the gay and glancing thread , 
And mournful was the smile which o*er those lovelv featur^/^ ran, 

As she said : It is your lady's gift; xmfurl it in the van ! ’* 

“ It shall flutter, noble wench, where the best and boldest ride, 

'Midst the stcebclad tiles of Skippon, the black dragoons of Pride ; 

The recreant heart of Fairfax shall feel a sicklier qiLdm, 

And the rebel lips of Oliver give out a louder psalm, 

When they see my lady’s gewgaw fiauut proudly on their wing. 

And bear lUor loyal soldiers shouts ‘ For God and for the King 1 
’Tis soon f The ranks are broken ! along the royal line 
They fly, the braggarts of the court I the bullies of the Rhine I 
Stout Langdale’s cheer is heard no more, and Astley’s helm is dowiv 
And Rupert sheathes his rapier with a curse and with a frown ; 

And cold Newcastle mutters, as he follows in their flighty 
"The German boar had better far have supped in York to-night/' 

The knight is loft alone, his stceUcap cleft in twain, 

HU good buff jerkin crimsoned o’er xritb many a gory stain ; 

Yet still be waves his banner, and cries, amid the rout, 

*• For Church and King, fair gentlemen f spur on, and fight it out! 

And now be wards a Rviuudhead'a pike, and now he hums a stave, 
And now he quotes a stago*play,—and now he fells a knave I 

Heaven aid thee now, Sir Nicholas ! thou hast no thought of fear; 
Heaven aid thoo now, Sir Nicholas I for fearful odds are here ! 

The rebels hem thee in, and, at every cut and thrust, 

I>o>Tn, down/* they cry, “ with Bel ml! down with him to the dust I ^ 
“ I would/* quoth grim old Oliver, that Beliars trustr sword 
This day were doing battle for the Saints and for the*Lord I ” 

The Lady Alice sits Nvith her m«aiden8 in her bower, 

The gray-lmired Warder watchfs from the castle*8 topmost tower j 
** What news ? what news, old Hubert “ The battle’s lost and won! 
The royal trooM are melting, like mists before the stm I 
And a wounded man approaches—I’m blind and cannot see. 

Yet, sure I am, that sturdy step my Master’s stop must bo ! ” 

IVe brought thee back thy banner, wench, from as mde and red a fray 
As e’er was proof of soldier’s thew, or theme for minstrers lay I 
Hero, Hubert, bring the silver bowl, and liquor quantum suit. 

I’ll make a shift to drain it yet, ere I part with boots and buff— 
Though Guy, through many a gaping wound, is breathing forth his lifOi 
And r come to thee a landless man, my fond and faithful wife 1 
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Sweet 1 we will fill onr money-baps, and freipbt a sliip for Franco, 
And mourn in merry Parif^ for ibis poor laud's midchanco: 

For if the worst befall me. wi»y, bclt -r axe and rope, 

Than life with Lr;ncb tU for a kin 3 % and Peters (or a pope I 
AUs ! alas 1 my gallant Guy <;urso on the <.roj>-earcd ^or 
Who sent me, with aiy standard, on foot from Marstou ^oor 1 


LXXIL—SKEUIDAX’3 RIDE.—Tdomas BrcHANAS Reap. 

\Jp from the south .-»t br. Ak of l.riDh’in? to Wiuclies^r fresh dis¬ 
may. the affirithted air with a shudder bon?, like a hcr.ild lu »*> 

tiiu chieftain's door, the t.-rriblc j,'ruQibl • and runiLlo and roar, telltnt, 
the battle was on once moro—and Siicridan twenty luilc^ a\%uy . ^ 

And wilder still those biUowH of war thnnd.red along tae honz*m s 
bar ; and loud-r yet into Winchester rolled the roar of that 
cont.-oiled, making the blood of the listener cold—as bethought of tao 

alakc in th.at tier> Iray, with Sheridan tu-en^iimdes awav I 

But there is a road trom WiuclH.>ter town, ii good broad highAav 
leading down : ami there, through the tlabh of the morning “b'nt. a stceil 
as black as the steeds of night, was seen to j>.im as with .'•“fe’lw night . 
as if be knew the terrible need, he stretched away with the utmost 
epeod ; hUls rose aud.foll—but his heart was gay, with fchcridan/!/<«» 

”^sVdWproijg from thesoswift hoofs, thundering South, the dust, like 
the smoke from the cannon's mouth, or the trail of a comet sweeping 

faster and faster; foreboding to traitors thedoom of dl^aste^ : the heart 

of the steed and the heart of the master were 

assaulting their walls, impatieul to be where the batilc-hUd cah». 
every nen’e of the charger was strained to full play, with ..hendau 

°'*lfnder*hi^Bpuiaiing feet, the road Hkc an 

flowed: and the landscaiie sped away behind, like an ocean flyin„ 
before tliu wind ; and the sUed. like a bark fed w ith furnace 
on with his wild eyes full of Are: but, lo! he is nearmg hw heart b 
desire—ho is fiuufbng the smoko of the roaruig fray; with bbendan 

^"^;f'fir™*t”it the General kiw, were the 

then, the retreating troops !—What was done—what to ilo—a KLauw 

told him both ; and striking his spurs, with a terrible ^‘**[‘‘4 

down the line ’mid a storm of buztabs, and the ware of rotri^t 

its course there, because the sight of the master compeUed 

With foam and with dust the black charger was grey : by Uie tiasti ot 

his eye. and his red nostril’s play, he seemed to the 

to say, “ I hare brought you Sheridan, all the way from \V inchcslcr- 

*^Hu^^^huiT^^or'Sheridan 1 hurrah, hurrah for 
and when their statues are placed on high under the dome of the Union 
Jky.-trm imeriSn soldicr^s Temple of Fame,-thera with tbo Blor>o,|s 
Gf^eral's name, bo it said In letters both hold and bright: “cro is 
theVt^ that toTcd the day by carnring Sheridan into the fight, from 
■\VincUc 8 tcx—twenty miles away 1 

LXxm—PAUL REVERES RIDE.—H. W. Loisofbllow. 

LiBTEW frieiida alL and yon shall hear of the mi^lght ride of Paul 

U BOW alive who remembers tomto-nleht* 

his IrismL “ H the British march by land ot soa from the town to-mgnt. 
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hang a lintorn aloft in the bclfrj’ of the North Church tower, 
as a signal light,— i've, if by land, and ttro^ if by sea : and I on the op- 
po'iite shore will bo, —ready to ride and spread the alarm through every 
Mhldlcsex village and farm, for the countr>**folk to be up and to arm ! 
Then ho said, “(Jood night!** and, with inuftled oar, silently rowed 
to the Charlc<tou shore ; just as the moon rase over the bay, where 
swinging wide at her moorings, lay the Sofnerset^ British nian*of*war | 
—a })hanU»ni*sliip, with each mast and spar across the moon like a 
prrsuu bar ; and a huge black hulk, that was magnified by its own 
relh'ction in the tide. 

Meanwhile, bis friend, through alley and street, wanders and watches 
wuh eager ears, till, in the siK‘Ucc around him, he hears the niu.stcr 
of men at the barrack^loor—the sound of arms, and the tramp of feet, 
and the measured tread of the grenadiers, marching down to their 
baits on the shore ! Then he climbed to the Tower of the Church, 
up the wooden stairs, with stealthy trend, to the belfry •chamber over¬ 
head, and startled the pigeons from their perch on the sombre rafters^ 
that round him made masses and moving shapes of shade,—up the 
trembling ladder, sleep and tall, to the highest window in the wall, 
where he pau^^ed to listen and look down a moment on the roofs of 
the town, and the moonliglit flowing over all. Beneath, in the church¬ 
yard, lay the dead, in their night encampment on the hill ; wrapped 
m silence sodeen and still that ho could hear, like aseutiners tread, 
the watchful nigiit-wind, as it went cri^epiug along from tent to tent, 
and seeming to whisper, “ All is well! ** A moment only he feels the 
si>cll of the place and the hour, and the st*cret dread of the lonely 
l^ifry and the dead ; for, suddenly, all his thoughts are bent ou a 
shadowy something far away, where the river widens to meet the bay,— 
A Hoc of black, tliat bends and floats on the rising tide, . • like a 
brhige of boa Us t 

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride, booted and spurred, with 
a heavy stride on the opposite shore walked Panl Revere. Now he 
patted his horse's side, now gated at the landscape far and near ; then, 
impetuous, stamped the earth, and turned and tightened his saddle- 
girth ; but mostly he watched with eager search the belfry-towor of 
the Old North Church, as it rose above the graves on the hill, lonely 
and spectral and sombre and stilL And lo ! as ho looks, on the bclfry^s 
height, a glimmer, and then a gleam of light! Uc springs to the saddle, 
the bridle he turns; but lingers and gazes, till full on his sight a 
itevnd lamp in the belfry burns ! • .. • A hurry of hoofs in a vulage 
street t a shape in the moonlight! a bulk in tfie dark! and beneath, 
from the pebbles, in passing, a spark, struck out by a steed Hying fear¬ 
less and fleet:—that w’os all I And yet, through the gloom and the 
light, the fate of a nation >vas riding that night; and the spark struck 
out by that steed, in his flight, kindled the land into flame with its heat. 

It was twelve by the villaffc clock^ when ho crossed bridge into 
Medford town. He heard the crowing of tho cock, and tho barking 
of the farmer's dog, and felt the damp of tlio river fog, that rises 
after the sun goes down. * •«It was one by the village clo^, when 
be galloped into Lexington. He saw tho gilded weathercock swdm 
in the moonlight as he passed ; and tho mcetmg-bouso windows, blank 
and bare, gazo at him with a spectral glare, as if they already stood 
aghast at tlio bloody work they would look upon.... It was two ^ 
the village clock, wnen ho came to the bridge m Concord town. So 
heard the bleating of tho flock, and the twitter of bi^s among the 
trees; and felt tho breath of the morning breeze blowing over tho 
meadows brown.-^And one was safe and arieop in his bed, who at the 
bridge would be first to fall; who, that day, would hQ lying dead, 
pierced by a British musket-ball I 
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You know Uie rest. In the book^> yon have read, how the British 
Regulars fired and fled !—how the farmers gave them bail for ball, 
from hehuid each fence and farm-vard wall, chasing the rctl-couts down 
the lane ; then crossing the ficfds to emerge again under the 
at the turn of the road, and only paiLSiug to fire and load.—So through 
the night rode Paul Revere ; and so through the night went hU cry 
of alarm to every Middlesex vilkige and farm,—st cry of dcfi-ance anil 
not of fear; a voice in the darknev% a knock at the door, aiid a word 
that shall echo for evermore ! For, borne on the uight«wind of the 
past, through all our history, to the last, iu the hour of darkness and 
peril and need, the people will waken and ILsteu to h^iar the hurrying 
hoof'bcats of that steed, and the midnight message of Paul Revere ! 


LXXIV.—THE SWORD-CHANT OF THORSTEIN RACDI. 

W. Mothkkwell. 

'Tis not the gray hawk's flight o'er mountain aud men* I'tis not the 
fleet hound’s course tracking the deer j 'tis Dot the light hoof-print 
of bLtck steed or gray, though sweltering it gallop a long summer s 
day, wliich mete fortli the lordships I cballeuge as mine Ua ! ha ! 
*iii the good brand I clutch in my strong hand, that can tbeir broad 
marches and numbers define* Land uivbh I I kiss thev» Dull 
builders of housc-s, base tillers of earth, gaping, ask mo what lordships 
I owuod at tuy birth ? but the pale fooU wax mute when I point with 
my swoni. East, West, North, and South, shouting, ^ Tberu am I 
lord ! —Wold and waste, town and tower, hill^ ^^Uey, and stream, 
trembling, bow to my sway in the fierce battle-fray, when the star 
that rules Fate, is this falcuion's red edeam. MhniT Givkk I 1 kiss 
thee, l*ve heard great harps sounding in brave bowtr and hall, 
I'vo drunk the sweet music tliat bright lips let fall. I've hunted in 
greenwood, and beard small birds sing; but awav wdth tliU idle and 
cold jarguning I —The music I lore is the shout of the bruve, the yell 
of the dying, the scre;un of the flying, when this arm wields Death's 

sickle, aud gamers the grave. JoY Givkk ! I ku's thee.-Far isles 

of the ocean thy lightning h:ith known, and wide o'er the mainland 
thy horrors have shone. Great sword of my father, stern )oy of his 
hand i thou hast carved bis name deep on the stringer's red strand, 
and won him the glory of undying song. Keen cleaver of gay cri st«, 
sharp piercer of broad breast^ gnm slayer of heroes, and scour^'e of 
the strong i Fame Givkr ! I kiss thee.—In a love more abiding 
than tluit the heart knows for maiden more lovely than suiainer'a 
first rose, my heart's knit to thine, and lives but for thee; in dn.*ain- 
ings of gladn<^, Ihou'rt dancing, with me, brave measures of madnc.'is 
in some battle-field,—where armour U ringing, and noble bloo«l 

S innging, and, cloven, yawn helmet, stout hauberk, and shieUh 
EATH UIVEK I 1 kiss thce.—Thc smile of a maiden's eye soon 
may depart, and light is the faith of fair woman's heart : changeful 
as light clouds, and wayward os wind, be the passions that govern 
weak woman's mini But thy mcUl's as true as its polisli is bright: 
when ills wax in number, thy loro will not slumber ; but, sturhke, 
burns fiercer the darker the night. Heart Oi.adde.*<rh ! I kiss 
thee.—My kindred have perished by war or by ware | now, childless 
and sirolcss, I long for the grave. When the path of our glory U 
shadowed in death, with me thou wilt slumber below tlio brown 
heath : thou wUt rest on my bosom, and witli It decay—while harps 
shall be ringing and Scalds shall be singing the deeds wo hare dour 
in our old fearlUs day. Givsii 2 1 kUs tboe. 
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LXXV.—THE NORMAN BARON.— Longfellow. 

Is his ch:nuber, Nvc:ik unci <lyin.^, was the Norman Baroa lying: loud> 
without, thi' tt*inpc*«t tlnindered, and the castlc^turret shook. In this 
fight was Death the gainer,—spite of vassal and retainer, and the 
);ui(is his sires had plundcrc’d, written in the Doomsday Book. By 
his bod a Monk whs seated, who, in humble voict^ repeat d many a 
prav’-r and paternoster from the mis^tl on his kjiee ; and, amid tho 
teinj>e'*'t pealing, sounds of hells came faintly stealing—beU.s, that 
from the ncMghboni ing cloister rang for the Nativity. In the hall, 
tho St if and vassal In ld that niL'ht their ChristiJKi>-wa<>sail; many 
a curtd, ol<l an<i saintly, sang the nuustrcls and the waits; and so 
loud these ^:\xon glecinon sung to slaves the songs of freemen, that 
the storm wa*^ hoard but faintly knocking at tho ca'ile-gatos. Till, 
at length, tho lays they chanie<l rcaelicil tho chamber, terror-haunted ; 
where the Monk, with ;iccoots holy, whimpered at the Barons ear. 
Te 4 irs upon his eyelids glistent'd, as he paused awhile' and li>tcmed ; 
and tho dying Baron slowly turned bis weary head to hear. 

Wassail for the kingly Stranger, bom and cradlod in a manger ! 
king like David, priest like Aaron—Christ is born to set \xs free! 
And tho lightning showed the s;vintod figures on the cascoieot 
painted ; and exclaimed the shuddering Baron,Mis»'rcro, Domino I ** 
in that hour of deep contrition, ho bchvld, with clearer vision, 
through all outward show and fashion, Justice, the Avenger, rise. 
AU the pomp of earth had vanb^hed, faBehood and deceit were 
banished, reason spake mure lou<l than passion, and the truth wore 
no disguise.—Every vass-al of bi< banner, every serf bom to his 
manor, all those wronged and wretched creatures, by his hand wore 
fi*eed again. And, as on the sacred missal he recorded their dis¬ 
missal, Death relaxed his iron features, and the Monk replied, 
Ameu.^ —Many centuries have been numbered since in death the 
Baron slumbered by the convent’s sculptured portal, mingling with 
the conmion dust. But the good deed, through the ages living in 
historio pages, brighter grows and gleams immortal, unconsumca by 
moth or rust. 


LXXVI.—THE DREAM OF THE REVELLER.— 

CUAIVLES MaCEAV. 

AltuOKD the board tho guests wore mot, tlio lighto above them beaming, 
And in their cups, renlcuUh'd oft, the ruddy wine was streaming; 
Their cheeks wore Hush'd, their eyes were bright, their hearts with 
pleasujo bounded, 

The soog was sung, tho toast was given, and loud the revel sounded. 

1 drained a goblet with the rest, and cried, Away with sorrow 1 
Lot us be happy for to-day ; what care wo for to-morrow 
But as 1 spoke, my sight grow dim, and slumber deep cumo o’er mo, 
Aud, ’mid the whirl of mingling tongues, this vision pass'd before me, 

Methought I saw a Demon rise: he held a mi^Utv bicker. 

Whose burnish’d sides ran brimming o’er with floods of burning liquor: 
Around him press’d a clamorous crowd, to taste this liquor greedy, 
But chiefly came the poor and sa^ the suffering and the needy ; 

AU those oppress’d by grief or debt,—thediaaolut^ tho lazy,— 
Blcar^yed <dd nion and reckless youths, and palsied women, crazy ; 
Give, give! ” they criod| ** give, give us drink, to drown all thought 
of sorrow ; 

Xi we are happy for to-day, what care we for to-morrew 7 ” 



ADVANCED STUDENTS. 


309 


’Ihefin: drop warm’d their shirering okios, and drore away their Md- 
ness; 

The fe/'ond lit their sunken eyes, and tilled their soiil^ with gla'lnes* ; 

The Mire/drop madetheui shoutand roar, and play cacti furious antic ; 

TheyourtA drop boil’d their verj- blood : and the^yr^ drop drove thein 
frantic. 

■•Drink!” said the Demon, “Drink your fill! drink of these waters 
mellow ; 

They’ll nuike your eye-halls sear and dull, and turn your white skins 
yellow ; 

They'll fill your homes with care and grief, and clothe your h-ickswith 
tatters ; 

They’ll fill your hearts with evil thoughts ; but never mind !—what 
matters ? 


Though virtue sink, and reason fail, and social ties dissever, 

I'll be your friend in hour of ueol. and find you homes for ever; 

For I have built three m.in«ions high, throe strong and goodly houses, 
To lodge at Last each jolly soul who all his life carou.^es.— 

The Jirtt, it is a apaCious house, to all but sots appalling. 

Where, by the p.arish bounty fol. vile, in the sunshine crawling. 

The worn-out drunkard cads his days, and e.its the dole of otucrss* 

A plague and burthen to himself, an eye-sore to hU brothers. 

“Tlie tecond is a lazarhonsc, rank, fetid, and unholy ; 

Where, smitten bv diseases foul and hop^deas m« laucholy. 

The victims of po'tatious deep, pine on the couch of sadness,— 

.Some calling Death to end their pain, and some imploring mdne«s. 
The third And last is black and high, the abode of guilt an<l anguish. 
And full of dungeons deep and fa.st. where death-doom'd felons languish. 
So drain the cup, and dnuu again ! One of tiiy goodly houses 
Shall lodge at last each jolly soul who to the dregs c:»rou.se4 ! 

Bat well ho knew—that Demon old—how vain was all his pre.achiup, 
The razeed crew that round him Hook’d were hcc'llevi of his teaching ; 
Even as they heard his fearful words, they crK-d, with shouts of 

“ Out on thc*fool who mars T»>-d;iy with thoughts of a Hereafter I 
We cire not for thy houses three ; wc live but for the prcs< nt ; 

And merry will wo make it yet, and<juaff our buinp'.-rs plea-ant. ... 
I»ud laugh’d the fiend to hear them cpctk. and, liftuig high his bicker. 
“ Body and Sonl are mine !” said ho ; I’ll luvo them Ao/A—for !i<iuor 1 


LXXVn.—DREAM OP EUGENE ARAM.—TnoMAU Hood. 
Twas in the prime of summer time, an evening calm and cool; 

And four-and-twenty happy boys 

There were some that ran, and some that leapt, hko trontleU m a pool. 
Away they sped with gamesome minds, and souls untouch’d by sin ; 
To a level mc^ they came, ami there they drave the wickets in. 
Pleasantly shone the setting sun over the town of Lynn. 

Like sportive doer they coursod about, and shoutc^s they ran,— 
Taming to mirtli all things of earth, as onl> boyhood can . 

But the Usher sat remote from all—a melancholy nxao ! 

HU hat was off, his vest apart, to catch heaven’s blcssM brcMO; 

For a bnralog thonglit was In tils brow, and his h«oin ill * , 

So ho loan’d hU head on hU hands, and read the Book between his knees I 

after leaf, he turned it o’er, nor over glf«e^ “‘Ali „,pnrid« • 
For the peace of hU soul he reai that Booi In ‘he golden ^entide . 
Much study had made him Tfery lean, and pale, and leaden^yeu. 
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At Inst be shut the ponderous tome ; vrith a fast and ferrent grasp 
strainM the dusky covers close, and fix’d the bra7.en hasp ; 

** Oh rao ! could I so close iny mind, and clasp it with a clasp ! 

Then, leaning on his feet upright, some moody turns he took,— 

Now up the mead, thf*o down the mead, and pasta shady nook,— 

And, lo ! he siw a little boy that pored upon a hook ! 

My gentle lari, what is’t you read ;—romance, orfairr fable ? 

Or is it some historic page, of kings and crowns unstable? 

The young boy gave an upward glance,—It is ‘The Death of AbcL*** 

The Usher took six hasty strides, as smit with sudden pain,— 

Six hasty strides beyond the place, thou slowly back again ; 

And down he sat beside the lad, and hUked with him . . «of Cain ; 

And, long since then, of bloody men whoso dced.s inulitioa saves : 

Of loiic’y folk cut o(£ uosoco, and bid in sudden graves; 

Of horrid stabs in groves forlorn, and murders done in caves ; 

And how the sprites of injured men shriek upwarx! from the sod,— 

Ay! how the ghostly hand will point to show the burial clod ! 

And unknown facts of guilty acts are seen in dreams from God ! 

Ho toUl how murderers walk the earth beneath the curse of Cain,— 
AVith crim>on clmuU before their eyes, and Hatne.^ about thuir brain : 
For blood has left upon their souls its everlasting stain ! 

“And woU,** quoth ho, “I know for truth their pangs must be 
extreme,— 

Woe ! wnc ! unutterable woe—who spill life’s sacred stream ; 

For why ? Methought, last night, I wrought a murder in a dream ! 

“One that had never done me wrong—a feeble man, and old : 

I led him to a lonely field,—the moon shone clear and cold : 

‘ Now here,' said I, ‘ this man shall die, and I will have his gold ! ’ 

“ Two sudden blows with a ragged stick, and one xvith a heavy stonCi 
One hurried gash with a hasty knife,—and then the deed was done 1 
There was nothing lying at my feet^ but lifeless flesh and bone ! 

“ Nothing but lifeless flesh and bone, that could not do mo ill ; 

And yet I fear’d him all the more, for lying there so still; 

There was a manhood in his look, that murder could not kill I 

“ And, lo ! the universal air seem’d lit with ghastly flame,— 

Ten thousand thousand dreadful eyes were looking dowu in blame: 

1 took the dead man by the hand, and call’d him by his name I 

“Ob, lioy ! It made me q^uake to sec such sense within the slain ! 

But when I touch’d the lifeless clay, the blood gushed out amain I 
For every clot, a burning spot was scorching in my brain t 

** My head was like an ardent coal, my heart as solid ice ; 

My wretched, wretched soul, I knew, was at the Devil’s price: 

A dozen times I groan'd: the dead had never groan’d but twice ! 

“And now, from forth the frowning sky, from the Heaven’s topmost 
height, 

I heard a voice—the awful voice of the blood-avenging Sprite : 

‘ Thou guilty man 1 take np thy dead and hide it from my sight I ’ 

“ I took the dreary body up, and cast it in a stream,— 

A sluggish water, black as ink, the depth was so extreme**^ 

Mv gentle boy, remember this is nothing but a dream !— 

“ Down went the corse %vith a hollow plunge, and vanish’d in the pool { 
Anon I clc^tnsed my bloody hands, and wash’d my forehead cool, 

And sat among the urchins young, that evening, in the school 1 
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“ Oh Heaven ! to think of their white ■^ouU. and mine ?o black and grim ! 

I codlU not Phare in childish praver. nor join in evening hymn ; 

Like a Devil of the pit 1 seem’d, ’mid holy Cherubim ! 

And Peace went with them, one and all. and each calm pillow spread ; 
But Guilt was mr gjim CUaimbcrl^in that Uj;htcd me to Ik'u ; 

Aod drew my midnight curt^uns round, with hngom bloody red I 

All night I lay in agony, in anguish dark and deep : 

My fever'd eyes I diresl not close, hut star.-d .aghast at Sleep : 

For Sin h.ad render'd unto her the keys of Hell to k--ep . 

*• All night I lay in agony, f--om weary chime to chime. 

With ouc besetting horrid hint, t^iat rack ci me all the time, 

A migiity yearning, like the lirst fierce impulse unto crime ; 

“One stern, tyrannic thought that made all other thoughw iW slave ! 
Stronger and stronger every puls-.-did that terapt.ation cr.»ve, 

Still urging me to go, and see the De»d Man in hia grave . 

H>-avilv I rose np as soon as light was in the sky, 

And sought the black accurs-iHl pool wuh a wild misgiving eye ; 

And I s^w the Dead in the river-bed, for the f.iithleis stream w.is dry l 

“ M-rrily rose the lark, and shook the dcw^lrop from its wing ; 

But I never mark’d its morning flight. I never heyd it smg , 

For I was stooping once .again under the horrid thing I 

“ With h.-cathless speed, like a soul in eha.^, 1 took him up and ran,— 

There wiw no time to dig a grave before the t .. , 

In a lonesome wood, witTi heaps of leaves 1 hid the muruerrt man . 

“ And all tluit mom I read in ecliool. but my thought ^vas other-where: 
As soon as the mid-<lay task was done, in scen t I was there: ^ 

And a mighty wind liad swept tho leaves, and still the corse was bare . 

“ Tlu-n down I cast me on my f.acc, and first Iwgan to wcop ; ^ 

For I knew my secret then was otic tliat earth refu-u^ to kc^p . 

Or liud, or se-a; though he should l>c t- n thousand f.ilhoms deep . 

“ So wills the fierce avenging Sprite, till hloo.1 for blow! atones ! 

A v thouuh he’s buried in acive. and tro-ldcii down with .Hones. 

Aid yS I-ve rot[^ off his fle.d.,-the world shall sc-e h.s bones ! 

Oh. look 1 that horrid, horrid dream l>cset.s ' 

Atraiu—acaiii with dUzy brain, the human life I l.iWo I 

And my iS nght hand grows raging hot, like Cranmer a at the stak... 

“ And still no peace for tho ro6tlc.s.s clay will wave or mould allow | 
The horrid ITiu^pursucs my soul,—it stands before me now 1 ... 

Tlie fearful Boy look’d up, and saw huge drops upon his brow 1 

Tliat very nicht. while gentle sleep the urchin cvelids kiss’d, 

tIo sS-fiSd'men set out from Lyno. through the cold and heavy 

And^EugUo Aram walk'd between, with gyves upon his wrist. 
LXXVm—THE SLAVE WHO SAVED ST. MICHAEL’3. 

ill. ^ j, gTA.SSBOBY. 

Twas In tho days of slavery—ere yet the . 

That blazed aboVo Fort Sumter had waked the Nor^ as one , 

Long ere the wondrous pillar ot baUlCjcloud *"** ^^^ . heart’s 

Had marked whera the unchamod millions maTcbad on to the 
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On roofs and fluttering turrets thr\t nighty as tho sun went down^ 

The mellow glow of the twilight slione like a jewelled crown, 

And, bath, ci in the living glory, as the people lifted their eyes, 

Tiiey saw the pride of the city—the spire of St. Michaers—rise. 

The gCDtly-gath'*ring shadowa shat out the waning light ; 

The children praycil at their bedsides as they were wout each night ; 
The noise of hay**r and seller from the busy mart was gone, 

And in dreams of a peaceful morrow the city slumbered on. 

But anotlicr light than sunrise aroused the sleeping street, 

For a cry was heard at midnight, and the rush of trampling feet; 

Men stared In each other’s faces, through mingled tire 4D<1 smoke, 
While the frantic bells went clashing, clamorous stroke on stroke. 

By the glare of her blazing rooftree the houseb^s mother fled, 

With the l>abc she pressed to her bosom shrieking in nameless dread; 
wiiilc the Ftr 5 King’s wild battalions scaled wall and capstone high, 
And planted their glaring banners against an inky sky. 

From the d»iatU th:it raged behind them and the crash of rain loud, 

To tho groat square of the city was driven the surging crowd, 

Where, yet firm in all the tumult, unscathed by the fiery flood,^ 

With its hcavouward«pointing finger the Church of St, MichaeKs 
stood. 

But e’en us they gazed upon it, there rose a sudden wail— 

A cry of horror Wended with the roaring of tho gale, 

On whose scorching wings updriven, a single flaming brand 
Aloft on the towering steeple clung like a bloody hand, 

'•Will it fade?’* the whisper trembled from a thousand whitening 
lips; 

Far out on the lurid harbour they watched it from tho ships— 

A baleful gleam, that brighter and ever brighter shone. 

Like a flickering, trembling will-o’-thc^wiep to a ste;\dy beacon grown. 

Uncounted gold shall be given to the man whose brave right band 
For the love of the perilled city plucks down yon burning brand I” 

So cried the Mayor of Cliarlesion, t^t all the people heard ; 

But they looked each one at his fellow, and no man spoke a word I 
Who is it leans from the bclfrjs with face upturned to the sky ? 

Clings to a column, and measures the dizzy spire with his cyo? 

Will he dare it—the hero undaunted—that terrible sickening height? 
Or will the hot blood of his courage freeze in his veins at the sight ? 

But SQQ \ he has stepped on the railing—he climbs with his feet and 
his hands, 

And firm, on a narrow projection, with the belfry beneath him he 
shinds !— 

Now once, and once only, they cheer him—a single tempest nous 
breath— 

And then falls on the multitude, gazing, a hush like tho stUlness of 
death ! 

Slow, steadily mounting, unheeding aught save the goal of tho fire, 
Still higher and higher, an atom, ho moves on the face of the spire r 
Ho stops I Will he fall? Lo, for answer, a gleam like a meteor’s 
track ; 

And, hurled on the stones of the pavement, the ted brand lies shattered 
and black 1 

Once more the shouts of the people have rent tho quivering air : 

At the church*door Mayor and Council wait with their feet on the 
stair; 
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And tbe eaper thron;fS bt.diiQ<i th**ni precis for a tooch of his hand— 
The unknown saviour whose darioj^ could compass a deed so ^aod. 

liut why does a suddoii tremor sciio on them as they g^ze? 

And what mcaucth that stifled murmur of wonder and amaze ? 
lie stoo*l in the gate of the temple he had perilled his life to save,— 
And the face of the unknown hero was the sable face of a Slave ! 

With folded arm^ he was speaking, in ton<« that were clear, not load, 
And his eyes, ablaze in th».*ir BOck*.ls, burnt into the eyes of the crowd : 

Ye may kcop your gold !—I scorn it 1 but answer me, ye who can, 

If the d<?ed I has'e done before you be not the deed of a Man? '* 

He stepped but a short step backward, and from all the women and 
men 

There were wIM ebeer^ for answer ; and th<* Sfayor eallc*! for a 
Aud tho great seal of the city, that he might read who ran 
And the Slave who saved St. Michael's went out from iU door—a 
iI\N 1 


LXXIX-—THE CUEEDS OF THE BZLLS,—(Adaptation) 

BL^^nAV. 

IIow sv/eet the chime of Sabbatli bells !—Each one its Creed in 
music tells, in toneH that float upon the air as soft os song, os puro 
as prayer ! And 1 %vill put in simple rhyme tbe Inoguagc of each 
golden chime : roy happy heart with rapture swells, responsivo to 
the l>ells—sweet bells I 

“ In dc^cds of love, excel ? excel !” chimed out, from ivied towers, 
a bell ; ** Oh I heed the Church—not based ou sands,^^mblcm of one 
not built with hands : ibt forms nod sacred rites revere I Come, 
worship here I Come worship here ! In rituals and faith excel! 
chimed out the Episcopalian ” bell I 

^'Oii \ heed the ancicul huidmarks well in solemn tones exclaimed 
a belh ** Ko progress made by mortal man can cluiogc the just 
eternal plan : with God there can l>c nothing new ; ignore the false, 
embrace tbe trtiv, whilo all is well !—is well!—is well! "'—pealed 
out the Presbyterian " bell ! 

“ Ye purifying waters, swfll I ” in mcHov tones rang out a bell. 
"Though trust alone in Christ can save, man must be plunged 
beneath the wave, to show tho world anfaltering faith in what tho 
sacred Scripture s;uih: oh. swell f ye ruing waUrs, swell 1 "—pealed 
out tho clcar-toucd " Baptist" bell. 

"Not faith alone, but works os well, must test tlio soul I said a 
soft bell. "Como here, and ca*jt aside your load; and work your way 
along tho road, with fuith in God, and faith in man, and hope in 

Christ_where ho|>c began ; do well I do well I do well! do wolf I 

ning out tbe friendly " Quaker " bell ! 

"Farewell I farewell! base world, farewell f In touching tones 
exclaimed a bell. "Life Is a boon to mortals given, to fit the soal for 
bliM ill heaven • do not invoke tho avenging rod ; come hero, and 
the way to Go<l t to tho world, • FurowcU I faroweU I • 
pealed forth the solemn "Cloister" bell! . . . 

"To alL the troth we t4«ll ! wo tell !" shouted, In ecsUcles, a bell. 
" Como ^1 ye weary wanderers, tee ! our Lonp has made salvation 
free J repent, believe, have faith !—and then be savod, and praise the 
Ijord 1 Amen I Salvation's free, we tell I we tell! thouted tho 

"Mcthodistlc" bell! ^ \ 

"In after-lifo there is no hell I" m raptures rang a hopeful bclL 
" Look np to heaven this holy day, where angels wait to lead the 
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wav : there arc no tire., no fiend., to blight 

."kI right: No 1k11 ! no hell! no beU ! no heU 1 lining oat .he 

*' Univcisnlist ** bell t . , . o i i r *t. 

‘ The Pil-vim Fitlhcrs hccdcil well my cheerful voice, pealed forth 

a hell. '* No" fetters hero, to clocf the soul; do arhitrarv forms 
the free heart and proprc'^sive mir.d. that leave the duf^ky past 
S^KC<1 Ns ell ! speed well ! speed well! speed well . —pealed out the 

'• Indopendont ■'bell! . i. > n 

“No rigid creeds to doom to bell! " in sol-'mn joy rang out a bell. 

" Great men have stamjKjd their f- rvent ze.al u[»on all heart's, which 
truly feel that loyalty to God will be the fealty that makes men 
free! God’s praise alone still tell! still tell!” rang out the Uni- 

^ “All bail, ye saints in heaven that dwell close by the Cross!’* 
exclaimed a lill. '• Lean o’er the battlements of bliss, and ‘O 

bless a world like this : let mort.als kneel before this shnue—.adore 
the water and the wine ! All hail, ve saints! the chorus swell! — 
chimed out the gran<l old “ Catholic ' bell ! . „ • j . 

“ Yc workers .all, who toil so well to save the race ! said a ^wc^ 
bell “with varietl b.adge, and banucr. come,— each brave heart 
bc.atiiig like a drum ; be roy:il m-'n of noble deetls. for love is holier 
than creiHla ; in faith, hope, chanty, excel I ’’—saug forth each creed 
rang forth each bell I 

LXXX.—THE OLD GRENADIER’S STORY.— 

G. W. TiionNDUUY. 

•Twas the d.ay beside the Pyramids, it seems but an hour t'g'^* 

That Kleber’s Foot stooil firm in squares, returning blow for blow. 
Tlic Mamelukes were tossing their shandards to tno sky. 

When I hc.ard a child’s voice Siiy, “ My men, teach me the way to 
die ! ” 

’Tw.as .a little Drummer, with his side tom terribly with shot; 

But still ho feebly boat bis drum, an though the wound were not. 

And when the Mamelukes’ yvild horse burst, with a scrcant and cry, 
He said, “ 0 men of the Forty-third, teach mo the w.ay to die ! 

“ My mother has got other-sons, with stouter hearts than mine, 

But none more ready blood, for France to pour out free as wine ; 

Yet still life's sweet,”, the bravo lad moaned, “fair are Uiis earth 
uTid sky f 

Then, comrades of tho Forty-third, teach mo the way to die 1 ” 

O never saw I sight liko that I the sergeant flung doavn flag, 

Even the fifer bound his brow with a wot and bloody rag; 

Then looked at locks and fixed their steel, but never made reply, 
Until ho sobbed out once again, “ Teach me tho way to die 1 
Then, with a shout that flew to God, they strode into tho fray : 

I saw their red plumes join and wave, then slowly melt away. 

The last who went—a wounded man—bade the poor boy good-bye, 
And said, “ We men of the Forty-third teach you tho way to die ! 

I never saw so sad a look as the poor youn^ter 

When the hot smoko of cannon iu cloud and whirlwind passed. 

Earth shook, and heaven answered : I watched his &agle eye. 

As he faintly moaned, “ The Forty-third teach me the way to die I 

Then, with a musket for a crutch, he leaped into the figbt; 

I with a bullet in my arm, had neither etren^h nor might; 

Buta proudly beating on his drum, a fever in nifl^e, 

I h^rd hiin moan, Tho Forty-third taught mo the way to die 
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They fouod him on the morrow, stretched on a heap of dead ; 

HLs hand wa3 in tnc Gron-uiier'e, who nt hie biiidiu^ bkni. 

They hung a zneual round his neck, and clo5;.*d his dauntless eye : 

On the stone they cut, ^‘The Forty-third tau;;bt him the way to 
die !” 

’Tis many years from then till nnw—the grave gape^ at my kiit— 
Yet when I think of such a hoy I feel my old heart beat; 

And from my sleep I sometimes wake, hearing a feeble cry. 

And a voicj that says, Now, Forty-third, teach me tho way to die 1 ** 


LXXXI.—‘‘ BORRIOBOOLA-GnA.'*—O. GooDiticn. 

A STUANOEa preached last Sunday, ard crowds of people eiine 
To hc:ir a two-hours* sermon on a th ‘me I scirc-j can name ; 
’Twa^a all about some lieathcns, thousands of milc^ afar. 

Who lived in a land of darkness, calle^l Dorrioboola-Gha.*’ 

So well their wants he pictiifxd, that, when the platc.s wm* f i«^ed, 
Kach iUtenor felt his pockets, and goodly Hums were ca^t ; 

For all must lend a shoiilder to pu»h the rolling car 
Tliat carries light and comfort to *• Borrioboola-Giia.'* 

That night their wants and sorrows lay heavy on my soul, 

And d^*ep in lo^siitation I took tny morning stroll. 

Till something caught my mantle with grasp and wild, 

And, looking dovvn in wonder, I H.a>v a little child— 

A pale and punv erratnre, in rag^ and dirt forlorn : 

** Wliat do you want ?’* I uski d her, itnpitient to bo got**. 

WiUi trembling Toico ^hc answered, Wc liv*? just down the stre- t, 
And mother she’s a dyin’, and wc’vc nothin* left to oat/' 

Down iu a dark damp cellar, with mould o'er all tho walls. 
Through whose half-buried windows GckI'.s sunoiune never falls— 
Where cold, and want, and hunger croudied near her as she lay, 

1 found that poor child's mother gasping her life away, 

A chair, a broken table, a bed of mouldy straw, 

A hfarlh ul! dark and chccrlcos,—but tL^.'SO I scarcely sa>y 
For the mournful sight before me—so sad and Bickemrig, oh ! 

I had never, never pictured a aceuc so full of woe. 

Tlic famished auil the naked, the babes that pined for bread, 

The ftrjuiilid group th.at huddh^d around the dying bed— 

AH this distress and coirow should be in lands afar : 

Was I suddenly traospLiDtcd to ** Borrioboola-Giia ? " 

\h I DO: the fK)or and wretched were close beside rov door, 

And I had passed them hcedlefs a thousand times before. 

\Las ! for the cold and hungry that met mo every day, 

While all my tears were given to the suffering far away i 

Thcrc*B work enough for Chri.stians in distant lantls, wo know, 
Our Lord commands llhs servants through all the world to go. 
Not only to the heathen I " This was the charge to them ; 

Go preach the Word, Wgioning tirst at Jerusalem.'* 

Ob CbrUtian ! God has promised whoe’er to such has given 
A cup of pure cold water, c!v.Hl find re\vnrd In heaven. 

Would you secure the blessing ? You need not seek it far ; 

Go find, in yonder hovel. » Borrioboola-Gba*'* 
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LXXXII,—BINGEN ON THE RHINE.—HoK, llns. Nortow. 

A soT.niF:R of tlie Lccfion lay dying in Algiers— 

Tbero w.>s lack of %voaian*s Dursmg, there was dearth of woman*s tears ; 
But a comrade stoo<i beside him, while his life-blood ebbed away, \ 

And bent, with pitying glances, to hour what ho might say. 

Tin* dving soldier faltcre^l, as he took that comrade's hand. 

And he said: “ I ncTor more shall sec my own, my native land; 

Take a message nnd a token to some distant friends of mine, 

For I was born at Bingen—at Bingen on the Rhine ! 

“Tell my brothers and companions, when they meet and crowd aroixnd 
To hear my mournful stoi'7, in t)tc pheasant vineyanl gronud. 

That we fought the battle bravely,—and, when the day was done, 

Full many a corse lay ghastly pale, beneath the setting sun. 

And, midst the dead and dying, wore some grown old in wars,— 

The death-wound on their gallant breasts, the b\st of many scars; 

But some were young,—.and suddenly behold life’s morn decline,— 

And one came from Bingen,—fair Bingen on the Kbiue ! 

“Tell iny mother that her other sons shall comfort her old age, 

And I was aye a truant bii\i, that thought his homo a cage : 

For iny father was a soUlior, nntl, even as a child, 

My heart Icapc^d forth to hear him tel) of struggles fierce and wild ; 

And when he died, and left us to divide his scanty hoard, 

I let th»jm tiiko whate’er they would—but kept mv f.athor's sword ; 

And with boyish love I hung it where the bright light used to shine, 

On the cottngc-wall at Bingen,—calm Bingen on the Rhino I 

“Tell my sister not to weep for me, and sob with drooping head, 

When the troops arc marching home again, with glad and gallant tread; 
But to look upon them proudly, with a calm ana steadfast eye, 

For her brother wos a soldier, too,—and not afraid to die. 

Aod^ if a comnido, seek her love, I ask her, in my name, 

To list»*n to him kinclly, without regret or shame ; 

And to hang the old sword in its place (my father’s sword and mme). 
For the honour of old Bingen,—dear Bingen on the Rbiue I 

“ There’s another—not a sister ;—in the liappy days gone by, 

You’d have known her by the merriment that sparkled in her eye ; 

Too innocent for coquetry : too fond for idle scorning ;— 

Oh, fnend I I fear the lightest heart makes sometimes heaviest 
mourning I 

Tell her the hist night of tny Hf<^-(for, ore this moon bo risen, 

My lx>dy will be out of pain—my soul bo out or prison.) 

I drc<amed I stood with her, aud saw tho yellow sunli^it shine 
On tho vine*clad hills of Bingen,—fair Bingen on the Khino ! 

“ I saw tho blue Rhine sweep along-yl heard, or seemed to hear, 

The German songs we used to sing, in choms sweet and clear ; 

And dow'n the pleasant river, and up the slanting hill, 

That echoing chorus sounded, through the evening calm and still; 

And her glad blue eves were on me, as wo passed with friendly talk, 
Down many a path belov’d of yore, and well*rememboted walk ; 

And her little hand lay lightly, confidingly in mine ♦ . . 

But we'Jl meet no more at Bingen,—loved Bingen on tho Rhine I ” 

His voice grew faint and hoarser,—his grasp was childish weak,— 

His eyes put on a dying look,—ho sigh^ and ceased to speak ; 

His comrade bent to lift him, . . . but the spark of life had fled ! 

The tidier of tho Legion, in a foreign land was dead 1 
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And the soft mooD rose up siowlr, and calmly ebe looked do%7n 
On the red srjxnd of the b-tttle-Gefd, Nvith bloody corpses stro^n : 
Yea, calmly on that dreadful scene her pale light seemed to shine 
Ad it shone ou distant Bingen,—fair Bingen oti the Uhinc I 


LXXXIU.—TWO LOVES AND A LIFE,—WiLLIAil Sawykii. 

Towards the scaffold's guard she came: leaped her bhvck eyes into 
Hanic; rose and fell her panting breast—there a Pardon closely pressed I 
She had heard her Iotci^s doom,—traitor death and sliaiueful tomb ; 
heard the price upon bw head,—• I will suive him ! *’ she had said. 
“ Blue^eyed Annie loveA him too ; will weep, but Ruth will 
Who should saTo him sore dUtrot who bnt she who iotcs him 
iK^^t ! ” 

To the scaflold now she came • on her lip« there ro^e bift name, rose, 
and yet in .silence died, . .—Aunic by his side? Over Annie’s 

face he h-.nt—round her waist his lingers went, *• Wife I he called 
her—< :iUcd Arr '• \^ife ?*’“5?imple word to cost a life ! 

Id liuth*r< breast the pardon lay, but she coldly turned a^vay :— •• Ho 
has scale<l his traitor fate—I can love, and I csiu hate ! Anutc is hi.s 
wife I” they said; •* he she wife, then, to the dead: since the dying 
she will male—I can love, and I can hate ! ” What their sin ? They 
do but love: let this thought thy hosuui move ! " Came the jealous 
answer straight, ** I cau love, aim 1 can hate I '* “ Mercy 1” :»till they 

cri«xl. But she, “ Who has mercy upon me ? Who? My life is dcso* 
late—I can love, and I can hat^! '* 

From the scaffold stairs Bhu wont, shouts the noonHlay silence rent x 
all the air was quick with cries—‘‘See the traitor 1 sc-c, he dies T' 
Back she looked; with sliflc*d scream t:t\v the axe uj>-»\> in gin g gleam : 
all her woman's anger <lie<i—“From the King!'* she faintly crie*!, 
^ From the Kingl Uis name—behold I quick tlic parchment she 
unrolled. Paused the axe iu upward swing, “ He is pardoned 1 '* *• Live 
the King I 

Glad Uic erv, and loud, and long ; all about the scaffold throng, 
there entwining, fold on fold, raven trcsscii—locks of gold. There, 
against Uuth's tortured breast Anuic's tearful face is presses], wliilo 
the white lipji murmuring move—'* I can hate, but I can love 1 " 


LXXXIV^THB BUGLE 60NG.— Tkxkysos. 

ToB splendour falls on castle wallfl* and snowy summits old in story; 
the long light shakes across the lakes, ond the wild cataract Icapa in 
glory* Blow, bugle, blow f set the wild echoes Hying ; blow, bugle 

—answer, echoes! dying, dying, dyingl 

Oh hark ! oh, hc:ir ! how thin and clear,and thinner, clearer, farUicr 

f 'oing- oh sweet and far, from cMff and scar, the horns of Elfland 
aiutfy blowing! Blow ! let os hear the purple glom* replying ; blow, 
tngle—answcr, echoes! dying, dying, dying. 

Oh love they die io yon rich sky ! they faint on huh on field, on 
river ♦ our'cchocs roll from soul to soul, and grow for ever and for 
ever. Blow, bugle, blow f sot the wild echoes flying ; and answer, 
echoes, answer I dying, dying, dying. 


LXXSV.—THE BAUD.- Thomas Guav. 

‘‘Bum seise thoo, mthleas King! Confusion on thy banners wait ; 
though, fanned by Conquest's crimson w lug, they mock the air witn 
idle state 1 Helm, nor hauberk’s twirled mall, nor even thy virtues— 
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tymnt !—shall avail to s^ave thy secret soul from nightly fears, from 
Cambria's curse—from Cambria's tears.Such were the sounds that 
ocr the cresUxl pride of the first Edward, scattered wild dismay, as, 
domi the steej* of Snowdon's shaj'gy side, he wound, with toilsome 
march, his lonj' array. Stout Glouce.ster stood ajrhast in speechless 
tr.ance ! To arms ! cried Mortimer, and couched his quivering lance* 

On .a rock, whose haughty brow frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming 
flood. r<»l>cd in the sable garb of woe, with haggard eyes the Poet 
stood ; (lc)o.'?e, his beard aud hoar^’ hair streamed like a meteor to the 
troubled air;) aud, with a master’s hand, and prophet’s fire, struck 
the doo|> son\nvs of his lyre. Hark I how each giant oak, and desert 
cave, sighs to the torrent’s awful voice beneath I O’er thee, O King ! 
their hundred ai jus they wave, revenge on thee in lioarser murmurs 
breilhe:—vocal no more, since Cambria’s fatal day, to high-bom 
II Of Vs harp, or soft LIcwclIj’n's lay. 

“ Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue, that hushed the stormy main : brave 
Uricii sleeps upon his craggy b«.d : Mountain.^, ye mourn in vai.i Modred, 
whose magic song made luige Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topped hea<l: 

—on dreary Arvon’s shore they lie, smeared with gore, aud ghastly 
pale: far, far aloof the afCrigiitcd ravens sail: tlie famished eagle 
screams, and passes by. De.if, lost companions of my tuneful art 1 
dear—as the light that visits those sad eyes ! dear—as the ruddy 
drops that warm my heart t yedied amidst your dying country’s cries I 
—No more I weep. They do not sleep. *On yonder cliffs,—a grisly 
baud,—I see them sit ! they Unger yet, avengers of their native land : 
with me in <lrcju]ful harmony they join, and weave, with bloody hands, 
the tissue of thy Udc. 

“ Weave the warp, and weave the woof,—the winding-sheet of 
Edward’s i*aco ; give ample room, and verge enough, the characters of 
hell to trace : mark the year, and mark the night, when ^vern shall 
re-echo with affright the shrieks of death, through Berkeley’s roofs 
that ring—shrieks of an agonizing king I She-wolf of France—with 
iinrclcntiog fangs that toar’st the bowels of thy mangled mate,—from 
thee bo born, who, o’er thy country, bangs, tho scourge of Heaven* 
What terrors round him wait! Amazement in bis van, with Flight 
combined ; and Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude, behind. 

“Mighty victor ! mighty loid I low on his funeral couch be lies 1 
No pitying heart, no eye, afford a tear to grace hU obsequies. Is tho 
Sable Warrior fled ? Thy son is gone. Ho rests among the dead I The 
swarm that in thy noon-tide beam wore born 7 Gone to salute the 
rising Morn. Fair laughs the mom, and soft the zephyr blowsL while* 
proudly riding o’er the azure realm, in gallant trim the gild<^ vessel 
goes—Youth on the prow, and Pleasure at the helm ; regardless of the 
sweeping whirlwind’.^ sway, that, hushed in grim repose, expects his 
evening prey. 

“ Fill high tho sparkling bowl, the rich repast prepare ! Reft of a 
crown, he yet may snare the feast:—close by the regal chair, fell Thirst 
and Famine scowl a baleful smile upon their bafiled guest. Heard ye 
tJio din of battle bray, lance to lance, and horse to horse? Long years 
of havoc urge their destined course, and through the kindred squadrons 
mow their way I Te towers of Julius—London’s lasting shame \—with 
many a foul and midnight murder fed, revere his consort’s faith, his 
father’s fame, and spare tho meek usurper's holy bead. Above, below, 
tiic rose of snow, twmed with the blushing foe, we spread ; the bristled 
boar, in infant gore, wallows beneath the thorny shade. Now, Brothers, 
bending o'er the accui'sM loom, stamp we our vengeance deep, and 
ratify his doom. 

“IMward, lo 1 to sudden fate (Weave we the woof* The thread is 



AJ>VAJsCED SfUDUXlS. 


379 


spun.)—half of thv heart we consecrate. (The web is wove. Tbe 
work is<loDe !) htar^obstay f nor thus forlorn, loarc unblessed, 
UDpitied, here to mourn ; in yon brit'ht track, that tires the western 
fckies, they melt—they vanish from my cyc«. But oh! what folomn 
scenes on Pnow<ioii*s beij/nt dccCcudnic slow their puttering skirts 
unroll! Vl^^ons of plorv. spare tny arhiLg sight! yc unlKon apes, 
crowd not on uiy soul ! Ko more our K Dp-lo'-t Arthur wc bewail : all 
hail, ye penuin*' Kings, Britannia’s issue ! bail I 

** <iift with many a Baron bold, sublime their starr>’ fronts they 
rear: and porptous and st^atesmen ol<t. in iK ardeni majesty apj>-‘ar. 

In the midst a form divine ? her eye pnxdaiins her ot the Briton lino ; 
her llon-i>ort, her awc-comiiiatiding fuct‘, attvmjHTvd sweet to virgin 
grace ! What strings Rymphoniou.s tremble in iho air I what strains 
of vocal transports round her play ! Hear from the grave, great TalicRsin, 
bt-ar f they breathe a soul to animat'.* lliy clay. Bright lLit»tnrc calls, 
and soaring she waves iu the eye of 11 caven her many* 

colourc<l wiiips. 

TJic Verse adorn again fie rce War, au'l faithful I^^vc, an<l Truth 
severe, b)’ fairy Fiction <lr<>*''Hi ; iu buskined me.isures, move pale 
Grief aud plvaMUg Pain, with Horror, tyrant of tJic throbhinp breast. 
A voio.% us of tho cherub^clioir, pal«.s from blooming £d(*n b-j;ir ; and 
distant w.irbliugd lessen on iny ear, that lost in long futurity expire. 

Fe>u(i, impious man ! think'st thou yon sanguine cloud, rai&ed by 
thy bn-atli, has <)uenche<J the orb of day? To-morrow he repairs the 
golden and warms the nations w itb rcdoubk^fl ray. Knough for 

mo: with joy I fico the dilTercnt dck^m our fates assign ! Be Uiinc 
Despair and Bcoptix-d Care ; to triumph, and to die, arc mine ! Ho 
s[>oke ; uod, headlong, from the mountaiu's height^ deep in the roaring 
tide he plunged—endless night. 

LXXXYI.—ODE FOU ST. CECILIA’S DAY.—Alexandeii Porn. 

Di:.sci:.nd! ycNinc! deeoend andsinf?; the lircalhinc inatrumenU in¬ 
spire ; wukc; iiitovoice each silent striuK', and sweep the soundinp lyre ! 
In a s.vJly i>lea»inc strain let the warblinj; lute complain ; let the loud 
trumpeU sound, till the roofs all around the shnll echoes rebound : 
while in more Icngtlic-i'd notes and hIovv, the deep, niajcAtic^ Rolomn 
ortrans blow. Hark 1 the numbers soft and clear, yently !<teal upon the 
car; now louder, and yet loader rise, and till with spruidinp sounds the 
skies ' Exultinj? in triumph now swell the l>old notes ; in broke n air, 
trembling, the wild music tloaU ; till, by depT.*<-s. remote and smalJ, Uie 

strains decay and melt away, iu a dyiuff, dyiiijj fall f ... 

I By Music, minds an equal temper know, nor swell too high nor sink 
too low If in the breast tumultuous joys arise, Music her soft, afesiuisifo 
voice applies ; or. when the soul is pre-ss’d with cares, exalts her iti en- 
Uvcninit airs. Warriors she fires with anun.aP-d sounds ; |>ours balm 
into the bloedine lover’s wounds: Melancholy lifts her head, Morpheus 
rouses from his bed. Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, listcninK Eijy 
drcKM her snakes; inte^^lino War no more our passions wage, and giddy 
Factions hear away their rage. But when our country’s cause provokes 
to amw bow martial music every bosom warms! i>o when the firet 
bold vessel dared the seas, high on the stem tho Tljracian rais^ 
his strain, while Argo saw her kindred trees descend from rdion to 
the main • transported demigods stood round, and men grew heroes 
at tho sound, inflamed with glory’s charms: each chief hia sevenfold 
shield displayed, and half unsheath’d tho shining blade: and seas, 
and rocks, and skies, rebound, “ To arms 1 to arms 1 to arms I 

But vshen through all the infernal bounds, which flaming Pblegothoii 
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surrounds, ivove, stronp aa Dtiaih, the poet led to the pale nations of the 
dead, what sounds were heard ! what scenes appear'd, o’er all the dreary 
coasts ! Dreadful gleams, dismal screams, fires that glow, shrieks of 
woo, sullen moans, hollow gTx^ans, and cries of tortured ghcksts 1 But 
hark ! he strikes the coldoD Ivrc 1 and see! the tortured ghosts respire ! 



the*EI>>iau flowers; by those happy souls wlio dwell in vellow meads of 
ft*«ph*>dehor aiuarauthino bowi vs : by the heroes*armedsluules glitter¬ 
ing though the gloomy glades ; by the youths that diet! for love, 
wandering in the myrtle grove, restore, i-estovo Eurydico to life ! oh, 
take the husbaud, or return the wife I” 

He sang, and hell consented to luar the Poet's pfsayer: stern Pro- - 
fiorpine relented, and gave him back the fair. Thus Song could 1 
prorail o’er Death and o*er Hell; a conquest how hard and how glorious! / 
Though Fate had fa^t Imund her with Styx nine tiroes round her, jQtf 
Music and Love wore victorious. 

But soon, too soon, the lover turns his eyes : again she falls, again she 
dies 1 she <U<'S ! Uow wilt thou now the Fahd Sisters movo? no cviino 
was thine, if *tis no crimo to love. Now under hanging mountiius, ho^ 
side the hills of fountains,or whore Hebrus wanders, rolling in meanders, 
—all alone, unheard, unknown, he makes his moan ; and calls her gho^, 
for ever, ever, over, lost ! Now with Furies surrounded, despairing, con¬ 
founded, ho trembles, he glows, amidst Rhodop^*s snows I See, wild aa 
the winds, o'er ttio desert he flies t hark I Haotuus resounds wiHi the 
Bacchanals* cries—Ah, see, he dies I Yet oven in death VEurydice 1 
he sung :—“Eorydico T* still trembled on his tongue :—“Eurvdico ! 
tlu.* woods—Eurydice 1 *' Iho floods—** Eurydice ! ** tho rocKS and 
hollow mouutaius run^. 

Music the fiercest grief can charm, and fate's severest rage disarm: 
music can soften pain to case, and make despair and madness please : 
our joys below it can improve, and antedate the bliss above. This tho 
divine Cecilia found, and to her Maker's praise confined the sound* 
When tho full organ joins tho tuueful quire, the immortal Powers 
incline their car; boroo on tlio swelling notes oor souls aspire, while 
solernu airs improve the sacred fire ; and augels lean from heaven to 
hear. Of Orpheus now no more let poets tollto bright Oecilia greater 
power is given; \kis Dumbers rais'd a shade from HeU| hers Ijfi the soul 
to Heaven, 
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LXSXVII.—ALEXANDER’S FEAST^onH Dbtden* 


'T>VASut tho royal feast, for Persia won by Philip's warliko son aloffc^ 
in awful state, tho god-Iiko hero sat on his imperial throne. His 
valiant peers were placed around, their brows with roses and with 
myrtles bound : so should desert in arms bo crowned. Tho lovolv 
Tliai^ by his sido sat, like a blooming Eastorn bride, in yr^fu 

Happy, happy, nappr pair ! None bxit tho brave, 
none but tho brave, nono nut tho Gravo^-^oserves tho fair. 

Timotbens—placed on high amid the tuneful clioir—with flying 
fingers touched the lyre; tho trembling notes ascend tho sky, and 
heavenly joys inspire... •Tho song begun from Jovo, who left his 
blissful seat above—such is tho powor of mighty Lovo I—A dragoa’a 
fiery form belied tho god : sublimo on radiant sphores he rode, when 
ho to fair Olympia pt'cssed, and stamped an image of himself—a sove¬ 
reign of tho w'orld !—The listening crowds admiro the lofty sound: 
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present deity they ehoat around; “A present deity!" the 
Tnolted rcx>£3 reboond ! With ravished cars the monarcb bear<, 
assumes the god, afTccts to nod, aud seems to shake the spheres* 

The praise of iiacchu^, then, the sv%*eet Musician sung; of Bacchus, 
ever fair and ever young !—** Tin- joliy god iu triumph coin«»! sound 
the trumpets I boat the drums I Flushed \v;th a purple grace he shows 
his hoae>t face J Now, give the hautboys breath !—he comes ! he 
comes ! Bacchus, ever fair aud young, drmkiug joys did firet ordain ! 
Bacchus' blessings are a treasure ; drmkiog is the soldier's pleasure; 
rich th*; treasure ; sweet the pleasure ; is pleasure, after pain I 

-Soothed with the sound, the king grow vain—fought all bis tottlcs 

o'er again'«-<ind thrice he routed ail his foes, and tUrico lie sJew*^ 
tliC slam ! 

The Master saw the madness rise. hi*« plowmg cheeks, his ardent 
eyes; and, while he heaven auU tartii d'.licJ.—changed bis hand, and 
cii».ckcd his pride. He cliosc a mournful mii^e, soft pilv to infuse; 
he rang—Darius, great, aud good ! by too severe n mb', fallvii J 
falle n ! fallen ! fallen, fallen from his high estate—and >^clter^ng in 
his blood I I)cScrto<l, at his utmost rued, by tboi^c his former bounty 
fed. on the bare earth, expos'^l, he lies, with not a friend to clo^* his 

eyes ! "-With downewt lo< k the joyless Victor revolving, in his 

altered soul, the various turns of fate below ^ and, now and then, a 
sigh he Ktolo, and tears iK'gan to dow I 

The mighty Master smiled, to see that Love was in the nest degree ; 
’twas but a kindrtd sound to move ; for Pity melts the mind to Love, 
^ftly sweet, in Lyuuin inva«iiros, soon he soothed his soul to pica.sures, 
** War/' ho sung, ** empty bubble ; 

never Ufldlug, illliil Is^ginmog; fightin r still, and still destroying. If the 
world be worth thy winning, think, obi think it worth enjoying ! 
Lovolv ' i'hiiL i eiU beside llujOj taka the good the gods provide thfv 1 "i 

-Tii**'W^»y n*n<Hhe*slacs with loud applause. So Lovo was crowned / 

but Music wou tlic cause. The Prioc unahio to concval his pain, gazey 
on the fair who cau^ed his oirc ; rind sighed aud lookcii,—iughi-d am 
looko<i,—sighed and looktd.—and sighed again: at length, >vuh love 
and wine nt once opprez^^ed, the vanquished victor a.4nk upon her 
breast. 

*• Now. strike the golden lyre again 1 a louder yet, and yet a louder 
strain ! break his bands of sleep asunder, and roUI^3 him, like a rattling 
peal of thunder Hark, liark !—The horrid round hr*.s rai^t-d up hLs 
Bead, as awakctl from the dead ; and, amazed, he stares around J ‘‘Ito- 
vengo, rovengol” Timotheus cries: “Se- the Furies xirLsO 1 sec the 
cmakes that they rear, how they hi^s in their hair, and the sparkles that 
flash from their eyes 1 Behold a ghastly bund, each a torch in hie hatid I 
those arc Grecian ghosts that in Wttie w*cre slain, and, unbiiricd, rt niain 
inglorioiw on Uio plain I Give the vengeance, due to tbo vulUnt crow ! 
Behold ] how they toss their torches on high, bow they ncint to the 
Persian abodes, and glitb ring temples of their hostile gods! TJio 
princes applaud with a furious joy ; and the King seized a flambeau 
with zeal to dci^troy j Th iis led the way to light him to his prvy ; and, 
like another Helcni^flrcdiMT'^^bcr Troy ! 



LXXXVIILI^TIIB passions.— William Collikb. 


WHEJf Music, (heavenly maid 1) was young, cro yet in earliest Greece 
fihesung, the PaAston.s oft. to bear her shell, thronged around her magic 
ocdl: exulting,—trombliug;—raging,—fainting possessed, beyond 
the Muse’s painting. By turns, they felt the glowing mind disturU.'d, 
—delighted,—raised,—rchned ; till ouco, ’tis said, when all were fired, 
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filled with furv. rapt, inspired, from the snpporting myrtles round they 
snatched her instruments of sound ; and as they oft had heard, apart, 
sweet lej^sons of her forceful art, each—for madness ruled the hour— 

would prove his ow n expressive power. , , u , » 

First. Fear—hb hand, its skill to try, amid the chords bewildered 
laid_and back recoiled—he kuew not why :—even at the sound himself 

had made I , . ^ 

Next An 'cr rn-h* d, Uis eves on fire ; m liphtnmjrs osvnod h\% f^ecret 
; with one rnde clash W nick the lyre, aud swept, with burned 

hand)*, the strings. , ,, , t . • e 

With woeful measures, wan Despair:—low, sullen sonnds his ffrief 

bejruih'd ; a s<dcmn, strange, and mingled air ; Hwas sad, by bts—by 

starts, *twas wild. ^ ^ ^ « 

I But thou, O Hope ! with evi'a so fair, what was thy dclmhtcd measure ? 
/Still it whispcrcnlproinised‘pl<^S'^»'®* lovely scenes atdis* 

Unco ‘ Haill*' Still would her touch the strain prolong ; and, from 
the rocks, the woods the vale, she called on Echo, still, throngh all her 
aong ; and, where her sweetest theme she chose, a soft, resMusive voice 
was heard at every close !—and Hope, cncbanto<l^ smiled, and waved 

her golden hair 1 * 

And longer had she sung—but, with a frown. Revenge impatient 
rose: he threw his blood-stainod sword in thunder down ; and with a 
with»-Ting look, the war-<lenouncing trumpet took, and blew a blast—so 
loud and dread, were nc*er prophetic sounds so full of >voe: and ever 
and anou, he beat the doubling drum, with furious heat. And though 
Bomctiuics, each dreary pause betwei‘n, dejected Pitv, at his side, her 
soul-subduiug voice aj>plic<l, yet still he kept his wild unaltcroil mien; 
while each strained ball of sight—siHJiued bursting from his head. 

Thy numbers. Jealousy, to nought wore fixed ; sad proof of thy dis¬ 
tressful state I Of differing themes the veerinjj song was mixed ; and 
now, it courted Iiove—now, raving, called on Hate. 

With eyes upraised, as one inspired, pale Melancholy sat retired ; 
and from her wild, sequestered scat, in notes by distance made more 
sweet, pourtnl, through the mellow horn, her pensive soul: and, dashing 
soft, from rocks around, bubbling runnels joined the sound. Through 
glades and glooms the mingled measure stole ; or, o'er sonic haunted 
stream, with fond delay,—round a holy calm diffusing, love of peace 
and lonely musing.—in hollow murmurs ditd away. 

But, oh, how altered was its eprightUer tone, when Cheerfulness— 
a nymph of healthiest hue,—her bow across her shoulder flung, her 
buskins gemmed with morning dew,—blew an inspiring air, thot dale 
and thicket rung ; the hunUT*6 call, to Faun and Dryad known. The 
oak-crowned Sisters, and their chaste-eyed Queen. Satvrs, and Sylvan 
Boys were seen peeping from forth their alloys green : brown Exercise 
rejoiced to hear ; and Sport leaped up, and Bcized his beechen spear, 
c;ime Joy's ecstatic trial ; he, with viny crown advancing, first 
to the lively pipe his bund addressed ; but soon he saw the brisk 
awakening viol, whose sweet,entrancing voice he loved the best. They 
would have thought who heard the strain, they saw, in Tempi's vale, 
her native maids, amid the festal-sounding shades to some unwearied 
minstrel dancing ; while, as his flying fingers kiss'd the strings, Love 



SELECTIONS FROM MILTON’S 
“ PARADISE LOST.” 


I.—THE INTRODHCTION*. 

Op Man’s first disobedience, and the fruit of that forbidden tree 
mortal taste bronjht death into the world, and all our woe with loss 
of Eden,—till one f,'reater Man restore us. aod regain the bli.«fnl seat — 
sin;?, heavenly Mo-se 1 that ou the secret top of Oreb, or of vSiuai didst 
inspire that alu-pherd, who first taught the cho-s.-n seed, in the 
bcciuninK how tlie heavens and earth ros** out of Chaos • or if Sioii 
hill delight thro more, and fiiloa’a brook that flowed f.ist bv the oracle 
of C<yl; I thence invoke thy aid to my adventurous song.—that, with 
no middle flight, intends to soar above the Aouian mount while it 
pursues things uiialtcmptwl yet in prose or rhyme. And chiefly Thou, 
O Spirit, that dost prefer, Ijvfore all temples, the upright heart aud 
pure, in-triict mo, for Thou kuow’st; Thou from the first wa.st pr..*sent 
and, with mighty- wings outspread, dove-like teifst brooiling on the vast 
abyss, ami mad st it preguaut. What is in me dark, illumine • what is 
low, rnisc and support; that, to the height of this great argument I 
may assert eternal Providence, and justify the ways of God to men. 


II.—SPEECH OF SATAN IN HELL. 

Is this the ro^OD, tbin the soil, the cHoie—6:iid then tho to:»t Arch* 
angel,—this the that wn must change for heaven 7 this mournful 

gloom, for that ceh’»tiat light ? Be it so, since Uo who now is 
feoTcreign, can dispo.^* and hid wliat shall l>c right: furthest from Him 
is >>est ; whom na^ou hath e<}uallcd, force bath made siipretue above 
his equals. Fan-w ell, hapnv fields, where joy for ever dwells! Uail, 
horron> 1 hail, infernal worm ! and thou, profoundcst UelL receive thy 
Dew possciesor ^jiie who brings a mind not to changed bv place^ or 

f time. The mind is its ow d places and in itself can make a licavcn of 
a hell of heaven I Whut matter where, if 1 he still the same, and 
tvhai 1 should be—all hut less, than Ue whom thuD<ler hath made 
greater ? Here nt least wc shall bo free ; the Almighty hath not Luil; 
here for his envy, will not drive us hence ; here we may reign secure ;g 
and, Id oiy choice, to reign is w'oitb ambition^ tlK»ugh 
to reign in H ell, than ser ve in Heaven.^BtiI wherefore let we then* 
our faithftfrfriends, th<raa^»5Ctates und'Co-nattoers of our lie thus 
astoDuihed on tlie oblivious pool ? aud call them not to sliurc with us 
their part in this unhappy mausiuD ? or, once more, with rallied arms, 
to try what may bo jet regained in Heaven, or wliat more lost in UoU ? 


IlL—SPEECH OF SATAN TO HIS LEGIONS. 

PuiirciB, PotODtates, Warriors ( the flower of Heaven, once yours ; 
now losti if such astoniahment as this can seize eternal Spirits: or, 
have ye <^oscn this place, after the toil of battle to repose your wc-aried 
virtue, for the case you find to si umber here, as in tho vales of Heaven ? 
Or, io t^s abject posture, have ye sworn to adore tho Conqueror? 
—who DOW bwoloi Cbemb aod Seraph rolliog in the flood, with 
scattered arouand ensigns ; tU]| anon, hin swift pursuers from Heaven* 
gates discern the advantage, and, descending, tread us dow*n thu.s 
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drcN^ping; or, with linked thimdorbolts, transfix us to the bottom of 
tljis guli\ Awake ! arise ! or be for crer fallen t 


rV.—SATAN IN PANDEilONITTM. 

High on a throne of roTul statc^ which far outshone the wealth ot 
Ortuus and of Iiuh—or wiicrc the fforgcou« East, with richest hand, 
jsJjowcrs, on her kiirzs barbaric* pearl and gold.—Satan exalted .<at ; by 
merit raised to that b id einiucnco; and, from despair tlms high-uplifted 
l»cyond hope, aspires beyond thus high, insatiate to pursue vain war 
with Ile.iven ; and, bv success unUnght, his proud imagmations thns 
displayed Powers and Dominions ! Deities of heaven ! for,—since do 
d< ep >viihin her gulf can hold immortal vigour,—though oppressed and 
fallen, I give not heaven for lost. From this descent, celestial virtues, 
rinug, will appear more glorious and more dread than from no fall, 
and trust themselves to fear no second fate. Me, though just right, 
and the fixed laws of heaven did first create your leader,—next, free 
choice—with what besides, in counsel or in tight, hath been achieved 
of merit—vet this los% (thus far at le.ast recovered,) hath much more 
established in a safe uuenviod throne yielded with full consent. The 
happier state m heaven which follows dignity, might draw envy from 
each inferior ; but whohore will envy whom the highest place exposes 
foremost to stand against the Thunderer’s aim, your bulwark,—and 
coiKlcmue to greatest share of endless pain ? Where there is, then, no 
good for whicTi to strive, no strife can grow up there from faction I for 
none, sure, will claim in hell precedence: none, who^e portion is so 
small of present pain, that, with ambitious mind, >Yill covet more. 
With this advantage^ then, to onion, and firm faith, and firm accord, 
(moro than can be in heaven,) we now return to claim our just in* 
hcritanco of old ; surer to prosper, than prosperity could have assured 
us; and by wliat best way,—whether of open war or covert guile,— 
we uow debate. Who can advise, may speak. 


V.—MOLOCH’S ORATION IN PANDEMONIUM. 

Ut sentcDco is for open war : of wiles more unexpert, 1 boast not ; 
them let thoso contrive who need, or when they need ; not now. For,# 
while they sit contriving, shall the rest,—millions that stand in arms,^ 
and longing wait the signal to ascend,—ait lingering here, Heaven’s ' 
fugitives ; and, for their dwclUDg*plac^ accept this dark opprobrious 
den of shame, the prison of His tyranny who reigns by our delay ? No, 
let us rather choose, armed with hoU flames and fury, all at ouca o’er 
heaven’s high towers to force resistless way ; turning our tortures into 
horrid arms against tbo Torturer; when, to meet tlie noise of His 
almighty engine, He shall bear infernal thunder; and, for lightoing, see 
blacK fire and horror shot with equal rage amoog His angels, and Bis 
throne itself mixed vriih Tartai'oan sulphur, and strange fire,—His own 
invented torments I But, perhaps, the way soems difficult and steep, to 
scale with upright wing against «a higher foe. Let such bethink them, 
(if the sleepy drench of that forgetful lake benumb not still,) that in 
our proper motion, wc ascend up to onr native seat: descent and fall 
to us is adverac. who but felt of late^ when the fierce Foe hung on 
our broken rear insulting, and pursued us through the deep, with what 
compulsion and laborious fligbtwe sunk thus low ? The ascent is easy, 
then; the event is fearedwould we again provoke our stronger, some 
worae way His wrath may find to our destruction 1—if there be in 
bell fear to bo worse destroyed. What can be worse than to dwell here 
driven out from blias. condemned in this abhorr^ deep to utter woe. 
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where pain of uxiestini;aub.ible fire must cxcrcidc ns witliout Lope of 
end—tfeo va&s:iU of IIis anger, when The scourge inexorable, ami ih*.* 
tortnring hoar, ciUi us to pcLunco? More destroyed than rhu.<, nvo 
should be quite abolished, and expire* Wh.it fear wo then ? *«hat 
doTibt wc, to incense ills utmost ire ? which, to the height enraged, 
w ill either ouito coasumo u«, and reduce to nothing this essoi.wal,— 
happier hirthan miserable to have eternal being !—or, if our .<uh:^Uiiicv 
he indeed divine, and cannot ce.tse to be, we are at worst on this side 
nothing; and, by proof, wc i\cl our power sutficient to disturb Hi** 
heaven, and, with perpetual inroiiJ'^, to aLinu, tliough inacccd^blc, Uis 
fatal throne which, if not victory, is yet revcogo 1 


VI.—SPEECH OF EEUAL DISSUADING FROM WAR. 

I SUOULD be much for open war, O Pcerd, a% not behind in hate, A 
wtiat ivas urged main rca^soo to persuad .* immediate ivar, did not dis* 
suade me most, and seem to cast ocn'nou« conjecture on the whole 
.successwhen he, who mo.^teacels in fact of arms, in what be counsels 
and in wliat excels mLvtrastful, gri/unds bis courage on de.'^pair and 
utter dUsolution ; as the scope of all his aim, after some dire revenge. 
First, w hat revenge ? The towers of heaven arc filled wiUi armed 
watch, that renders all access impregnable ^ oft on the bonlcring deep 
i Dcamp their legions, cr, with obscure wdug, scout far and wide imo 
the reJdm of dight, scorning surprise* Or, could wo break our way 
by force, and at our heels all hell should rise with blackest insurrection, 
to confound heaven’s port, st light ; yet, our Great Enemy, all incor* 
ruptiblc, would on His throne sit unpolluted ; and the ethereal mould, 
incapable of stain* i^ouhl soon expel her mischief, and purge off tlic 
ha.^cr fire, victorious. Thus rcpul.*^d, our final hope is fiat despair* 
We must cxa.sfHUtttc the Almighty Victor to spend all His rage—.Uiil 
tliat must end us I that must he our cure^ to be no more : s^id cure ! 
per, ^^bo >vouIU lose, though full of pain, this intellectual being ? 
those IboughU that wand*.T through ctcrii.ty, U> pc^i^h ia:hcr,— 
0 wallowed up and lost in the wide womb of u cre:itcil night, devoid 
of sense and motion ! And who knows, (let this begwxl,) wbctlicr our 
angry Foe can give it? or will evir? Uow He c:m is doubtful ; that 
He never will is .sure. Will Ho, so wu^e, let loose at once H:s ire,— 
belike through imfiotcnce,of uDaware>—to give Iliscncrnics tLcir wish ; 
and end them in His anger, whom llis angi.T saves to puni^'h endkss ? 

Wherefore ccabe wc then ? ” say they who counsel war ; *• wo are 
decreed, reserved, and destined to eternal woo: wlLitever doing, wJjat 
can wc suffer more? what can wo suffer worse?*' 1& tliLi then worst, 
thus sitting, thus consulting, thus in arms ? What! when wc flcil 
amain, pursued and struck with Heaven's afHicting thunder, and 
besought tho deep to shelter us ? thin Hell then sccinL*d a refuge from 
those wounds ; or wlioo wo Lay chained on Uio Lurniug lake ? that »uro 
was worve* What if the breatli that kindled those grim fires, awaked* 
ahould blow them into sevenfold rage, and plunge us in the rtaiocs ? 
or, from above, should iutennitUd vengeance arm ajjaiu bis red right 
hand to pLignc us? What if all her stores were opened, and this 
firmament of bell should spout her cataracts of fire,—impendent horrors 
threatening hideous, fall one day upon our heads I while wc, perhaps, 
designing or exhorting glorfoos war, caught in a fiury tcmircst, sliall 
bo hurled, each on hU rock tran’^fix.tl, tho sport and prey of rocking 
whirlwinds} and for ever enfik under yon boiling ooc.in, wrapt lu 
chains,—there to con vers© with everlasting groans, uurcspitcd,UDpiticilt 
cinrcprioved,agcsof hopelc«send I This would be worbo I War, thci^ 
fore, open or concc^ou, /dike my voice di&suades* 


25 



3S8 


di:L£CTION3 FPvOUt 


VII.—apostrophe to light. 

IlMfs lioly off.^priog of Heaven first born ! or of the Eternal, 

<’ >-i?tcVn.il1>eam :—mav I express thee uiihlamfd? since GoJ is light, 
and nerer, but in nnapproached light, dwelt from eternity; dwelt 
then ill tlicc, briglit efilaeace of bright e«»5encc iucn*3te ! Or hcar'st thou 
rather, pure ethereal stream, whoso fonntam who shall tell? Before 
the 8un, before th»' heavens, thou wort ; and, at the voic^ of God, us 
with a mantle, diebt invest the ^i^ing world of %Yatei*s d and deep, 
won from the void and formlc.s5 iniinit *. Thee 1 revisit now wLtli 
bolder wing, esc^iu^d Uic Stygian pool, though long detained in that 
ol^scurc sojourn ; while, in niy flight, through utter and throu :h mKldh* 
d trkiie^s l>^mie, with other notC'v than to the Orphean lyre. I sun? of 
(Jhwsancl eternnl Night taught by the heavenly Miuse to vcMitiire 
<lown the dark descent, and up to re^ascerid, though hard and rare. 
Thee I revisit s:ifc,an<l feel thy sever ign vital lanip; hut thou re visit's! 
net these eyes, that roll in vaiu to find thy piercing ray, and find no 
dawn ; 00 thick a drop-.sorvnc hath quenched th>dr orhs. or dim suffusion 
veilotL Yet not the more cease I to wand er where the Muses haunt^ 
^^Icar spring, or shady grove, or sunny hilh—sinit witli the love of 
sacFi'd song; but chief tlicc, Sion^ and the flowery brooks beneath, 
that wa<»h thy hallowed feet, and warbling flow, nubtly 1 vi?it: nor 
sometimes forget those other two equaled with me in fate,—so were I 
cqual'd with them in renown !—blind Thamyris, and blind MoDonide^, 
and Tiresias, and Phiticus—prophets old : tlicn feed on thoughts, that 
voluntary move harmonious numbers as the wakeful bird sings 
darkling, and in shadiest covert hid, tunes her nocturnal note. TIum 
with tlioyoar Seasons return ; but not to me returns Day, or the sweet 
ujipro.ich of Even, or Morn, or sight of vernal bloom, or summer’s rose, 
or flocks, or herds, or human face divine ; but cloud instead, and over- 

dun ng d.ark surrounds mo-from the cheerful ways of men cut off ; 

and, for the book of knowledge fair, prescntetl with a universal blank 
of Nature's works, to mo expunged and niscti, and wisdom at one 
entrance quite shut out. So much the rather thou, celestial Light, 
shine inward, and the mind through all her powers irradiate ; there 
plant eyes: all mist from thence purge and disperse,~that I may 
sec and t .dl of things invUible to mortal eight 1 


a(o 




VIIlJt-SATAN’S ADDRESS TO THE SUN. 

THOU I that, with surp.assing glory crowned, look's! 4rom thy sole 
dominion, like the god of this new* world I—at whose sight all the stars 
hide their diminished heads I—to thcc I call, but with no friendly voice, 
nnd tuld thy name, O Sun ! to tell thee how I hate thy beams, that 
bring to my r.'Uicmbrance from what state I fell; how glorious once 
*--^above thy sphere—till pride, and worse ambition, threw me down, 
warring in heaven against heaven's matchless King I Ah I wherefore r 
Ue deserved no such return from me, whom He created what I was 
in that bright eminence ; and with His good upbraided none ; nor was 
His service hard. What could be loss than to afford Him praise, (^c 
easiest recompense 1) and pay Him thanks, how* duel zet, all Mia 
good proved ill in me, and wrought but malice I Lifted up so high, I 
'edained subjection, and thought one stop higher would set me highest; 
and in a moment quit the debt immense of endless gratitude^ so burden* 
Bomo—still paving, still to owe !j ^ 

Forgetful what from Him I stuT received; and undorstood not that 
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bouDd‘'d hopt* hnd nus-ecl amlation ! Yet why Dot ? some other power 
Afi inurht liuve aspiriii; and m**, though mcau. dniv\-n to hU 

part: but other prvv.CTs as groat foil not. but Maod un.«hakrii ; from 
within or from vk ithoufv to all tcuiptations arnud. Uid'-t thou the 
Fame fret; will and poN^cr to tland f Thou hatbt. Whom Kv^t ttiou 
then, or what, to acen^**— hut lloaren's free love, dealt oonally to «aU ? 

Ite Ihcu His love ncviiihW ? F.nce, love or hate, (to lue alike.) it d- als 
ctcmal uoe ! Nay, curb’d Ik* ihuu ! since, against thy will chose 
fr^ ly, what it now fo jiustly rues. 

f^le ID ix‘Table! >^luch ''.^y -i»;ill I fly infinite wrath, ami infinite 
Tu'spair ? \Vhich \'ay I fly is hell I myx lf am hell ! aii<l in the lowi^st 
(Ut'p, a lower deep. sUll ihnat'nJng to ilevoiir int% oj>ens widi*.—to 
V hich the In 11 I suffer stems a h« avi n ! (dj. thci],nt last relent! Is 
iheie no place lef^or rc pen lance 'f none fr»r p.ardr*n left ? None left— 

1 ut liv snbmitbio^L.ind that \>oid <)i>>dain fvrhidn me, and my dread 
of sh.ime amonir^lie tpirils Icnenih: vhom I wdneed with other 
l>r< ini^es.and <»Uier rnnnt^, than to siil nht, b(»astiiig I couldMit»dno— 
the Cmnijotent! Ah me, tiny little k^o^^ low dearly I abide tlt.it 
loa.'t fco \aiD: neder whut trrmrnts inwardly 1 groan, while they 
adore me on the throne of bell. With diadem and sceptre high advanced^ tj 
tie* lower still 1 fail — only sunreme id misery ! Siu h j iy amhitnui liu<Ls ! ' 
Ibit say I could ropmt. ar:ii could obtain, by act uf grace, niy former 
M ite : how six>n Would bright rrcal high thoughts ! how soon uii5;\y 
wlut feigtioil ««ubtDL^stcju swore ! Eise would rec.int vows made io pain, 
violent .mil void for uever can true recoiicilerueiit grow, wheix' 
woiuiiU of deadly Uato have pierced so deep ;—whicii would hut lead 
me to a worse riLip-e and heavier fall: so should I purchaa; dear 
short intermission—bought with douhh* Sfii.art I This knows mv 
Puni'«ber; therefore as far from gratitiiii*, lie—as I fnun ho^'giiig, |*c:ice ! 

VAH hop? exclurhtl thus, behold.— instead uf us, ouUtisi » exikCl! _ Hisj_ 

ii ‘W delig'it, Mankiuil, crcat.'d, and for hiiu ihi* world. iSri^ f.irewellO 
ho[>c ! au J, with hope, farewell fear ! Farewell, remorse Mili gtK>d t<i 
luo is h>.U ; li.'il, hr thou^y Go-hI ! by thee, at lo ist dlvid^ni empire 
wi;h hcaveu'.s King I iiolcQ hv the •. and more tliHii half pcrluips, will 
rciga —as tiiao ere long, tnb new world, shall know 


orld, shall know Q 
“ \ 
IX.—EVENING IN PARADISE. 


Now came still Hvroiog ou, and Twilight gr-y b.nl tu her «ober livorv 
all tiuogsclad: Silence aocompanied ; forbuMst and binl, they to tbeiV 
grassy coucli, these to their costs, wore Flunk,—all but the wakirfiil 
nightingale: eh<^ all night long, her amorous descint sung; Silence 
was plc;i3cd. N^ow glowed the firmament with living siipphircs; 
Hesi>erus, that Ic-d the starry host, rcwle brightest; till the moon, using 
in clood<.^i majesty, at length (apparent qu*x*n 1) unveil'd her peerless 
light, and o'er the dark h«:r silver mantle threw. Aduui thus to 

Evi?:—“ Fair Consort, the hour of night, and all things now rctind to 
rest, miod us of like repose ; since God hath set Labour and rcsk as da/ 
and night, to men succcsiivo : and the timely dew of sleep, now falling 
with soft uumbro03 weight, incliDcs oureyolids: other creatures all 
day loDtf rove idle, unemployed, and lia<s xiewl rest; m.m hath his daily 
work of body or miod api^uitcd,—which declares lii.s dignity, aod 
rognrd of Ueavoo ou all his ways ; w bile other animiils inacti^vo range, 
and of their doings God tak^^s no aco>uQt. IVmorrow, ero fresh 
momlog streak iho cost with flrat approach of light, wo must be risen, 
andatourplea^ADtlabour,—torcfdroiyon flowery arbours,yonder alloys 
ffreen—our walk at n>>on, with brnnehos overgrown,—tliat mock our 
aeaut manurin r. and require rooru h inde thnu ours to lop their wanton 



38S FltOM MILTOy’s *^PA.RADISB LOST.'" 


jrov^th: tLo5^^• l•lcs^Oin^ al‘'>. ..^<1 t;M-6i3roppiii;?pums, thatl:cbc-€tiown, 
UDaighflv anii un^juootlj, jiiJ.i.vnoo. if v.'<j u\. ;in to tn*ad with oasc : 
me:uiwlhJ»% as N.itur.* wjlN, isM^ht hi*is us rest, To whom thus Eve 
with perfect beauty adorued :—^ My Author niid Di:«poser ! what thou 
bid'.^t unar^'ued I obey ; so Go! ordatns; God is thy law, thou mine: 
to know no more is wornan'u happiest knowledge and her praise* With 
thoo conversin.;, I forget all tiin<' : all seasons, and their change^ all 
ploase alike. Sweet is tbe* breath of morn, her rising s>v»*et, with cUann 
of earliest bii tLs; pkas^tnl the sun, wb* n first, on this delightful land, 
he spreads his orient beams, on herb, tr jo, fruit, and flower, glistering 
with dew ; fragrant tbo fertile Eirth after soft shov.ers ; and sweet 
the cotniug on of grateful Er<*n:ng mihl ; then silent Night, with this 
her solemn bird, and this fau moon, aii«l thc 2 ?e —the gems of he^aven !— 
her starry train: but neither bicath of morn, when she ascends with 
charm of earliest binls; nor rLsing sun on this delightful laud : nor 
herb, fruit, flower, gli^teniui; witit dew ; nor fragrance after showers ; 
oorgrateful^vouinV riixUl ; nor .silent Night, with this her solemn bird ; 
nor walk by moon, or gUtteriug fit.arlight,—without thee, is sweet ! 


X.—MORNING HYMN OF ADAM AND EVE. 

TuraE arc Tliy glorious works, Parent of good t Almighty I Tbinc this 
univen^il frame, thus womlrous fair; ThyseU how wondrous then ! 
unspeakable ! who sitt*<t abo7c thv>c heavens, to us invisible; or dimly 
seen in these Thy lowest works: yet tlieso deebtre Thv goodness 
beyond thought, and jiower divine. ^pe;ik ye who best can tell,—yc sons 
of light,—Angvb.! f‘^r vel>chold Him ; aud with songs ami chor«i) sym* 
phonier, day without night, ciiclc His throne, n«joicing. Yc in he^wen ; 
—on earth, jenn, all yu Creatures^ to extol Him first, Him last, Him 
midst, and without end. Fairest of star^ ! lost in the train of night,— 
if better thou belong not to the dawn,—sure pledge of day J that 
crown’st the siailiug morn with thy bright circlet,—praLsc Him in thy 
sphere, while day arises, that sweet hour of prime. Thou sun ! of this 
great world both eye and soul, acknowledge Him thy greater ; sound 
Hi.spnuse in thy eternal cour.se ; both when tliou chnm'st, and when 
higli noon hast gained, and when thou fairst* Moon ! that now CDi.ct'8t 
the orient sun. nov/ with the fixed stars,—fixed in their orb, that 

—;^nd yo five other wandering tires, that move in mystic dance, 
not without song, rcsouud Uis praise, who, out of darkness, called up 
light* Air, and ye elements ! the eldest birth of Nature's womb; that, 
in quaternion, run perpetual circle, multiform ; and mix and Dourish 
all things ;—let your ceaseless chaug;? vary to our great Maker still new 

f iraise. Ye mists and exhalations 1 that now nseirom hill or steaming 
akc, dusky, or grey, till the sun paint your fleecy skirts with gold,— 
in honour’to the World's Great Author rise! whether to deck with 
clouds the uncolourcd sky, or wet the thirsity ^'arth with falling showers, 

_rising or falling, i^till allvauce HU praise* HU praUe, ye winds I that 

from four quarters blow, breathe soft, ov loud ! and wave your tops, ye 
pines ! with every plant, in sign of worship, wave 1 Fountains ! and yo 
that warble, as ye flow, melodious munnui-s, warbling, tune HU praise. 
Join voices, all ye living souls ! Ye biitls, th;it singing u|5 to heaven-gate 
ascend, bear on your w'ings, and iu your uote^,'Uis praise. Ye that in 
waters glide, an"d ve that walk the earth, and sbitely tread, or lowly 
creep j witness if I be silent, morn or even, to hill, or valley, fountain, 
or fresh shade, made voavlby my song, aud taught HU praise. Hail, 
universal Lord ! be bounteous still to vnvo us only good: and if the 
night have gathered aught pf evil ox concealed, disperse it,—as now 
li^t dispels tbe dark* 



MISCELLANEOUS DRAMATIC 
SPEECHES AND SOLILOQUIES. 

I.—POUGLASS ACCOrXT OF Home. 

Mv nr»Tii''5=Norva1. On th-^ OrampUn li.lU mj father hi* flocks : 

a fniiral strain. who«c coiist-mt carc< wor-’ f-> increase !»toro, an<i 

kc<’p Ills only fon, mywlf. at home : for I haii lie.»r«i of hattles, and 1 
JoJiL* "I to follow to the lioM some w.irhk.* lord ; and H'aven ^oon 
LT.inL-*! vihat mr sire denied. Tins ir.ooo, whi'di ro-e la^t irclit round 
a- niT ‘-hield, ha'd not yet fiUrd her horn5i. when, hy her a l'.»nd 

of I-ercc barbarians, fn in tiie hdU. rush'd, like .a tori’" !!*. <i''wn upon 
the %’.alc. .•weeping our flocks :nid herds. The •h"phoras lied fur s tf- ty 
andforMiMour. I alone.—w oh lend.d boxv. and qmv.r full of arrows, 

_hovcrel about the '-neiny. at:<l mrked the lo.id he took: th'-n 

h.astcned to tnv frit-nds; whom, with .i titiop of fifty’ chosi'n ni'.'ii, I 
in-t adcancinp.' The pursuit I !■ d. till we o'vrrook the spoil-enciimbcr d 
fi»c. We fought—and conquer’d 1 hre a swr-j-d xvas drawn, an arrow 
from mv l>ow had pierc-d th'irchi' f. who wore. th:it d.ay. the arms 
which now I wear. Uelurr.inc home in triumph, I dl^d.llued the 
shepbcrd'rf slothful lif<!: and. Imvinp hnrd that our king had 

suiiiraoncd his »>old i*eer-i to load tb-.ir xvarnor.^ to tno C.»rron side. I 
left mr father's house, and took with me a chosen serv.int to conduct 

rny step-s_yon treinbliuRCOxx arcl, wiio forsook his master. Jonnicyiug 

with inis intent, I pas.-wtl tlies- towers; and, hc.avcnHlirccted, cime, 
this day, to do the happy d'.“-d that jni.ls my humble name. 

II.—CATO ON* IMMORTALITY.-Abbisos. 

It mil t Iw 80 ?—Pl.ito, thou rcasor.'st well : 

Els'.*, wbcuC'" this pi'-asing lior<c. thw fund desire, 
niis loTipjjig. after iinniortality ? 

Or. whence tJiis secr<-t drc.id. and inwanl hoiTor, 

Of f.illiog into nought V Why shrinks the ^oui 
Back on herself, and startles at d-.-stmction ? 

Tis the Divinity that stirs xvithin ns : 

’Tis Hc-aven that points out—an Uere.after, 

And intimates-Eternity to man. ^ 

Eternity 1 thou pleasing—tire;iafu| thought . 

Through w hat rariety of untrud being. 

'Hirough what noxv scenes and ch.angcs muit we p-ass . 

The wide, the miboimdci pro>|vcl, lies V forc me ; 

But shadows, clouds, and darkucs.-, rest upon it. 

Here will I hold. If then ’s a power .above us— 

And that there if, all Nature cries aloud 
Through all her xxorks—He must ddight m Tirtue, 

And that which He d-rlights m. must u-i happy : 

But when? or where? This world-w-as made for Ca.vs.ar. 

I'm weary of conjectarca—Inw enJ thc-m. 

^ * [Ijiyxftq hxM hand cti hxs #tror<i*j 

Thus am I doubly arm^^d. My death aiid life. 

My bone and antidote, aro both l>€fore me, 

This—in a moment, brines mo to on end • 

But this—informs me. I eball never die 1 
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Thf soul, sccurt^ in licr existence*. smOea 
At til.' <lmwn tlapgcr, and defies its point.— 
I'bc star'^ shall fade awaj, the sun Jiimself 
Grow dim with age. and Nature sink in years: 
Itut thou ^•halt flourish in iminovral joutli, 
Unhurt, amid the war of elements. 

The wreck of matter, and the cm^.h of worlds I 


III.—nOLLA TO THE PERUVIANS.—Shlridan-, 
idv brave associates—partners of my toil, nty feelings, and my fame !— 
(kin Holla’s words add vigour to the virtuous energies which inspire 
your hearts?—No I you have judged, as I have, the foulness of the 
crafty plea by which these bold invaders would del lule you. Your 
generous spirit has coinpanHl, as mine has, the rnotlvc^s wliich, in a 
war like this, can animate their minds and ours. They, by a strange 
frenzy driven, fight for power, for plunder, and extended ride;—we, 
for our couutr 3 % our altars, and our homos. T hey follow xiu adventurer 
whom they fexir, and obey a Power which they hate ;—we serve a 
monarch whom wo love, a God whom we adore. Where’er they move 
in anger, desolation tracks their progress ! wlicn<‘cr they pause in 
amity, affliction mourns their friendship I They boast they come but 
to improve our state, enlarge our thonglits, auu free us from the yoke 
of error:-Yes ; they will give enlightened froedoiu to our minds, who 
are tli' iufclves the slaves of passion, avarice, and pride !—They offer 
us their protection :—yes I such protection as vulturea give to lambs— 
covering and devouring them !—They call on us to barter all the good 
wo have inherited and proved, for tlio dcsi)erate chance of souictoiDg 
bettor—which they nromisc 1 fee our plain answer this ; the throne wo 
honour is the people's choico—the laws Me reverence are our brave 
fathers’Icgncy—thc faith wc follow tcsiches us to Hve in bonds of charity 
with all mankind, and die with hope of bliss beyond the grave. ToU 
your invaders this: and tell them too, m*c seek no change; and, least 
of all, such change us they >vouId bring us. 


IV.—THE SLAVE’S REMONSTRANCE.—J. S. Knowles. 
That I were dead 1 O, M*hat is death compared to slavery I Brutes 
may bear bondage—they Mere made for it. when Heaven set man 
above them ! but no mark, definite and indelible, it put upon one m an 
to mark him from another, that he should live his slave. O heavy curse I 
To have thought, reason, judgment, feeUngs, tastes, paseious, and 
conscience, like another man, and not have equal liberty to luse them 
but call his mood ihoir master I Why was 1 born with passion to be 
free—with faculties to use cnlnr^mcnt—\vith desires that clenve to 
high achievements—and with sympathies attracting me to objects fair 
and noble,—and yet M-ith power over myself as little as any beast of 
burden ? Why should 1 live? There arc of brutes themselves that >YiU 
not tame, so high in them is nature ; whom the spur and lash, instead 
nf curing, only chafe into a prouder mettle;—that will lot you kill 
them, ere they M*ill suff er you to roaster them. I am a man, and live 1 


V.—MASTER WALTER TO JULIA.—J. S. Knowles. 

Listen to me—and silently, if not with patience.—How I watched 
thoe from thy childhood, i’ll not recall to tneo. Thy father’s wisdom 
—‘Whose humble instrument I was—directed your non-age should be 
passed in privacy; from your apt mind, that far outstripped your 
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years. feariDg the taint of an infected world for.in the h premnd, 
once taking root, grow strong as flowers. He ^ ‘I 

or wrong • I Uiought bim right ; and ihcrvforcdid ins bidding. M»-v 
ccrUinlT he loved you—so did I ; ay ! well .as I bad been niVM.if vonr 
lather ! I need not say how fast you grew id knowledge and in g< Al¬ 
ness —that hope could scarce enjoy its golden dreams, so soon Uiltii- 
ujcnt realized them all! Enough. You came to womanho^ : your 
heart, pore as the Kaf of the consummate bud that s new unfolded by 
the smiling sun, and neer knew blight nor canker ! Whou a goo. 
woman i.s flUy uiattd. she grows doubly go«l, how good so. cr before . 

I found the m.an I thought a match for tiiee ; and, soon .as found 
propo-sed iiim to ihcc. Twas your fathcr*H w.ll. (occasion offering,) 
you should he married soon as you reachcl U> womanhood.—You 
fikcd iiiy cl.oice-acccp'«<i him.-Wc came to ».y im- 

portant matter summoned thence, I left you an aflmneed bride ,—Naj, 
i^isck Uiy tc-irsf Ixt jud^ugiit now, uut pa^^MOU, aA.iU. On 
,oy return, I found thee—wb.at? I’ll not dcMTibc the thing I 
tbcc then I I'll not describe my pangs to see Ui. cMich a thing I I t 
engineer who lays the last stone of hi.s ^- a-built lovver il w t him 
years and years of toil to r.visc.-and, smiluig at it, tcll^ 

Ld waves to roar and whistle now-but in a nigh*. 

tcmpcfiU Bjiorting in iU plac^may look aghast.as 1 

thv scat. I pity thee; perh.aps not thee alone it fits to sue tor 

pardon. But.^to^indicate mys-lf. 1 marne thy ‘t.T th? 

of thee. What wast thou then with wounded pride? I 
niadncsa—knew, to thwart it were to chafe it—and humoured it to 
take th.at course. I thought, adopted. Ic-tst twould rue J 

the best._ But know’st thou not w hat with thcMi nuptiahs comes ? 

Look back and think. I told thee of a tiling, ll.a.'t thou forgot. 
Fathcm, m.ako straws your children I Natur.-s h f ViS 

notliing 1 Onoc in other Tcina it runs, it no more yearncth for tl»e 
parenl^flood. than doth tho stream that from ‘of 

Talk not o/ love instinctive—what you call so is but die brat of 

custom! Your own flesh by liabit cleaves to you—without, hath no 

adhc.«ion ! So : you have forgot you have a father, and are bore to 

rho« to hi. honoi, lea.. U, to ,.t the. fro. or 

hold thee bound. Thy father will bo by 1 

YL-TELL TO HIS NATIVE MOUNTAINS.-J. S. Knowles. 
Ye crnff.s and peak*. I’m with you once again I I hold to vou tho hands 
vou l>ehcId7^»'how they atillaro free. Mcthipks 1 hear® 

J-hoos answer me. aud bid your tenant welcome to his home 

proud you look I ho., high you Idt .o..r 

hU, lu^ 1 how hug. you unr W ^ 
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1 ) 0 ^ : yet kept he rounding f^till hL*^ airv circle, a3 id the delight of 
men^^urinp the ample rangre beneath^ and round about ; absorbed, he 
lieodecl not the death that threatened liim.—I could not shoot—*twa3 
liberty !—I turned my bow aside, and h t him soar away 1 

Hc'*venfl I with what p ide I used to walk these hills, and look up 
to my God,aQd think the land was free. Tes, it was fr<‘C !—from end 
to end. from cliff to late, •twas free—froe as our torrents are that leap 
nur rocks, and ydouph our valleys without asking leave; or ns our 
peaks that wear their caps of snow in very presence of the regal sou. 
How hai>py was I thenl I loved its very storms. Tes, I hare oftm 
sat in my boat at night, when—midway o’er the lakj—the stars went 
i>ut, and down the njountain*gorge the wind carae roaring, I have 
sat and eyed the thunder breaking from his cloud, and smiled to see 
him shako his lightnings o'er my head, and think I had no m;istcr 
save his own.—On the wild jutting cliff, overtaken oft by the mountain 
bl.ist, IVe laid mo flat along ; and while gust followed gust more 
fiiriously.as if to sweep me o*er the h.orrid brink, then I have thought 
of other lands, whose storms are summer flaws to those of niine« and 
just have wished roe there;—the thought that mine was free has 
checked that wish, and 1 have raised ma* head, and cried, in thraldom 
to that furious Mind, Blow on I this is the land of liberty ! 


I 


vir.—LUCIUS .ruNius brutus o'V'er the body 

OF LUORETIA.—J. H. Payne. 

Woci.D you koow w)iy I summoned you tojethor? Ask yp what 
l.riiiffs me here? Behold this dagger, dotted with gore! Behold 
that frozen corse ! See where the lost Lucrctia sleeps in death 1 She 
uas the nuirk ^ d ^ female 

ever was a form creift5^^y^^f?i'*^Faocy, wh^'\he*blood strays 
wild, and never-resting thought is all on fire I The worthiest of the 
worthy I Not the nymph who met old Nmna in his hallowed walks 
and whispered in his ear her strains divine, can I conceive bevonti 
young choir of vestal virgins bent to her. 'Tis wonderful, 
amid the darnel, hemlock, and base weeds, which now sprinc rife 
from the luxurious compost spread o'er the realm, how tliis Weet 
hly grew.—how from the shade of those ill-neighbouring plants her 
fatba r ilipltrrt^ hcr. tliaUn o t a le af, was blighted, bu^ anayed in 
ni irest gnire .^ hloom cd unsulli ed haanty; Such perfection might 


i -Vi—, I h^uvii penucwODS micrnt 

have called ba^k (he torpid breast of ago to U>ng-forgotten rapture • 
such a mnid might have abashed the boldest libertine, and turned 
desire to reverential love and holiest affection I Oh, my countrymen ! 
^ou all wa witn^s when that she went forth it wm a holiW in 
Rome : old ago forgot its crutch, labour i'? task.—aU ran ; and 
mothers, turning to their daughters, cried, “There, there’s Lncretia 1 “ 
Now look ye where she Ihs I That beauteous flower, that innocent 

sweet rose, torn up by ruthless violence—gone I gone I-Say. would 

you seek instruction ? would you ask what ye should do ? Ask ve 
yon conseio^ walls, which kiw his poi«oned brother—saw foul crimes 
commit^ there, and they will cr>'. Revenge 1—Ask yon deserted street, 
whore Tullm drove o or her daod fatlior’o corse, &nd it will cry 
Rovenge ! Ask yonder senate-house, whoso stones are purple \nth 
human blood, and they will cry, Revenge I Go to the tomb where lie 
ms mnraered wife, and tho poor quoen who loved him as her eon • their 
unappeasisd ghosts will shriek, Revonge I The temples of the’ gods 
tho all-viowing havens, the gods themselves, will justify the cryf and 
swell the general sound, Revenge I Revenge I And wo will be re- 
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niT couDtrT7r*CD ! Pnitus 1* id you on ; Brutus, a nr\no 

v.'hi'-h v.ili* wh6n youVt^ n‘V<'i)‘rcci, 1»f ti ar'f to i)icu than all the* ^ 
noble-t titles • arth enn boast, .. . Now Cr»ke the hotly up. Bear k 
U for.' us to Tarquin’s palac® ; U * re we U lipht our torciies, and, in 
tlio blazing cocftagralion* rcuar a pil“ tor ti.e^c chaste rebes, that ehali 
Send h-r soul amongst tl;e stars. On I Brutus \pads you ! 


Vlir.—BOBABIT/S MODE OF WABFAKE.—BkS' Jonsox. 

I TVIM. tell yon, by the way of prirutc, and unch r s»-nl, I am a gentle* 
man. and live here ohfcwre, and to unself: but wer.* 1 kiiouTi to hi:* 
and the lords, observe me, 1 would underuike, upon lUift 
poor head and life, for tlie pubhe tit of the not only to spare 

the entire lives of bis fubjcels in gentral, but to save the one half, 
nav. three puns of his y.-siriy charge in holding war. an<l aeuinst Mhat 
onciwT soever. And h<»w would 1 4)0 P, think you? Why, lhn« *”l 
would select nineteen more to inys^ li ; geutienjuii tin y ^hould be, of 
.a good sinrit, strtmg. and abb' c»>nrtituli‘»n t I wouiu choi^so th< m hy 
au instinct, a cbaractcr, that I have: and I would teach tl*cse nine- 
te n tb- Special Hubs : ns vour Pui.to, your Ihfvenro, your MiX'cuti, 
vour ImbrrMMta, your Pa'-s^da, your Jlontontn; till they could all 
play verv nearly, or altogether. a% well as tuywlf. 'lh\< done, say 
tin* ''nciTiv were forty thuu.^ud strong ; wc twenty wuuhl come into 
th^- fie)<l the tenth of'Uarcluor thenabouts; and we would challenge 
twenty of the cuoniv : they cotiM not, iu their honour, refuse ust 
WM \ve would kill* them:—chalhnge twenty more, kill th<'m ;— 
twentv more, kill them ;—twenty more, kill them too;—and thus 
would* we kill every man hi^ twenty a-<lny I TiiaPs twenty score ;— 
tweutv score. tliaPa two hundred ;—two hundn*<l a-day, five days a 
tJjouvlnd forty thou*^and ; . . • forty timew five, fiv.> times forty, . . . 
two liundrcd days kills them all up, by couiputiiUon 1 Aial this i 
will >etiture my poor genllernatdike carcass to perform.—provid^tl 
there he no treason pnicti'cd ufK»n u.'*,—hy fair aud dLscreet man* 
h'j<^ ; I hat is, civilly, by the fcword. 


IX.—RinxZI TO TUB nOMAKS.—Miss iliTKonD. 

Fiur.VDH, I come not here to talk* Ye know too well 
The storj' of our thraldom w r arc slaves I 
T)*j bright sun risep to his courve.aod lights 
A race of slave* ! lie set**, and hikUsl l^c.ara 
TnlU on a slave; not such, as s%vcpt aloug 
lly the full tide of power, the coDqu*;ror b.ads 
To crimson glory and undying fame ; 

Bnt ba se , ignoble slave*—slaves to a horde 
Of petty tyrants, feudal dc^poU, lords, 

Jttcli in some dozen paltry villages— 

Btroug in some hundred spvnrmen—only great 
In that strange sn?ll, a name* Rich hour, dark frauds 
Or open nipine, or protected murder, 

Cries out agaifibt them. But Uiis very day 

All lioucst man, mv neighbour—there he standi— 

Was struck—struck like a dog, by one who wore 
The badge of Vmni; because, forwth, 

Ho tossed not high bU read}" m air> 

Nor lifted up his voice in servile shouts 
At night of that great ruffian. B? we men. 

And suffer such dLshonour ? men, and wash not 
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The <>tain away in blocnl ? Such shames are common. 

I iMTe known deeper wronjrs. I, that speak to you,— 
I had a brother once, a gracious boy. 

Full of all gentleness, of calmest hope, 

Of sweet and quiet joy ; there was the look 
Of heaTcn upon his face, which limners give 
To the BclovM Disciple. How I loTcd 
That gracious boy 1 x ounger by fifteen years, 

Brother at once and son I He left my side— 

A summer bloom on his fair cheeks, a smile 
Parting his innocent lips. In one short hour, 

The pretty, harmless boy was slain ! I saw 
The corse,—the mangle<i corse, and then I cried 
For vengeance 1 Rouse, ye Romans ! rouse, ye slaves I 
Have ye brave sons ? Look in the next fierce brawl 
To sec them die ! Have ye daughters fair ? Look 
To see them Utc, torn from your arms, distnined, 
Dishonoured: and, if yc dare call for justice. 

Be answered by the lash I Yet this is Rome, 

That sat on her Seven Hills, and from her throne 
Of beauty, rulc<l the world ! Yet wo are Romans 1 
Why, in that elder day, to be a Roman 
Was greater than a King! And once, again,— 

Hear me, vc walls, that echoed to the tread 
Of cither bruins !—onco again, I swear, 

The Kterual City shall be free I her sons 
Shall walk with princes ! 


X.— CLAUDE MELNOTTE TO PAULINE.— Lord Lyttoh. 


I Pattmxb, by pride angels have fallen ore thy timet by pride— 
That solo alloy of thy most lovely mould— 

The evil spirit of a bitter love 

And a revengeful heart had power upon thee. 

Prom my first yeais my soul was filled with thee ; 

I saw thee 'midst the Bowers the lowly boy 
Tended, unmarked by thee—a spirit of bloom, 

And joy, and froslincAs, as if Spring itself 
Were made a living thing, and Nvore thy shape ; 

I saw thee, and the passionate heart of Man 
Entered the breast of the wild^dreaming boy, 

And from that hour I grow—what to the last 
I shall be—thine adorer t Well : this love 
Vain, frantic,—guilty if thou wilt,—became 
A fountain of ambition and bright hope : 

I thought of talcs that, by the winter hearth. 

Old gossips tell—how maidens, sprang from kings. 

Have stooped from their high sphere : b gw 

f nil lava 

Bes ide th&-scep tfa> s ^Th us I'niftdc my home 

rich palace oiSTairy Future !- 

My father died ; and I, the peasant-born, 

\Vu my own lord. Then did I seek to rise 
Out of the prison of my mean estate. 

\ And, with such jewels as the exploring Mind 
|Brijigs from the caves of Knowled^, buy my ransom 
jProm those twin-gaolers of the danng heart— 

Low Birth and Iron Fortune. Thy bright image, 
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G^sficd-in-tov fOul, took all the liucs of glory, 

Aijd lured inv ou to thoj-e iD^piriug toils 
By whiil* man uinsUn* men ! For thcc I grew 
A midaight student o'er the dreams of Sagts ; 

For thee 1 sought to borrow from each Grace 
Acd tTcry Muse, such attributes as lend 
clianne to Lore. I tliought of thee, 

And taught mo iioe^v ; of thee. 

And on tne~palnC-r*s c.-»dV3s grcAv the life 

bf.m.tin 

Men calk'd me vaiu—some mud—1 lo-x-dcd not 
But still toiled on—hoiK-d on ;—for it >v.vs sweet, 

If not to wit), to fe<l more worthy thve ! 

At last, in one mad hour, 1 dared to pour 
The thoughU that burst th. ir channels into song, 

And sent them to thee—such a tribute, lady. 

As beauty rarely scorns, even from the mc.incst ; 

Th- name—appended by the burning heart. 

■J'hat longed Uj show its idol what bright things 
It had creaU-d—yea, the enthusiast’s name, 

That should have been tby triumph, wa* thy scorn J 
That very hour—when passion, tiimctl to wrath, 

Hes< iubled hatred most—when thy disdain 

Madciuy whole soul a chaos,—in that hour 

The tempters found me a revengeful tool 

For their revenge I Thou hadst trampled on tho worm— 

It tunicd and stung thee 1. 

I will not tell of the ihroci—the stnigglos— 

The anguisli—the remorse : no—let it |>;uw * 

And let rnc come to such most noor atonement 
Yet in my power. Pauline !—Nay, do not fear me. 

Thou dost not know me, madam ; at the altar 
My vengeanceccaMid—my guilty oath expired'. 
Henceforth, no image of some marble S.'tiut, 

Niclicd in cathodnl aisles, is hallowed more 
From the rude hand of sacrilegious wrong. 

The law shall do tlic« justice, and restore 
'liiy right to bless another with thy love ; 

And when Ihou art happy, and h.-vst half forgot 
Him who so lovod—so wronged thee, think, at least, 
Heaven left some remnant of the Angel still 
To tiiat poor peasant's nature I 




SPEECHES AND SOLILOQUIES 
FROM SHAKESPEAKE. 


ixf thr fi^llorrxn^ pastsage^i front Shahe^pcare ctoisu^f 
of porfionjf tf Dialogue adajitvd Joi dclii'crg bg a siuglc 
A/nv7 

FRO>I/‘AS YOU LIKE IT, 

1. 1,—TUE SEVEN AGES. 

All the world's a ^tApo, and all tho men and women mcrol^ nlarers : 
\ they have their exit:< and their entrimc ’s ; and one man, in time, 
I plays many parts : his acts bc*iup—Seven Ap* "*. At hr^t, the Infant, 
nicwlinp and puking in tho nurse’s arms. And IhcQ, the whining 
School-hoy. with his satchel and shining moniiog face ; creunng, like 
snail, unwillingly to school. And th*‘n, the Lover, sighing like furnace, 
with .a woeful halLad made to his mi«tre‘».s' eyebrow. Then, a Soldier, 
full of strange oaths and bearded lik«> tho pard ; jealous in honour, 
sudden and quick in quarrel; seeking the hubbh% reptitation, even in 
the cannon's mouth. And thou, the Justice, in fair round body with 
good capon lined, with eyes severe and beard of formal cut, full of 
wise saws and modern instances ;—and so he plays his part. The sixth 
age shifts Into the loan arul 8lip)>€red PanUiloon, with spectacles on 
nose and pouch on side; his youtliful ho^e, well saved, a world too 
wide for his shrunk shank ; and las big, manly voice, turning am In 
to childish treble, pipes and whistles in tho sound. xAst scene or all, 
tlmt ends this strange eventful history, is—second childi.’hnoss and 
more oblivion ; sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste,—sans everything 1 


II.—THE EXILED DUKE TO HIS COMPANIONS. 

Now. my co-mates, and brothers in exile, hath not old custom made 
this life more sweet than that of painted pomp ? Are not these wo<^s 
more free from peril than the envious court? Hero feel we but the 
penalty of Adam, the seasons'difference : as, the icy fang and churlish 
chiding of the winter s wind ; which, when it bites and blows upon 
my body, even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say,—this is no 
flattciy; these arc counsellors that fceliiigly persuade me what I am I 

I Swcctaretheuscsof adversity: w!uch,likothe toad, ugly and venomous, 
wears yet a precious jewel in J)is head ; and thisour^life, exempt from 
public haunt, finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
sermons in stones, and good in every thing. I would not change it. 
Happy is content, that can translate the stubbornness of fottone into 

. eo quiet and so sweet a style.-Como, shall wc go and kill us venison ? 

—And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools,—-being native burghers 
of this desert city,—^oula, in thi*ir own confines, wnth fork6d heads, 
have their ronna haunches gored. At this, indeed, the melancholy 
Jaaucs sorely grieves ; and, in that kind, swears 1 do more usurp than 
dotn my brother that hath banish’d me. To*day, my lord of Amiens 
and myself did steal behind him, as lie lav along under an oak, whoso 
antique root peeps out upon the brook tnat brawls along this wood ; 
to the which place a poor sequester'd stag, that fmm the niinter’s aim 
had ta*eu a hurt, did come to languish ; and, indeed, my lord, the 
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wretcbed animal hear’d forth sucii proans that thair discaar^’e did 
stretch his kath- rn coat alcno^t to biirslmp ; and the bip ronno '. .ar i 
course.! one another down bis inn<rf.-nt uttec in uiieous cluiic : au-i 
thus the hairy fool, much marked of the melancholy Jaques stood on 
the extreraest verpc of the sa ift brook, a i ’m'-ntinj; it \wth U.\ars. 
Jarjues, of cour>c, did promptly tuomlji. lUsspecUcle mtoa taou^l 
bitiup similes. First, for hi* wcepmp in tno ueedhiss stream : I oor 
dcor” yuulh he, “thou makVt .a h st.amcnt a# worldings do. givinp 
thy sum of more to that which h-jd teo much.J Then, being alone, 
IJt and abandon'd of lus vclv-1 fwcnJs : “ i.-< ri^dit. quoth he ; 
*• thus-mkerv' doth part the dux of Coiui«aay." Anon, a tireless herd, 
fuU of the pa^turo-.-Jamps along by lam and never ‘‘-If' 

“• Av " quoth Jatiucs, “ sweep on. yuu fat and gri.'a.->\ cAu. O'*. 
thefashlon : wherefore do you look upon that p.ior ..nd broken hinknipt 
tfn.re's-wrhus mo.st Lnvcctively he pieroeth through the bcxlj of the 
counirv, city,court, vea, and of this our life : swo.intig, that 
mere ilsuri^rs. tyrauU, and what's worse, to 

to kill Ihctn up in their assign'd and native uv.eliinj. i»l.ice. And c 
did leave him iii this contempUliou, weeping, and conimeuling upon 
the eobbiug d<.'t‘r. 


I1L_^AQUES on the fool, TOrCHSTONE. 

A vnrii a fool !_I met a fool i' the forest, a motley bx.1 >—a miserable 

world '—As I do live by food. I met a fool ; who laid hiiii down and 

S'd himin the sun.^od rail'd on lady Fortune in good ^ 

<Toodfi<-t tirnis._andyetamotley fool. ■' Gooi.»morroiv, f^l, quoth 

? “ No sir ’^quoth he : “ call me not fool, till heaven hath sent me 
i. iNO, bir, H . l.ia rss'sV.* • Alifi looklULf on It 


thus moral on the time, my lungs b,.».i,i to 

-VoX^lSi'mi*ie rit 1/my ’only V‘‘Ih' ? 

weed vour better iudgmonU of all opinion that grows rank in th- rii, 
wii r ui^t have liberty w LU.al. as largo a charUir p tlic 

windtlo blow on whom I please ; for so fooU lutve. jj* “J 

moUey ; give mo leave to s,>eak my mind, and I will am 

through cleanse Uie foul l-^y of the infected world, if they wUI 
patiently receive my medicine. 

IY^XOUCESTONE on QUABIIELLTNG. 
purgation. ® Jj^,?d sm^lh with mlrie cnemv ; I liavo undoDO 

roni^“.S'iiS wo^jjo. cut i"»- 

^o^^eS'eut hu cut it tu pica,. hiu..cll= thi. 
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called the “ qtiip modest.'’ If again, it wa<i not well cat. he di^able>l 
my judgment: this called the “reply chtirlish.** If again, it 
not well cut. ho would answer, I spake not true : thi^i is called 
“ reproof valiant/* If again, it v»a 5 not well cut, he would say, I He : 
this is CitUed the “countercheck quarreUotae and so to the “lie 
circumstantial/’ and the “lie direct/^ I durst go no further than the 
“ lie circumstantial/* nor he durst not give ms the lie direct 5 ” and 
so \vi' in**asur* *l swords, and pa^'t'd.—(> sir, we quarrel, in print, by 
the hook, :is you have books for good manners. I v/ill Dominato In 
or<l»T now the degrees of the lie. Th* first, the “retort courteous 
the second, the “quip mcxlcst /’ the third, the “ reply churlish the 
fourth, the “reproof valiant/' the fifth, the “ couuterch»‘ck quarrob 
some /* tho sixth, the *• lie with circumstance the sevouth, the Uc 
direct.'’ All these \ ou mav avoi<l,hat tho “ lie direct/’ aud you may 
avoid that too, with an “ I knew when seven justices could not 
take un a quarrel; but when tho parties were met tUems«» 1 vo 5 , one of 
them t\ioug]it but of aD*‘if/’a 5 , “If vou aaid so, then I saiil soT — 
“ Oh ! ...did you so? ” ami they shook *liands, and were sworn brothers. 
Your “ if *’ is Uie only peace-makor ; much virtue in if/’ 


FROM ‘^THR MERCHANT OF VENICE.^’ 

V.—PORTIA S DESCIUPTIOX OF UER SUITORS. 

I Winn describe niv priuc.dv suitors : and, according to iny descrip¬ 
tion, level at iny aftcction. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. Ay, 
that's a colt inilecd, for he doth nothing but talk of his horse ; and he 
makes it a great approoriation to his good parts, that ho can shoo 
him himself; I am much afraid his father must have been a smith. 
Tlien. there is the County Palatine. He doth notliing but frown ; 
AS wno should say, An if yon will not have me, choose : he hears 
merry tales, and smiles not: I fear ho will prove tho weeping philol 
sopher when he grows old, being so full of unmannerly saaness in hiA 
youth. I had rather be married to a death's head with a bone in hi* 
mouth, than to either of these. Then there is the Freoch lord, Monsieur 
Lc Bon. Uo was born human.—therefore let him pass for a mac^ 
As to Faulconbridge, the young baro \ of England, I say nothing to 
him ; for be understands not me, nor I him ; bo hath neither Litiii, 
French, nor IttiUao. Ho is a proper man's picture; but alas I who ca'it 
converse with a dumb show? How oddly he is suited ! I think, he 
bought his doublet iu Italy, hU round hose in Prance, his bonnet in 
Germany, and hid behaviour everywhere. Tho Scottbh lord, his 
neighbour, hath a neighbourly charity in him ; for he borrowed a box 
of tho car of the Englishman, and swore he would pay him again, when 
he was able; I think the Frenchman became his surety, and denied under 
for another. Then tho younc German, tho duke of ^xony's nephew. 
—I like him very vilely in the morning, w'hen he is sober; and most 
vilely in tlic afternoon, when he is drunk ; when he is best, he is Htt^ 
worse than a man ; and when he is worst, he is little better than^l 
beast; if tho worst fall that ever fell, I hope I shall make shift to ^ 
Muthout him* I will do anythiog, Nerissa, ero I will bo lurried to a 
sponge. There is not one among this parcel of wooers, ^crissa, but 
1 dote on his very absence, and I pray Heaven grant them a fair 
departure. 


VL—LORENZO ON THE INFLUENCE OF KUSIO. 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank ! Here will we sit^ and 
lot the sounds of music creep m our cars; soft stillness, and the night, 
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Iwcome th? toacho^i of sweet hanuotiy. S;t, Jv^sici: looV, how the 
floor of heavt-a is tbick ialaid wuh j-oMaei of br.;;ht pohl; th'-re's not 
tbe smallest orl> wbicii thou b- liold'st, but it; h s motion like an am:'-! 
feing.', still qturinjj to th" young-eyM cherubim: such harmony is in 
immortal souls; but. whilst tlu» tnuddy vesture of decay doth pi-04<iy 
close it in, wo c.aunot hear it. W- are never merry when we he irf 
ewcet music. The reason is, onr spirits are attentive ; for do but r:o'.-l 
a wild and wanton hanl. or rue - of youthful and unJ.aucl'. >1 erdt's,' 
fetching mad bound-, bellowing, and neiL'liitig loiul. whieh is the hot 
condition of their blood ; if tbe^ but he ir perchance a truiiipct sauiiJ, 
or any air of music touch their ears, you shall pem.ive theia make a 
mutual stand, their savage eyes turn'n to a modest gaz-'. by the sweet 
power of music : therefor:, the {>oct did feign th.tt Orplieus dri v^ 
troCi!, stonc-s, and floods; since n<’Ught so stockisli, h.ard, an'i full of 
rage, but muaic for the time doth change its n.ature. Tiic man that hath 
no music in himself, nor U not mov'd with concord of svv«-et sound-s. i.s 
lit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils; the luotion- of hi- .-|>irit aie 
dull as night, and his all.clious dark a- Ki.hus: let no such man 
b.“ trusted ! 


FROM “ROMEO AND JULIET.’ 

YII.—QUliEX MAB. 

O. THUS, I sec. Queen Mah h.ath been with %ou. 
t-lic is the fairies' midwife; and she comes 
In sliapc no bigger than an agate stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman. 

Drawn with a team of little atoiuica 
Athwart meii'H uo»'.« as th<y lie asleep: 

Her w-agoa--pnkc'8 made of long apimu rs' legs ; 

The cover, of th- wings of granahopp rs; 
nie traces, of the Biiiallest spi'ler's web : 

The collars, of ihe moonshines watery l>cnns ; 

Her whip, of cricket's bone . the lash, of film : 

Her wagoner, a small grey*co.ate<l gnat, 

Not half so big ns a round little worm 
Pricki-J from the liry finger of a maid : 

Her chariot is .an emply hazel-nut. 

Made by the joiner Squirrel, or old Grub, 

Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers. 

And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers’ brains, and then they dream of love : 
On courliers’ koeea, that dream on courl'»i-s sliaighl; 
O'er lawyers’ fingcra, who straight dream on fees ; 

O’er ladies’ lips, who straight on kUscs dream. 
Sometimes she gallops o'er n courtier's nose, 

And ^eu dreams be of suieliiog out a suit; 

And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig’s tail, 
Tickling a parson as b'' lies aslctyi— 

Then dreams he of another benefice : 

Soraelimcs she driveth o’er a soldier’s neck, 

And then dreams ho of cutting foreign throats, 

Of breaches, ambnsendoes, Spanish blades, 

Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon 
Dnims in hU ear : at which he starts, and wakes ; 
And, being Urns frighted, awea.-e a prayer or two. 

And sleeps again. 
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VIII.—ROMEO ON SEEING JULIET. 

He jc?t 3 at scar3 that ncvci* ^•.U a %vour.‘h—I'ut, soft! what light 
through yonder winduw breaks ! It tho ca<t, and Juliet 13 tho »uu ! 

_AriFe, fair sun, and kiU the cnvicuA moou, wlio is already sick and 

pale with grkf, that thou, her maid, art far more fair tluaji she. lx? 
uot her maid, since she i® envious ; licr t.d liverv but sick anil 
inc^xit and none hut fools do wear it ; c.t>t it off.—It is my lady ! O, 
it is my love 1 O that she knew she re !—She speaks, yet slie says 
nothing; what of Uiat? Her eve discourses! I will answer itl—I 
am too bold, ’tis not to me she K|>eaks : two of the fairest stare m all 
the heaven, having some business, do entreat her eyes to twinkle 1 ^ 
their spheres till they return. What if her eyes were there, they 
in her head?—the bnghtije<4of her cheek would shame iho'^e stars, 
as dayUght doth a lamp; her eye in heaven would through the airy 
region btveam so bright, that birds would sing, and think it were not 
night. See, how she leans her oiicck her hand ! O that I v/ere 

a glove uj)on that han<h that I migl;t touch that cheek !—She speaks : 
—O speak again, bright aiigel! for thou art as glorious to this night, 
being o'er my head, as Is a wuigo.1 me'^sougor of heaven unto tko 
whitc-uptumeil woudering eyes of 1110 . tuls that fall back to g.tze on 
him, when he bestrides the laj^y^pacing clouds, aud sails upon the 
bosom of the air. 


FROM ‘^KING JOHN.” 

IX.—CONSTANCE ON AN IGNOBLE PEACE. 

A wiCKBD day, and not a holyday !—What hath this day rlcserved, 
what luith it done, that it in golden hitters should be set among the 
high tides, in the k;vlondar ? Nay, ratlicr turn tliLs day out of the week ; 
this day of shame, oppression, perjury. But on this day, let bcamcn 
fear no wreck ; uo bargains break, that are not this day id'mIo : this day. 
all tilings begun come to ill cud; yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood 
change 1 You have beguiled me with ncounterfeit, resembling uiajesty ; 
wiiicb, being touchM and tried, proves valueless; you are forsworn, for- 
Bworu ; you came in arms to spdl mineoneiny's blood, but now in arms 
you strengthen it with yours. The grappling vigour and rough frown 
of war is cold in amity and painted peace,amd our oppressiou hath made 
up this league : arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjured kings ! 
a widow cries; bo husband to me, heavens I Let not the hours of this 
ungodly day wear out the day in peace; but, ere sunset, set armixt 
discord 'twixt these perjur'd kiugc^! War I war ! no peace I peace is to 
me a war. O Ly moges ! O Austria I thou dost shame that bloody spoil; 
thou slave, thou wretch, thou coward: thou little valiant, great in 
villany! thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! thou Fortuue^s cham¬ 
pion, that dost never tight but when her humorous ladyship is by to 
teach thee safety 1 thou art perjur’d too, and sootU'st up greatness. “What 
a fool art thou 1 A ramping fool; to brag, and stamp, and swear, upon 
my party! Thou cold-blo^ed slave, hast thou not spoke like thunder 
on my side ? being sworn my soldier ? bidding me depend upon thy 
stare, thy fortune, and thy strength ? And dost thou now fall over to 
my foes ? 'Tliou wear a lion’s hide ! doif it for shame, and hang a calfs- 
skin on those recreant limbs. 


X.—KING JOHN INSTIGATING HUBERT. 

Conchithc . Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, wo owe thee much; within 
fhtu wall of there is a soul counts thee her creditor, and with ad« 
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Tantage means to pay tby love: anti, my good frk-nd, thy volunuiry 0.1 th 
lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. Give me tby hand. I b.adatbkn^ 
to say,—but I will fit it with some better time. By heaven, Hubert, 1 
am almost ashametUo say what good respect 1 have of thee. Thou ha^t 
no cause to tliauk me, Hul«;rt, yet; but thou sh.dt h.tve ; and cw-p 
time ne’er so slow, yet it shill come for mo to do iheo good. I liad a thing 
to say,—but let it go: the sun is in Uic hc.avcn, aud the proud dav. 
attended with the pleasures of the world, U all too wanton, aud too full 
of gawds, to give me audience :—»f the midnight bell dUl. with hi.< iron 
tongue and brazen mouth sound “ One '* unto the drow-'y nic*.’ 01 night; 
if this same were a church-yard where we sUnd, and the u possessed 
with a thousand wrongs ; or if Uiat surly spirit, mel.\nclioly, had b.ikcd 
thy blood, and imide it hc.ivy, thick ; (w nicii, i 1 m-\ runs tickling up and 
down the veins, making that idiot, Liughtcr, keep mens eyes, and 
strain theirclieek.s to idle merriment, a y>aK-»Mun haU-ful to my purposes;) 
or if tliat thou couldst r>-c me without eyes, he.ir me without thine 
earte and make reply withouta tongue, u-siiig conc«-it alone, withouteyes, 
ears, and harmfid sound of words; then, in despite of bro.id-oy.d 
watchful day, I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts ; but .ih. 1 
will notyet I love th.^i well; ami by mv troth, I ll»'Uk lov .st 
mewell. Do not I know, thou dost ? Ooo-lllubert—Huliert Uum-rt 
tlirow thine eye on yon young boy ; I’ll tell the'' what, my fo' 'id. 
very serpent in my way ; aiid,wheresooer this foot of mine doth tn-.td, 
lie lies before me: dost Uiou understand uio? Tliou art hia kcci^r. 
Death !—A crave I—Enough. I could be merry now : Hubert, I lovo 
thee ; well, I'll not say wliat I intend for thee : Kemernbcr . 

XL—PllINCB ARTHUR TO HUBERT, 

Good morrow, Hubert I youaro8a.lto-d.ay. Metbinks. noYiody iliould 
be sad but II yet I rememher, when I was in i mnw, 
would be M sad as night, only for waotooncM. By my chrisUndoim 
«o I were out of nrLsom and kept sheep. I should be as merry as tho day 
is long ; and so i wou/d be hero, bat that I doubt my ““^le praci ses 
more harm to me : he U afraid of me, .ind I of hno. Is it in> that 

I am Geoffrey's son ? No, indeed, iVt not: and I «ouW to H^. I 

weie youreon, 80 you would love me, Hubert. i 

YOU liik pale to^y : io soolh, I would you were a little sick, that 1 
Jiigiirsit^all to^t^and watch with you: I warrant, I love you more 

* Oh, mc“this'^a^ Gentle Hubert I What ? must you with botiror^ 
bum out both mine cye.s ? Have you the heart ? Wicn your 
bnt ache, 1 knit my hau.Ikcrchief .about your brows, (the I had, 
a princess wronght it mo,) and I did never ask it you again: .and with 
my iSiDd at midnight lieUf your head ; and like tlic w.itchful mmotos 
to the hour, still and anon cheer’d up tho heavy time : saying, Wh^ 

lack you ? and Where lit* your grief ? or What g^ JuT^nf/no^erlTa™ 
for you ? Many a poor man's son would have lam still, and nc cr ^ 

iiDoko a lovinff word to you ; but you at your aick flcr jioo had aprmcc- 
jFay, you may think my love was crafty love, and call it cunning ; do 
AO ft von will' if Heaven bo pleasetl tbat you must use mo ill, why, 
toea ?oSmit.-Wm you pufout mine eyi ? '^ese eyes, that never 

did, Jor never sliall, so much as frown on you bS In 

it? and with hot irons mmstyou bum them out ? ^h, none, bat jn 

tills iron age, would do it I tho iron of itself, ‘iJP 

proachin^wr these eyes, would drink my tears, and 
indicnat&D, even in tlm “'‘‘tor of mine moocont^ Am you ^ 
atub^ro -hard than hAmmer’d iron ? Oh, if an angel should have como 
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to mo. '.ni ^old me. Hubort should put out mine eyes, I would not h.iTe 

I>e1ieve<l notonjTiiebut Hilbert's.- 

O me. Hubert, s-ave me I my eves are out. eren with the herce 

looks of bloo<ly men-For heaven’s sake. Hubert, let me not 

Ik iKumil ' Nav. he.ar me, Hubert! drive these men aw.av, and 1 wiM 
sit .as rtuirt a< .a l.ainti; T will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word,nor 
look upon tlie iron auprily: thrust hut these men away, and 111 forgive 
you whatever torment you do put me to.—Now, they are gone. Is 
there no remedy ? O heaven !—that there were but a mote in yours, a 
grain,.n du.»t,agnat. a wandering hair, any annoyance in that precious 
seii.se ( then, feeling what small things arc boisterous there, your vile 
intent miwt nee<ls seem horrible. 0 Hubert, do you bid me hold my 
tongue ? Ala.s. the utterance of a brace of tongues must nced.s want 
pleading for a pair of evc.s : let me not hold my tongue ; let me not. 
Hubert I Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, so I may keep 
uiiQ^ eyes ; O. fipcir<'mine oyo^ ; though to no but still to look on 

you I_ X*Of by try troth, the instrument is coW, and would not harm 

mo. If yon rcvirc it, you will make it blush, and glow with shame of 

your proceedings, Hubert..••O, now you look like Hubert 1 all this 

while you were din guided. O Heaven 1—I thank you, Hubert. 


FROM ^‘KING RICHARD THE SECOND/* 

XII.—THE BISHOP OF CARLISLE IN DEFENCE OF 

THE KINO. 

WottST in this royal presence may I speak, yet best beseeming mo to 
spe »k the truth. * I would that any in this noble presence were enough 
noble to be upright judge of noble Richard ; then tnie nobleness 
would teach him forbuanioco from so foul a wrong. What snbject 
can give sentence on a king 7 And who sits here that is not Richard's 
subject? Thieves are not judged but they arc by to hear, although 
apparent guilt be seen in them: and shall the figure of Heaven's 
Majesty, his captain, steward, deputy elect, anointed, crowned, planted 
tnanv years, he judged by subject and inferior breath, and ho uimsclf 
not present ? O. fo^id it heaven, that, in a ChrisUan climate, souls 
rehned should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed I I speak to 
subjects, and a snbiect speaks, stirred up by Heaven, thus boldly for 
his king. My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king, is a foul 
traitor to proud Hereford's king : and if you crown him, let me prophesy 
—the blood of English shall manure the ground, and future ages groan 
for this foul act: peace shall go sleep with Turks and infideU, and, 
in this scat of peace, tumultuous wars shall kin with kin and kind with 
kind confound ; disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny, shall here inhabit, 
and this land be called the held of Golgotha ana dead men's sknlls, 
O I if you rear this bouse against this house, it will the wofulcst 
division prove that ever fell upon this cursisd earth I Prevent,—resist 
—let it not be so,—lest children's children cry against you—woe 1 


FROM KINO RICHARD IH.” 

XIII.—GLO'STER MEDITATING CLARENCE'S DEATH. 

Now is the winter of our discontent made glorious summer by the sun 
of York ; and all the clouds that lower'd upon our housO| in the deep 
bosom of the ocean buried. Now arc our brows bound with victorious 
wreaths ; our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; our stem alarums 
chang^ to meiry meetings; our dreadful marches to delightful 
measures. Grim-risaged war hath smooth'd his wrinkled front; and 
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now,—instead of mounting barbed steed*, tofri}.'ht the souls of learfiii 
adTcrsaries,—he cai>er« nimbly in a lady's cb.iinb-;r. to the hisriviou- 
pleasing of a lute. But I. tli.it am not shaj.»ed for sportive trick'., no' 
made to court an amoroiw looking-trlass,—I that am rudvJv st.imp'.i. 

and want love's majesty, to strut before a uantou ambling'nymph,_ 

I that am curt^nl'd of man's f.iir proportion, cheated of f.-iturc bv 
disseinbliug Nature, deform’d, uuriuiHlicd, sent l>efore my time into 
this breiithing world, scarce half made up, and that so l.imoiv and 
unfashionable, that dogs bark at me,a« I bait by theta : why I. in this 
we.ak piping time of pe.ac»N have no delight to piss awav the time, 
imle-‘s to spy my shadow in liie sun, and d«c.ant on mineow n deformity. 
And therefore, since I c-inno' prove a lover, to eut-Ttiiin tiu-se fair 
well-Sfioken days, I am deternnneti to prove -a vdlaiu, and hate th- 
i.llc plea.surcs of these days. Plots b ivc I laid, inductions dangerous, 
by dnit.keo prophecies, lilxds. -ind dri-.iins, to >et uiv brother Clareuc- 
and the king in deadly hate the one again«t the o‘lli<-r: an<l. if king 
Kilward lie ns true and ju.-t, as I am subtle. fal«e. and tr«-nrlierotiii. thU 
day (‘honid Clarence cdo«c1y b.* meiv d uj> ; aliont a j>roidKW. tha*. 
s.ays—that G of Edward's heirs the rmmlcrer shalM*e. The king is 
sickly, we:ik, ,aud melancholy, and his physicians fear him mightily 
He cinnot live, I hop- ; and must not die’ till Getirge be pack'd with 
IKKthorse up to heaven. I'll in. to urge his hatred moic to Chirenc*'. 
with lies well steed'd with weighty arguments; and, if I fail not in 
iny deep intent, Oan-nce liath not*.mother day to live; wdiich done 
Heaven mke king Rlward to hi.s mercy, and leave the world for me 
to biutlc ill 1 for then I’ll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter, ^^^lat 
though I kill’d her husb.at»d and her father'/ the readiest way to make 
the wench amends, is to become her husband, and her f.athcr: the 
which will I ; not all bo much for love, as for another secret clo.so 
inbmt, by marrying licr, wrhich I must reach unto. But y< t I run 
before my horse to market : Clarence still breathes,—Rlward still livus 
and reigns ; when they arc gone, then must I count my gains. 


XIV.—GLO’STER ON HIS AMBITIOUS PBOJECTS. 

Tni; Ladv Grey U Edwanl’s chosen queen !—Woiihl ho were wasted, 
mairow, bones, and all, that from lus loins no hopeful branch may 
spring, to cross me from the golden time I look for ! And yet. between 
my (TOul's desire and me, is Clarence, Henry, and his sou voung Eilward, 
and all the unlook’d»for Usoe of their bodie.s, to Lake ibeir rooms ere 
I can olaco myself: a cold premeditation for my purpose! Why, then 
I do but dream on sovereignty 1 like one that stands upon a pro¬ 
montory, and spies .a far-off slioro where he would tre-.id, wishiug his 
foot were equal with his eye ; and chides the sea that sundcra him 
from thence, saying-r-lioll hide it dry to h.ave his way: so do I wi.sh 
the crown, being so far off : and so I chide the means that keep me 
from it I and so I say I’ll cut the causes off—fl.atlering mo with im¬ 
possibilities 1—My eve’s too quick, ray heart o’erweens too much, unless 
my hand and strength could equal them. Well, nay there is no kingdom 
then for Richard; wliat other pleasure c.an the world afford? I’Jl 
‘*®ck o»r body in g.ay ornaments, and witch swed 1,idles with my word« 
and looks. O mLserablc thought 1 and more unlikely than to accomplish 
twenty golden crowns I Why, love foraworc roc in my mother's wotnb : 
fmiL for I should not deal in her soft laws, shedul corrupt frail Nature 
^th a bribe, to shrink mine arm up like a withered shrub ; to make 
pn cnTions nsountaio on mr back, where sits deformity to mock my 
body; to shape my log.* of an nncqiial size; to disproportion me in 
eTciy* part: and om I then a man to be belor'd ? O monstrous fault 
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to harbour such a thought 1 Tbeo, since this earth affords no )oy to 
ine> but to command, to check, to o'erbear such as are of better person 
than myself, I'll make my heaven—to dream upon the crown ; and, 
whiles I live, account this world but loss.-until my misshaped trunk 
that bears this head, be round impaled with a glorious crown 1 And 
yet I know not how to get the crown, for many lives stand between 
me and home. Oh, from this torment 1 will tree myself, or hew my 
way out with a bloiDdy axe... -Why, I can smile, and murder while I 
smile : and erv content," to that which grieves my heart; .and wet 
my cheeks with artificial U'.ars, and frame my face to all occasions. 
Can I do this, and c.annot get a crowu ? Tut t were it further off, I’U 
plock it dowD» 


XV,—CLARENCE'S DREAM, 

Oh, I have passed a miserable nighty so full of ugly eighth, of ghastly 
dreams, that, as I am a Christian faithful man, I would not ‘^pemi 
another such a night, though ’twerc to buy a world of happy days; 
so full of dismal terror was the time* Kletliought tbatl ha<l broken from 
thoTower, and was embarked to cross to Burgundy,—and in my com* 
pany my brother Glo’stCT; who from my cabin tempted me to walk upon 
the hatches. Thence we lookid toward England, and cited uoa thousand 
heavy tin^gs during the wars of York and Lancaster, tnat h.ad bc« 
fallen us. As wo paced along upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
methougbt that ulo'ster stumbled, and, in lalUngj struck me (that 
sought to stay him) overboard, into the tumbling billows of the main. 
Ob, Heaven I methougbt what pain it was to drown ! What dreadful 
noise of waters in mine ears ! what sights of ugly Death within mine 
eyes 1 I Uioueht I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; a thousand men that 
fishes gnawed upon ; wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearly 
inestimable stones, unvalued jewels: some lay In dead men’s skulls ; 
and in those holes whore eyes did once iultanit, there were crept, as 
’twere in scorn of eyes, reflecting gems, that wooed the slimy bottom 
of the deep, and mocked the dead bones that lay scattered by. And 
often did 1 strive to yield the ghost; but still the envious flood kept 
in my soul, and W'ould not let it forth to find tho empty, vash and 
wandering air ; but smothered it within my panting bulk, which almost 
burst to l^lch it in the sea* Yet 'waked 1 not with this sore agony— 
Ah no; my dream was lengthened after life: O then began the 
tempest of my soul t I passed, methougbt, the melancholy flood, with 
that grim ferryman whom poets write of, unto the kingdom of perpetual 
night. The nrst that there did greet my etmngcr*soul, was my great 
father-indaw, renown^ Warwick, who ci-ied aloud*—“ What scourge 
for perjury can this dark monarchy afford false Clarcnoe ? and so he 
vanish^. Then came wandering by a shadow likean a^el, with bright 

hair dabbled in blo<^; and he shneked ont aloud,-Clarence is come, 

false, fleeting, perjured Clarence, that stabbed me In tho field by 
Tewkesbury : seise on him, furies, take him to your torments I 
With that, methougbt, a legion of foul fiends env&oned me. and howlM 
in mine cars such hideous cries, that, with the very noise* I, trembling, 
waked ; and for a season after could not believe but that 1 was in he)l: 
such terrible impression made my dream! 


XVI.—RICHMOND ENCOURAGING HIS SOLDIERS* 

Thus far into the bo\vels of the Ixind 
Have we marched on without impediment. 

Richard, the bloody and devouring boar, 

Whose ravenoL^s appetite has gpoued your fields, 
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Laid this rich country waet^, and rudely cropped 
Its ri]>cQed hopes of fair posterity, 

Is now even in the centre of the t-le. 

Thrice is he arm*t<i who hath his quarrel just ; 

And be but naked. thou(»h locked up in steel. 

Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted: 

The very weight of Kich^trd's guilt shall crush him— 
Then, let us on, my friends, acid boldly face liiin ! 

In peace, there's nothing so b-.-comes a man 
A.s mild i>ehaTiour and humanity ; 

Itut^whoD the blxst of war blows in our cars. 

Let us be tigers iu our herce deportment ! 

Kor me, the ransom of my bold attempt 
Sliali be—this body on the ca?lh*s cold face ^ 

Hut if we thrive, the glory of the action 
The meanest soldier here share his part of. 

Advance your htandard-*, draw your willing swords, 
Sound drums and irumiH‘t«, boldly and che«Tfully ; 
The words—“St. George, Uichirond, and Victory !" 


FROM “ KING HENRY THE FOURTH.^^_ 

XVII.—HEXUY IV. ON SLEEP. 

How man^’ thou&ands of my poorest subjects areut this hour asK^ep !— 
O gentle Sleep I Nature's soft nurse ! how have I frighted thoc, that 
thou Domoro wilt weigh m v cyedids down, and sleep my senses in for* 
get fulness ? Why rather, Sleep, liebt Uicii in smoky crib.s, upon uueasv 
jalleU stretching thee, and tiushed with ba^zlug iiight-tlies to thy 
hlumber ; than in the perfumed rliatubers of tin* griuit, under thecanopKS 
of costly state, and lulled with sounds of sweetest melody? O thou 
dull god t why licst thou with the vile in loathsome beds, and kav'st 
the kmgly couch a watcli-case to a common 'lariiio^bell 7 Wilt thou 
upon the high and giddy mast, seal up the ?-hip-boy's ores, and rock 
hw brains in cradle of the rude imp.*rioiis surcc ; aud, in the vi.'iitation 
of the winds, which Ciko the ruffian billows by the top, curling their 
moiibtrons he-ads, .and hauginc them with deafening clamours in the 
elipix-ry ehrouds, Uiat, with the hurly, Doith iUelf awakes canst 
thou, O partial Sleep I give thy repose* to the wet sea-boy in an hour 
so rude, and, in the calmest and the stillest night, with all appliances 
and means to boot, deny it to a king? Then happy, low-lienlown t 
uneasy lies tlic bea<! that wears a crowm 

■ ■ ^ 

XVIIL—THE LORD CHIEF JUSTICE TO KING HENRY V, 

I AM assured, if 1 bo measarod rightly, your majesty hath no just cause 
to hate me. In the indignities 1 laid upon you, 1 then did use the 
person of your father ; the imago of his power lay then in me : and in 
the adminlstrmlion of liis law, woUe I was busy for tbs commonwralth, 
your highness plcasM to forget my place, the majesty and power of 
law and justice, the imago of the King whom 1 prosentod, and struck 
mo in tny very seat of judgment: whercom as an offender to your 
father, 1 gave l>old way to my authority, and dio commit you. If thedoed 
were ill,^ you contented, wearing now the garland, to have a son set 
your decrees at nought ; to pluck do wo justice from your awful bench ; 
to trip the course of law, and blunt the sword that guards the peace 
and safety of your person ; nay, more ; to spnrn at your most royal 
image, and mock yonr workings In a senond body : question your 
royiu thoughts, make the case yours; be now the father, and propose 



406 


SrEBCIirS A.KD SOLILOQUIES 


n -c.r. • h(-Ar voui' own (iit:uitv >^o nnicli profancJ, see your mod .ireadfal 
'aw« voloo^'h sli{:lit-d. behold vourself so by;» son disdametl; and then 
:ina>:.iie i. e taking: vour part, and. m your power, soft silencing your 
hjti Aft r thi'i C'Atl co i>ul‘/rauc4.v ^eiUoncv* uie ; ana, as you arc a 
king. si>e.tk in y.airst.ite w hat I have done ih.nt misbecame my pl.uie, 
my jKr;soii, or uiy iit^'cs sovereignty. 


FROM “KING HENRY THE FIFTH.” 

XIX.-HENIIY V. AT THE SIEGE OF HARFLEUR. 

Os'CE more unto the br-MCli.di-ar friends, once more : or close the wall 
up with our Engli-h dead ! In p ace. th- re’« nothing so becomea .a 
man as luinlot stillness and humility: but when the bl.ast of war 
blows in our e.irs, ilieri imitate the action of the tiger ; stiffen the 
su>e', v siimnion uj> tlic bloeil, di^i'iuv* f;iir nature with liard»iiiTOure(i 
; then, loud tho eye u terrible aspect ; let it j^y throuph the 
nyrtrv^'O of the head, like the brus.^ crvniion ; let the brow o'evwhclin 
It—as (c irfnlly as doth a pulKd v<x*k o*erhang and jutty his confounded 
li swilKni with the wild and wasteful ocean.—Now set tlie teeth, and 
stretch the nostril wide, hold h.ird the breath, and bend up every .spirit 
u) hi.'* full height! Now ou, you nobh*st English, whose blood is fetched 
from fathers of war •proof; fathers, that, like so many Alexanders, have, 
ill these parts, from morn till even fought, and '*healhed their swonU for 
lack of argument I 1 sec you stand like grcYhound^in the slips, stiain- 
ing upon the start. The game’s a-foot; follow your -pirit; and upon 
tills charge, cry, Heaven for Harry, England, and St, George t 


XX.—HENRY V, BEFORE THE BATTLE OP AGINCOURT. 
^YHAT’ftho that wishes men from EnglaudV you. cousin Westmoro* 
land V —No, my fair cousin ; if we are marked to die, wo arc enough 
to do our country loss ; aud if to live, the fewer men the greater share 
of luuiour. I pray thee, cousin, wish not one niau more. By Jove, 

I am not covetous for gold : nor cure 1 who doth feed upon my coat; 
it yearns me not, if men my garments wear; such outward things 
• dwell not iu my desires! But, it it be a sin to covet honour, I am the 
1 most offending soul alive. No ’faith, my coz, wish not a man from 
,1 England : 1 would uot lose so great an honour, as one man more, me- 
thinks, would share from me, for the best hope I have ! O, do uot wish 
one more : rather proclaim it., Westmoreland, throughout my host, that 
he who hath no stomach to this fight may straight depart: his passport 
shall be made, and crowns for convoy put into his purse: we wotild 
not die in that man’s company, that fears his fellowship to die with 
ue. This day is call’d the feast of Crispian : he that outlives this day 
and comes a;ifc home, will stand a tip-toe w*hon this day is named, and 
rouse him at the name of CrUpian : he that shall live toisday, and eco 
old age, will yearly on the vigil feast his friends,and say—To-morrow 
is Saint Crisnmn then will be strip his sleeve, and show his scars, 
and say.—Those wounds I had on Crispin’s day/’ Old men forget; 
yet shall uot all forget, but they’ll remember, with advantages, what 
icats they did that day* Then shall our names, familiar in their mouths 
as household words, Harry the kinir, Bedford, and Exeter, Warwick, and 
Talbot, Salisbury, and Glo’ster, be in their flowing cups freshly re¬ 
member’d : this story shall the good man teach hia son ; and Cmpin 
Crispian shall ne’er go by from this day to the ending of thewovld*bnt 
we in it shall be remembered: we few, we happy few, we band of 
brothers; for he to-day that sheds his blood with mo, shall be my 
brother t be he ne’er so vile, this day shall gentle his condition; and 
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gentlemen in England, no>va*be<l» sh.ill chink thenisoWcs accursed they 
were not hero I and hold their mAnhoods cheap, bile an/ ^f'caks that 
foaght with U3 upon &iint Cnspin'cs day. All thingn arc ready if cur 
mmde be t>o. You know your places : God be with you all \ 


XXL—HENRY V. ON ROYAL CEREMONY. 

Upon the king ! let us our lives, our souU, our dcbCs, our c-ircful wives, 
our cliildrcii, and our sin<, lay on the king?—we must Ix^r all. U 
liard condition ! twiifborn with grcatncA.'^, s;uhjcctcd to the bixutth of 
every fooK whose sco>c no uiorecau fc\l but hi-» own wringing I What 
jnhnitc heartsease uiuaI kings neglect, that phvate men enjoy? AjkI 
wliat have kinp*, that privates have not too, save ceremony, cavo 
general CTTCtuony ? Atia what art thou, thou itlol Ccrcfi>ony f what 
kiial of god art thou, tliat sutlerest more of mortal griefs thao do Ihy 
woreUipers ? What arc thy rents ? what arc thy conungH-iu ? 'O 
Ceremony, show ino but thy »ortb ! What is the soul of adoration ! 
Art thou aught else but place, dcgr^.*c, ami form, creating awe and fear 
in other Oicn ?—wherein thou art K-ss Imppy, being fear’d, than they 
in fearing. What drink’st thou oft, instead of liomage sweet, but 
{>oi>;oned flattery ? O, W sick, great Greatness, and bid thy Ceremony 
give thee cure ! Tluuk’st thou, the fiery fever will go out with titles 
IdowD from adubition ? w'ill it give pLacc to flexure an<l low bending / 
Canst thou, >vhcn thou coDimund’st the beggar's knee, coiuniand the 
health of it ? No, thou proud dream, tliat play^st so subtly with a king s 
rci>o.>c ; I am a king that find thee ; and 1 know His not the balm, the 
sceptre, and the ball, the sw'ord, the mace, the crown imperial, the 
inter*tissued rube of gold and pearl, the farced title running 'fore the 
king, the throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp that beats upon the 
high shore of this world,—no, not all these, thrio.-gorgcous Ceremony, 
notali these, laid lU bed tnajestical, can ► lee p so soundly as the wretched 
Klave, who, with a VkIv filled, and vacant mind, gets him to rt>t, 
cramrn'd with dbtressfuJ bread ; never sctji horrid Night, the child of 
hell ; but, hke a lackey, from the rise to set, sweats in the eye of 
IHicebuf), and all night sleeps in Elysium ; next day, after dawn, doth 
rise an<l help Hyi>orion U> nU horse ; and follows so the ever*ruiining 
year, with profitable labour, to his grave ; and, but for Ceremony, 
such a wretch, winding up daj'S with toil, and nights with sleep, hnij 
the foro^haiid and vantage of a king. The slave, a member of the 
country’s peace, enjoys it; but in gross brain little wobt nhat watch 
tlie king k«^ps to maintain the pjucc, whoso hours the pia^'^nt best 
advantages* 


FROM ^'KINQ HENRY THE SIXTH/’ 

XXII.—HENRY VI. ON THE ANXIETIES OF ROYALTY* 

TMtd battle fares like to the morning’s war, 

dying clouds contend with growing light; 

Wliat time the shepherd, blowing of his nails, 
neither call it perfect day or niglit* 

Now sways it this way, like a mighiv sca^ 

Forced by the tide to combat with the wind : 

Now sways it tliat way, like the selfsame sea. 

Forced to rctlro by fury of the wind* 

Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind : 

Now, one the better ; then, another beet; 

Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast* 
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Tet neither conqueror^ nor conquered : 

So is the equal poise of the fell war. 

Here on this molehill will I sit me down.— 

To whom God will, there be the Tictory ! 

For Margaret, my queen, and Clifford too, 

Have chid me from the battle ; swearing botli, 

^hey prosper best of all when I am thence. 

AVould I were dead I if God's good will were so 
tfor what is in this world, but grief and woe? 

'p God! methinks, it were a happy life, 

To be no better than a homely swain ; 

To sit u}>OD a hill, as I do now ; 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point 
Thereby to see the minutes how they run; 

How many make tho hour full complete, 

How many houi'S bring about the day, 

How many days will finish up the year, 

Uow many years a mortal man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the times: 

So many hours must I tend my flock ; 

So many liours must 1 take my rest; 

So many hours must I contemplate ; 

So many hours must 1 sport myself ; 

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years, 
Pass’d over to the eml they wore created, 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

Ah I what a life were this I how sweet I bow lovely I 
Gives not the hawthorn •bush a sweeter sliade 
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep, 

Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy 
To kings, that fear their subjects' treachery ? 

O yes, it doth t a thousand*fold it doth. 

And to conclude^—the shepherd's homely curds. 

His cold thin dnnk out of his leather bottle, 

Uia wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade,— 

All which secure aud sweetly he enjoj's,— 

Is far beyond a prince's delicatcs ; 

His viands sparkling in a golden cup, 

His body couched in a curious bod, 

When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him. 


FROM “KING HENRY THE EIGHTH.” 

XXIII.—DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM BEFORE HIS 

EXECUTION. 

Am. good people, you that thus far hare come to pity me, hear what I 
have to say, and then go homo, and lose mo. I have this day received 
a traitor’sjud^cnt.and by that name must die; yot, Heaven bear wit¬ 
ness, and if I have a conscicnoc, let it sink me, even ns tho axe falls, if 
1 be not faithful t The la w 1 bear no malico for my death,—it has done 
upon the premisses, but justice : but those that sought it, I could wisli 
more Christians: be what they will, I heartily forgive them : yet let 
them look they glory not in misdiief, nor build thoir evils on tho graves 
of great men; for thon my guiltless blood must cry against them 
For further life in this world I ne’er hope, nor will I 8ue,Blthoughtho 
king have mercies more than I dare make faults. You few tliat loved 
mo, and dare bo bold to weep for BackinghaaXi'-'his aoble friends 
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and feUow?, \rhom to leave is only bitter to him, only dyin^?.—po ^vitb 
me, like good angels my end ; and, ae the long divorce of steel falls 
on me. make of your prayrrs one sweet sacrihee, and lift my soul to 
h*.*avcn.—Commend me to hx< praco : and, if he Fjtcak of Biickiopham, 
pray, tell him, you met him half in heaven : my vows and prayrrs yet 
are the king's: and. tdl luy soul forsake me, shall cry for blesiings on 
liim: may he live lonp r than 1 have time to tell liis years 1 J5ver 
helov’d. and loving, niay hi* rule be ; and, when ohi time shall K-ad him 
to hi-end, poodnen.^ and he dll up one a)Ooatneut! All good peoples pray 
for m-j I I must now forsake y*ni : the lu^t hour of my long weary life is 
come upon me. Farewell ! And uheii vou would s <y something that is 
s.id, speak how I fell I have don^*. Lead on t Farewell I 


XXIV.—QUEEN CATHEItlXi: TO HENRY VUI, AND 

CARDINAL WOU^EY. 

Silt. I desire you do mo right and justice : and to your p*ty 

on : for I am a mojt poor ^\orn.Ln. and a straupor, born out of your 
dominious; luivmg here nojud^e indilf* rent, nor uo more as.^uraDce 
of crjiL'il friendship and prove ogling. AI»b, sir, in wlial h:ivc I otfei)d*il 
joij? what cauKe iuith my beliav'iour pi von to your displeasure, that 
thus you should proc.^l U> put me otF. ,and take your goo<l grace from 
mo? Heaven Mitnc'v*, I have Ikcd to you a true and humble wife, 
at all times to your ill conformable: cvi.r in fear to kindle your 
dLsliko, yea. subject to your countcuincv ; clad, or sorry, a< I sa%v it 
inclin'd. When was th«* hour I ever o)DtradicU>l your desire, or made 
it not mine to<>? Or which of yourfriemU have 1 not strove to love, 
although I knew he wore nunc ♦ nemy ? wliat friuud of mine that had 
to him derived yonr anp*'r, did I continue in iny liking ; nay, cave 
notice h<* was from th<^nce<HM:harped ? Sir, c;dl to mind that 1 have Wen 
3*our wif«3 in tht^ ohoibenrc, upu.ird of twenty yi^ars : if, in the course 
and procerus of thL< time, you c.in report, and prove it too. np;uijst mine 
honour aught, my tK>nd to wvdlock. or my love and duty, turn me away ; 
aud let the foiiTMt coutvinpt »hiit door upon me, and so give me up to 
the sh»rpc<5t kind of ju»tice. Now to )'ou, Lord Cardinal, 1 speak. 
I <lobelieve, indiic.d by potent circun)staiiors that you are mine cn*'my J 
and make my challenge, you shall not be iny judge ; for it is you have 
blown this coal l)etwixt my lord and me. lou an* rnttjk. and humblc- 
rnouthd ; yoti sign your place and Gilliug. in full seeming, with nioek* 
ue5S and buioility : but your heart is emmm'd with arrogancy, spleen, 
and pride. You have, by fortune and his highnoas* favour^, gone slightly 
o'er tow steps ; and now are moijnte<l where powers arc 3 *our rctaiiiors ; 
and your w*onls, domestics to you, f^rve your will as^t please yourself 
1 pronounce their ofTi CO. X must tell yon, you tondermorc your person's 
nonour than your high profc.'v.vion spiritual: that again 1 do refuse j'ou 
for my judge : nod here, before you all, appeal unto the Pope, to bring 
my whole cause Tore his IioIidl'M, and to be judged by him. Ix^t mo 
pass OD : I will npt tarry : no, nor ever more, u|mu this busincasr my 
oppcarancc make in any of their courts. 


XXV.—CARDINAL WOLSEY ON HIS FALL. 

What means thU sudden anger in Ih ' king? how have I reap'd it ? 
Ho parted frowning from me, giving me thi4 paper, I must rc.%d it, 
for 1 fear the stor^' of hi# anger.—It i# so ; this paper ha# undone me f 
— ti# the account of all that world of we.ilth 1 have drawn together 
for mine own ends ; iDdee«l. to gain the pop^diitUf and fee my fneods 
in Rome» O negUgencei tit for a fool to fall by I What cross devil 



410 


SPEECHES A>’D SOLILOQUIES 


made me put this maia secret io the packet I sent the king ? Is there 
no way to cure this? no new device to Wat this from his brains? I 
know, twill stir him strongly I know a way, if it take right, in 

spite of fortune wUl bring me oft aguiu.—What's this~*‘ To the 
Pope? the letter, as I live, with all the business I writ to his holi¬ 
ness 1 Nay then, farewell I I have touch'd the highest point of all 
my gre;itness: and from that full meridian of my glory, I haste now 
to my setting. 1 shall fall like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
and no man see me more. Theking commands to render up the great 
seal presently, Farewell, a long Larewell, Ic all my greatness 1 TliU 
is the state of man ; tonlay he puts forth the lender leaves of hope, 
to-morrow blossoms, and bears his blushing h ouours thick upon Uini ; 
the third day, comes a frost, a killing frost ; and,—when lie thinks, 
good easy man, full suicly his gre:UucSi is a- lipeuiiig.—uips lus root, 
and then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, like little wanton boys 
tlmt swim on bladders, these many sum mors in a i^ea of glory ; but far 
beyond my depth : my high-blown pri<le at length broke under me ; 
and now bos left me, weary, and old with service, to the mercy of a 
rude stream, that must for ever hide me. Vaiu pomp, and glory of 
thieworld, I hate you I I feel my heart new opeued t O, how wretched 
is that Door man, that liaugs on princei’ favours ! There is, betwixt 
Hmt smuc he would as|>irc to, that sweet aspect of princes and his ruin, 
more pangs and fern's than wars or women have and when be falls, 
he falls like Lucifer, never to Lope again. 


XXVI.—CAIIDINAL WOLSEY TO HIS SECRETARY 

Why, how now, Cromwell ? What, amaz'd at my misfortunes ? speech¬ 
less? Nay, if you weep for mo, I'm fallen indeed.-Cromwell, I did 

not think to shed a tear in all my miseries; but thou bast forced me 
out of thy honest truth to play tiie wom.aQ. 1/ct’s dry our eyes : and 
thus far bear me, Cromwell; and,—when 1 am forgotten, as I shall be, 
and sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention of me more must be 
heard of,—say, I taught thee ; say Wolsey,—that once trod the ways of 
glory, and sounned all the depths and shoals of honour,—found thee a 
way, out of his wreck, to rise in ; a sure and safe one, though thy master 
miss'd it Miirk but my fall, and that whicli min’d me. Cromwell, I 
charge thee, tlipg away ambition ; by that sin fell the angels ; how can 
man, then, the imago of his llLikor, hope to win by't? Love thy sel f la s t; 
cherish those h&irts tliat hate thee ; corruption wins not more than 
honesty. Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, to silence en¬ 
vious tongues. Be just,and fear not: let all the ends thou aim’st at 
be, thy country's, thy God's, and truth’s; then if thou fall'st, O Crom¬ 
well, thou falhst a blessed martyr. Servo the king \ and,..«*..pr'ythee, 
lead Ip" there take an inventory of all I have ; to tne last penny 
tia the king s : my robe, and my integrity to Heaven, is all I dare now 
call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, had I but serv’d my God with 
half the zeal I serv’d my king, He would not in mine age have left me 
naked to mine enemies. But I have patience. Now, farewell tlic hopes 
of court I my hopes in heaven do dwell. 


FROM ^^CORIOLANUS.” 

XXVIL—MENBNIUS TO THE TRIBUNES. 

Tub augurer tells me wo shall have nows to-night; not according to 
the prayer of the people, for they love not Marcius—but as the wolf 
loves the lamb, to devour him I You two are old men: tell me one 
thing that I shall aak you. In w^t enormity is Marmus poor, that 
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you two hare not in abundance ? Do you know Uow you arc censured 
In the city, I mean of lts^ o* the right Land file ? Do you ? You talk 
of pride !—Will you not be angry ? Why 'tie no great matter: give 
your disposition the reins, and be angry at your pleasures ; at the 
least* i/ you take it aa a plex«uro to you in being eo. You blame 
Marcius for being proud! You talk of pride: oh I that you could 
turn your eyes tow'ards the napc.a of your uecks* aud make an interior 
survey of your good aelve^ ! oh ! that you could ! for then you should 
discover a brace of uniiioriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates 
(alias, fooU), as any in Romo* You say, —I am known well enough loo ! 
1 am known to be a humorous patrician, and one that loves a ct^ of hot 
wine with not a drop of allaying TiU.t iu*t : what 1 think I utter ; 
and spend niy malice in my breath : mo*.ting two such weolsmen as 
you are, (I esmnot call you Lycurguses) if the drink you gave mo 
touch my palate adversely* I make a crookeil face at it ; and though 
I must be content to War with those that p<\y you are revereml grave 
mtn, yet they lie di-adly that toll you have gvx>d faces. What harm 
am your biASOn cun^}K.‘Ctuiti<.'S gh-an out of this cllaracier, if 1 be 
known well enough too? You know neither me, yoursolvos, nor any 
thing. You are ambitious for poor knaves* caps and legs ; you wmr 
out a good wholesome forenoon* in hearing acau.se betwee n an orange* 
wife and a fossel-scller ; and then rejourn the controversv of thn.'t> 
fience to a secoiul day of audience.—All the {H:ace you mate in their 
cause U calling both the parties knaves: you arc a pair of strange 
ones ! When you speak lH*.st unto the purpose, it is not worth the 
wagging of your beards ; and your beards <leS(*rve not so honourublc 
a grave as to stuff a hotelier's cushion, or to >>e entoinbc<t in an ass's 
pack-saddle. Yet you must be saying, ilarciiis is proud ; who, in a 
cheap estimation, is worth all your prt.'deceiisors since Deucalion ; 
though, jicradventure, some of the best of th* iu were hereditary liang- 
m«'n. Go<Mi e.'en to your worships : more of your conversation would 
infect toy brain, being the herdsmen of the beastly plebeians : I will 
bo lx>ld to lake my leave of you. 


FROM ** JULIUS C-4=:SAR.’’ 

XXVIII.—ilAUULLUS TO THE HOMAN MOB. 
Wh^ekkork rejoice? that Cxsarconics in triumph?—Wliatconquests 
brings be homo / What tributaries follow him to Home, to grace, in 
captive bonds, hU cliariot wheels? You blocks! you stones! you 
worse tlian senseless Uiiogs I O you hard hearts ! you cruel men of 
Home!—Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time aud oft have you 
climbed up to walls and battlcmeDts, to towers and endows, yea, to 
chimne^^tops, your infants in your arms ; and there liave sat the livelong 
day, with patient ezpictation, to see great Pompey pass tliu streets of 
J^me. And when you saw his chariot but appear, have you not 
mode a universal shout, that Tiber trembled unaerneath her banks, to 
hear tho replication of your sounds mode in her concave shores? 
And do you now put on your best attira 7 And do you now cull out n 
holiday r And do you uow strew flowors in his way that comes in 
triumph over Pompey's blood ? Begone I Run to your hou.Hes, fall 
upon your knees, pray to tho gods to intermit the plagues that needs 
must u^t on this ingratitude ! 


XXIX^ASSIUS INSTIGATINa BRUTUS. 
WKLLyHoDonr Is the subject of my story.—I cannot tell what you 
^d other men, thi^ of this life; but, for my single self| I had as liuj 
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Dot bo. live to be in awe of such a thing as I mjself. I was bom 
free as Caesar ; so wore yon; we both have fed as well; and we can 
both pndtire the winter’s cold as well as he. For, once, upon a raw 
and g\Lsty day, the troubled Tiber chafing with her shores, Caesar says 
tome,—thou, Cassius, now in with roe, into this angry 
flood, and ssvim to yonder point ?'—U)>od the word, accoutred asl 
was. I plunged in, and bade him follow ; so, indeed, he did. The 
torrent roarcsl, and we did buffet it with lusty sinews, throwing it 
aside, and stcmioing it, with hearts of controversy, But ere we could 
arrive the point proposiHl, Cmsar cried,Help me, Cassius, or I sink.** 
I, as Ahuvis, our great ancestor, did from the flames of Troy, upon his 
should or the old Anohises bear, so, from the waves of Tiber, did I— 
the tire<l Crcsar ; and this man—is now become a god ; and Cas.sius is 
a wretched creature, and roust bend his body, if Crosar carelessly but 
nod OQ him. 

Ho had a fever when he was in Spain, and, when the fit was on him, 
I did mark how he did shake : 'tia true, this god did shake ; his 
coward lips did from their colour fly ; and that same eye, whose bend 
doth awe the world, did lose its lustre ; I did hoar him groan ! ny, and 
that tongue of his, that bade the Komaus mark him, and write his 
speeches in their books, alas t it cried—**Oive me some diank, 
TMtinius I —as a sick girl. 

Ye gods I it doth amaze me, a man of such a feeble temper should 
get the start of the inaje,stic world, and bear the palm alone. Why, 
man, he doth bestride the narrow world, like a Colossus ; and we, 

' petty n\on, walk under his huge legs, and peep about, to find our* 
selves dishonourable s^ves. Men, at some time, are masters of their 
fates: the fault, dear Bnitiis, is not in onr stars, but in ourselves, that 
we are underlings, Brutus—and Cmsar! What should in that 
Cmsar ? Why sliould that name be sounded more th.an yours ? Write 
them together: 3 ’curs is as fair a namet sOund them; it doth he* 
come the mouth as well: weigh them; it is as heavy: conjure with 
them ; Brutus will start a spirit, as soon as Cmsar 1 

Kowin the name of all the gods at once, upon what meats doth 
this our Cajsar feed, that he is grown so great? Age. thou art 
shamed ; Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloras. When 
went there by an age, since the great flood, but it was famed with 
more than with one roan ? When could they say, till now, that talked 
of Romo, that her wide walls encompassed but one roan ? Ob I you 
and I have heard our fathers sa^, there was a Brutus once, that would 
have brooked the infernal devil to keep his state in Rome, as easily 
as a king I 


XXX,—MARK ANTONY OYER THE BODY OF CMSJlR. 

0 stionTT Cmsar I dost thou lie so low ? Are all thy conquests, glories 
triumphs, spoils, shrunk to this little measure ?—Fare thee wdU—I 
know Qot^ ^Dtlerocn, what you intend; who else moat be let blood, 
who else 13 rank : if I myself, there is no hour so fit as Caesar's death's 
hour; nor no instrument of half that worth, as those your swords, 
made rich with the most noble blood of all this world, i do beseech 
ye, if you bear me bard, now, whilst your purpled bauds do rock and 
smoke, fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, I shall not find 
myself so apt to die : no place will please me so, no mean of death, as 
here by Cscsar,—and by you cut oS, the choice and master spirits of 
this age....O, pardon me, thou blooding piece of earth, that I am meek 
and gentle with these butchers I Thou art the ruins of the noblest man 
that ever Uv^d in the tide of time. Woe to the hand that ched this 
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costly blood ! Over thy wounds now I do prophcsj*,—which, like dumb 
mouths, do ope their ruby lips, to the voice and utterance of my 
tongue A cunie shall light upon the limbs of meu ; domestic furj-. 
and fierce civil strifo, shall cumber all the parts of Italy; b]c^ anti 
de-^tructiOD sliall be so in use, and drc;\dfiii objects so familiar, that 
mothers shall but smile, when thtry behold their iufanLs quarter'd witli 
the liands of war; all pity choked wuh custom of fell deeds : and 
C®sar*6 (9pirit« ranging for revenge, with Aie by bis side come hot from 
hell, shall in these confines, with a monarch’s voice, erv '• Uaroc !’*aDd 
let slip the dogs of n ar ; that this fould*.*ed shrill smell above the earth 
with carrion men, groaning for biiTLaL 


xxxL —bhutus on the death of c^^ar. 

Romans, Countrymen, and Lovers !—hear me, for iny cause ; and be 
silent, that you may bean Believe me, for mine honour ; and have 
respect to Diioc honour, that you may b<*Ucve. Censure me, in your 

wL^om ; and aw;ike your senses, that you m iv the l>etter judge.-If 

there l>e any in this assembly, any dear friend of Ca^.^ir, to him I say, 
that Brutus' love to Cmsar was no.less than his. If, then, that friend 
dernami, why Brutus rose against Crosar, this is my answer,—not tliat 
1 loved Cmsar less, but that I loved Rome mon*. Had you rather 
Caesar were living, and die all slaves ; tlian that Cmsar were dead, to 
live all freemen ?—As Cmsar loved me, I weep for him ; as he was 
fortunate, 1 n.*joice at it ; as he was valiant, I honour him ; but as he 
was ainbitioos, 1 slew him t There are tears for his love^ joy for his 
fortooc, honour for his valour, and death for his ambition f—Who’s 
here so base, that would bo a bondman ? if any, speak I for him 
have I offended. Who's hero so rude, that would not be a Roman? 
if any, speak ! for bim have I offended. Who's here so vile, that will 

not fovc Ills country? if any, speak I for him have 1 offended.-1 

paU9o for a reply.— — 

None ? then none have I offcndixl!—I have done no more to Ciesar, 
than you should do to Brutus. The question of his death is euroUed 
in the Capitol; hU glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor 
bis offences enforced, for which ho suffered death* 

Here comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony ; who, though lio 
had no hand in his death, shall receive the henefit o( hU dying,—a place 
in the commonw'calth ; as whicli of you shall not ? 

With this I depart;—that, as I slew my bc^t lover for the good of 
Rome, I have the same dagger for myself^ when it shall please my 
country to need tny death* 

XXXIL—MARK ANTONY ON THE DEATH OF CAiSAR. 

FfifgHDA, Romans, Coontr>'mcn ! lend me your cars* 

I comi; to bury Ca;sar, not to praise him. 

Tlie evil that men do* lives after thorn ; 

The good is oft interred with their bones : 

So let it be with Ca^^ar !—Tho noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Cresar was ambitious— 

If it were so, it was a grievous fault: 

Aud grievously hath Cmsar answereoit t 
Hereunder leave of Brutus, and th^'^rest^ 

For Brutus is an honourable man^ 

So are they all. all honoumble men— 

Come I to speax in CmsaKs funeml* 

Ho was my friend, faithful and just to mo«-^ 

But Brutus says, he was ambitious { 
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And Brutus is an honourable man. 

Ho hath brouirht many captives home to Kome, 
Wliorto ransoms* did the general coffers 6)1: 

Did t)iis in C®sar seem ambitious? 

^Vbcn that the i>oor have cried, Csesar hath wept: 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff— 

Yet Itrutus says he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

You all did st'C, that, on the Lupercal, 

1, thrice, presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition? 

Yet Brutus s:\ys he was .^ibitious ; 

And suie he is an honounible man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke ; 

But hero I am to sjK'ak what 1 do know. 

You all did lore him once ? not witliout cause ! 

What cause witliholds you, then> to mourn for him ? 
O Judgment! thou art flt'd to briitisli beasts, 

And men have lost tJioir reason !—Bear with me: 

My heart is in the coffin there with Ciofwar ; 

And I must pa u^e till it come bac k to me !— 

But yesterday tlio word of Cmsar might 
Have stood agjunst the world—now lies he there, 
And none so poor as do him reverence I 
O masters 1 if I were disposed to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

I sliould do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong, 

Who, yon all know, are honourable men !— 

1 will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you, 

Than I will wrong such honourable men 1 
But here’s a parchment with the seal of Cmsar— 

I found it in nis closet—’tis his will I 

Lot but the Commons hear this testament— 

C Which, pardon me, I do not moan to read,— \ 

And they will go and kiss dead Cmsar’s wo aims, 
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood; 

Tea, beg a hair of him for memory, 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, 

Unto their i ^uc 1— ^ , 

If you have tears, prepare to shed them now. 

Tou all do know this mantle ? 1 remember 
The first time over Ccesar put it on : 

^Twas on a summer's ovoning, in his tent— 

That day he overcame the ifcrvii!— 
liMk I in this place ran Cassius* dagger tbrongh I— 
Bee t what a rent the envious Caaca made I— 
Through this the weIbbelovM Brutus stabbed I 
And, as he plucked his cursM stool away, 

MarK how the blood of Otesar followed it!— 

As rushing out of doors, to be resolved 
If Brutus 60 unkindly knocked, or no;— 

For Brutns, as yon know, was Csesar’s angel I 
I Judge, O ye G^s, how dearly Csesar loved him i— 
w Thi^ this was the ^kindest cut of all; 

For, when the noble Cmsar saw him stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors* 
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Quite ranquiflied him. Tlien burj;t hiA mighty heart; 

And, io hU DianCie o^uffiing up face, 

Even at the ba«c of PotDi>ey’s statue— 

^Vhich all tho while ran blood—great Ccesar fell f 
Oh, what a fall was there, my countrymen t 
Then I, and yon, and all of us, fell down, 

Whilst bloody treason flourislK<l over us J— 

Oh, now you weep, and i perceive you f«K^l 
The dint of pity : these arc gracious drops ! 

Kind souU I— what ! weep you when you but l>ebold 
Our Ca5ar*i« vesture wounJed ?—look you here ! 

Hero is hiptself —marred. ;^v^u gyr- traitors *— 

Good friends ! pwe<;t friSids I let me not stir you up 
To finch a sudden floo<l of mutiny I 
They that have done this deed arc honourable I— 

Wluit private grie fs they have, alas I I know not. 

That nnadc them do it : they arc wUc and honourable. 

And will, no doubt, with rc:i.soii answer you J 
I come not, friendto sUsil away your hearts ; 

I am Do orator^ as Drutus is ; 

But, as you know mo all, a plain, blunt man, 

That loves his friend ;—and that they know full well 
That cave me public leave to speak of him :— 

For I have neither wit, nor woi^s, nor worth, 

Action, nor utterance, Dor the power of speech. 

To stir men's blood: 1 only speak right on 1 
I tell yon that which you yourselves do know ; 

Show you sweet Cinsar^s wounds,—poor, poor* dumb mouths I—* 
And bid lliem speak for me. But, were I Brutus, 

And Bnitus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would rufBe up your spirits, and put a tongrttn ✓ 

In every wound'of Csu!*ar, that should move 17^ 

The stones of Homo to rise and mutiny t ^ 


FROM HAMLET.’* 

XXXIIL—HAMLET ON UIS MOTHER'S MARRIAGE. 

On ! that this too, too solid flesh would melt, thaw, and resolve it«elf 
into a dew! or tlmt the Everlasting had not fixed His canon 'gainst 
self^Blaogbter ]—O God ! O God ! how weary, stale, flat,and unprofltable. 
seem to me all the uses of this world I Pie on't I O he ! *tis an unweeded 
nrden. that grows to sc<x] ; things rank and gross in nature posses.'^ 
U merely. That it should come to this ! But two mootba dead !—nay, 
not so much, not two : so excellent a king ; that was, to this, Hyperion 
to a Satyr : so loving to my mother, that ho might not l^tooto the 
winds of heaven visit her face too rooghly. Heaven and earth ! most 
I remember? why, the would hang on him, as if increase of appetite 
had grown by what it fed on ; and yet, within a month,—let me not 
think oo't I —Frailty, thy name U woman !—a little month : or ere 
those shoes were old with which she follow'd my poor father's body, 
like Niobe, all tears,—why sbe, even she,—O Heaven I a beasts that 
wants discoarsc of reason, would have mourn'd longer.—marri^ my 
uncle, my father's brother ; but no more like my father, than X to 
Hercules I— ■ within a month,—ere jet the salt of most onrighteous 
tears had left the flushing in her gallM eyes, sbe marriedj—O most 
wicked speed t It is not, nor it caunot come to, good«—Bat break, 
mj heart { for I must hold mj tongue I 
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XXXIV.—POLONIUS TO HIS SON LAERTES. 

Yet here, Laertes? aboard, abaard,—for dhame? Tbo wind io the 
shoulder of your fail, and you are staid for.—There,—my blessing 
with you ! Anil those few precepts in thy memory look thou character. 

-6ive thy thoughts no tong\ie, nor any unproportion'd ihoi^ght his 

act. Be thou famihar, but by no means vulgar. The friends thou ha«i, 
and llicir adoption tried, grapple them to thy soul with hooks of fteol; 
but do not dull thy palm with entertainment of each now^liatchcd, un¬ 
fledged comrade. Beware of entrance to a quarrel: but, being in, 
bear it tliat the opposer may beware of thee. Give every man thine 
ear, but few thy voice: take e.ach man's censure, but reserve thy 
judgment. Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, but not expres^Vl 
in ^ancy : rich, not gaudy ; for the apparel oft proclaims the man. 
Neither a borrower nor a louder be: for loan oft loses both itself and 
friend ; and borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. This above all, 
—to thine ownsolf be true ; and it most follow, as the night the d.ay, 
thou canst not then be false to any man. Farewell; my blessing 
season this in thee 1 


XXXV.—HAMLET ON THE EMOTION OF THE PLAYER^ 

Oil ! what a rogue and peasant shave am I ! Is it not monstrous that 
this player here, but in a fletiou, io a drcain of p.wsioo, could force his 
Boul so to his own conceit, that, from her working, all his visage 
wann'd ; tears in his oyes^ distraction io his aspect, a broken voice, 
and his whole fuuction suiting with forms to his conceit? And all 
for nothing ! for Hecuba I What's Hecuba to him. or he to Hecuba, 
that he should weep for her? What would he do, hud he the motive 
and the cue for passion that I have? Ho would drouTi the stage with 
tears, and cleave the gentTol ear with horrid speech : mako mad tlie 
guilty, and appal tho free, confound tlio ignorant, and amaze, indeed, 
the very faculties of eyes and e^irs. Yet I, a dull and tnuddy-mcttlcKi 
rascal, peak, like John-a-dreatns, unpregnant of my cause, and can say 
nothing. Am I a coward ? who calls me villain ? breaks my pale across ? 
plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? tweaks me by the nose ? 
gives me the lie V the throat, as deep as to the lungs ? \\ho does mo 
this? Ha ! why, I shonld take it: for it cannot be but I am pigeon- 
Uver d, and lack gall to make oppression bitter ; or, ere this, I should 
have fatted all tho region kites with this slave a offal! Remorseless, 

^acherou?, loclicrous, kindlcss villain !-Why, what an ass am I! 

This IB most bravo, that I, the son of a dear father murdered, prompted 
to my revenge by heaven and hell, must, likea fool, unpack my b^art 
with words, and fall a-cursing, like a very drab, a scullion 1 Fie upon't! 

foh I About, my brains!-Humph! I have heard, that guilty 

creatures, sittmg at a play, have by the very cunning of the scene been 
struck so to tho soul, that presently they have proclaim'd their male¬ 
factions ; for murder, though it have no tongue, will speak with most 
miraculous ormm ril have these players play something like tho 
murder of my father, before mine uncle: I'll observe his looks • I’ll 
^nt him to the quick; if he do blench,—I know my coarse I The spirit 
that I have scon may bo a devil: and the devil hatii power to assumo 
a pleasing shape; yea, and, perhaps, out of my weakness, and my 
melancholy, (as he is very potent with such spirits,) abuses me to 
damn mo : I'll have grounds more relative than this.—The play's the 
thing wherein I'U catch the conscience of tho king. 
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XXXVI.—HAMLET'S ADVICE TO THE PLAYER. 

Sprak the ppeccii. I pray you. as I pronounce*! it to vou, trippinclr 
OD the toDi,'ue: but if you mouth it, nuuv of our pUyer.-v do, I h.ul 
as lief the town-crier Pi>oke toy lioes. Xor <io not s.aw die air too mui h 
with your hand—thus; but u.se .all j;.;iitly ; for in the Tery torrent, 
temp<»t, and f.is I in.»y B-iy) whirlwind of your passion, you muM, 
aoiuireaad lic’et :i Icmperuncc, that uiay give it ^nlOOllilH^•e^. O, 
off<‘nd.4 me to ih ; so ul. to )ie.»r ;i i'obti5tiou.*i |fCn>vip-pat<ti fellow tear 
a {liidsioii to latU r^, to very to ?[>ht the inrs of the prouncUiugs : 

who* for the oiost p.i rt* ait? capable of uothhip hut inexplicable dumb 
Hhow and noi^e ; I would h.wv such a fellow wlttvy^d for o'cr-doiU'*^ 

Icrmapant ; it oiJt*h<Tods Uerml; pr.jy you, avu:<l it.-lie not tco 

tame neither, but let vour own discretion bV your tutor : f*uit the action 
to the word, th“ word to the action ; w ith thU >j’Cciai observance, !h.ii 
you oerstep not the mode-ty of nature : for anything »so overdone is 
from the purpose of playiu^f ; who^e end l>oth at the first and now, 
wad and ia, to hold, as *twertA the uiinor up to nature; to show virtue 
her own feature, scorn her own and the very age and bo<iy of 

the time his form and prei^ure, Nov>, thid, overdone, or come tardv 
off, though It make the unskilful laugh, c-mnot but m.^ke the judicjou' 
gncTe ; the ccQdurc of which one must, in your allowance, o*erw«;ig . 
a whole th^-atre of others. Oh ! there to playera that I IniTe 
Pl^y*—heard others praise, and tliat highly—not to sj^jak it pn- 
faaely,—that, neither having the accent of Christian, nor the ga?t of 
Christian, Pagan, or man, have so t«truttod and bellowed, that I Lave 
thought Hotno of Nature** journeymen h^id made men, and not maue 
them weli, they imitated humanity bo abominably. 


XXXVII.—HAilLET ON A FUTURE STATE. 

To be, or not to bo ?—that U tbo question 

Whether 'tut nobler, in the mind, to 

The elings and arrowa of outrageoua fortune ; 

Or to hike arms against a sea of troubles, 

And, by op[>Oj)iDg. end th<‘m ?—To die ?—to sleep,_ 

No more ;—and, by a sleep, to fav we cod 
The hcart*arhe, and the thousaiui natural shocks 
That fle.Hh is heir to 'tis .h cou^umfn*ation 
Devoutly to be wish'd I...T 0 die—to sleep ;— 

To sleep ? perchance? to dream ;—ay, there’s the rub; 
For in tlmt sleep of Death what dreams may com**, 
When wo liavc sbufUeil off thl^ inorhii coil, 

Must give us pause I There’s the ie:^j>cct 
That makes c«ilamity of so long life : 

For who would b‘*ar’the whips and scorns of time. 
Tbc oppressor's wrong, the firoiid man’s coutumvly. 
The pangs of disprir^d love, the law’s delay, 

The mscdcDCc of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of tho unworthy takes, 

When he himself might his quietus make ’ 

With a bare bodkin ? Who would fardels bear, 

To grunt and sweat under a weary life. 

But that ibe dread of something after Death— 

That undiscovercii country, from whose U>urr 
No traveller returns.—pua:zles the will, 

And makes us rather bear thoc^ ills we have. 

Than fly to others that we know not of I 
Thus oonscieoco does make cowur^JU of us all | 
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And thus tlic natiro hue of resolution 

Irt sicklied o*cr with the j»;de cast of thought 

And enterprises of great pUh and moment. 

With this rcp^rcl, their currents turn awry. 

And lose the name of action. 

xxxvnr.—soLiLOQirY of king claudius* 

Ou • my offence is rank, it smells to Heaven ! 

It hath the priiurik eldest curse ujwirt; 

A brother’s murder !—Pray can I not: 

Tfjong}i iDclinati<m be as sharp as ’twill, 

My stron:^cr guilt defeats my strong intent: 

And, like a man to double business bound, 

I stand in pause where 1 ^hall liegiu— 

And both neglect. What if this cursetl hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother’s blood— 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heaven 
To wash it white .as snow ? Whereto serves mercy, 

But to confront the visuigo of offence? 

And what’s in prayer, but this two^fold force— 

To be forestallcHl, ere we come to fall, 

Or ]iarxloncHl, being down ?—TUoq I'll look up. 

My fault is past.—But oh I what form of jiraycr 
Can serve iny turn ?—Forgive me my foul murder I * 
That cannot be, since I am still possessed 
Of those effects for which I did the murtlcr— 

My crown, my own ambition, and my mieen. 

May one be pardoned, and retain the oSeoce? 

Id the corrupted currents of this world, 

Offence’s gilded hand may shove Justice ; 

And oft 'ti.s seen, the wicked prire itself 
Buys out the law. But *tis not so above— 

There is no shuflling: there the action lies 
la its true nature, aud we ourselves compelled, 

Even to the teeth and forehead of onr faults. 

To give in evidence. What then ? What rests? 

Try what repentance cun:—w*hat can it not? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent? 

Oh, wretched state I oh, bosom black as death t 
Ob, liDi^d soul, that, struggling to be free, 

Art more engaged 1 Help, angeU f—Make essay: 

Bow, stubborn tenees: and, heart, with strings of steely 
Be soft 03 sinews of tne new-born babe I 
All may be well. 


FROM ‘‘MACBETH," 

ZXXISL—LADY MACBETH MEDITATING THE MURDEB OF 

KING DUNCAN. 

Glamis thou art. and Cawdor; and shalt be what thou art promised : 
—yet do I fear tny nature ; it is too fall o’ the milk of human kind* 
ness, to catch the nearest way : thou wouldst be great; art not with* 
out ambition, but without tne illness should attend it. 'l^at tl&ou 
wouldst highly, that wouldst thou holily ; wouldst not play false, and 
yet wouldst wrongly win : thou’dat have, great Glamis, that which 
cries, Thus thou must do, if thou have it; and that which rather 
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th^ dost fear to do, than wt5h«t i»hoQld bo tindone. Hie thoo hither, 
that I may pour my epirits io thine ear,and chat^ti^^ with the valour ot 
my tongue aU Utat impedt^ thee from the golden round, which f.iU‘ and 
metaphysical aid dotn ecck to have thcc crown’d withal.—The king 
comes here to-nigbl!— Great news. The raven bimselfs not hoarse 
that croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan under ruy battlemcnU. Conu\ 
come, you >pirit^ tliat tend on mortal thoughts, un.^ex d>c here : and hlJ 
me, from tiic crown to the toe, top*full of Uirt^t cruelty ! Make thick 
my blood, stop up the aco'ss and passage to r«*ujorsc ; that no com- 
punctiou.^ vbitiD^s of nature shake my fell purpose, nor keep pcaci^ 
iXftwccQ the effect and it \ come to my woman'it bre^ists, and take my 
lujlk for gall, you munieriu.? rninist-rrs, wheicvcr, in vour sightless 
substances, you wait on Nature'^ nli^ch^e( I Com* , thick and pall 

thee in the diinnest smoke of 11 I that mv keen knife s<.'e not the 
wound it makes ; nor heaven p(.-ep through t^ic blankno-s of the dark, 
to cry, ^ Hold, hold ! 


XL.—MACBETH BEFORE THE MCTRDEU. 

Ik it were done, when *t is done, then’t were well : 
It were done uuicklv, if the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch, 
With his surcease, success I—that but Utis blow 
Might bo the be-ali and the end-all here !— 

But here. uik>d this bank and shoal of time,— 

Wo*d jump the life to conic.—But, in thc>c cases, 
We still have judgment here ; that we but t**acli 
IHootly instnictinrid, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : this cven-hauded Justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poisonc-d chalice 
To our own lips, lie’s here in double trust: 

First, us I am his kinsman and his subject. 

Strong both against the dec<l ; then, us his host. 
Who should against bis murderer shut the door, 
Not bear the knife myself. Ba«ido« lhi«, Duucau 
H ath borne his facultica so meek, hath becQ 
So clear in hLs great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
llie deep damnation of hU taking-off : 

And pity, like a naked Dcw*buro babe. 

Striding the blast ; or heavcn*s cherubim, horsed 
Upon toe sightlcAS couriers of the air, 

Sliall blow tnc horrid deed in every eye. 

That tears shall drown the wind. —1 have do spur 
To pnek the sides of iiitcut, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps its scUe, 

And falls 1 


XLL—MACBETH TO THE DAGOEB VISION, 
la this a dagger which I see before me. 

The hatidlo toward my hand ? Come, let me clutch thee t* — 
I have tlieu not i and yet 1 soe thee still* 

Art thon not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling as to sight ? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind.^^ false creation, 
r^ocot^ling from the ocat^oppressed braio? 

1 see thee yet. In form as pupable 



420 


SPEECHES AHJy 80LII.O<iUI£S 


As this which now I draw t 

Thou marsharst me the way that I was going ; 

And such «an instrument I was to use J 

^lioe eyes aj’C made the fools o* the other senses^ 

Or else worth all the res«t;—I sec thee still ! 

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood, 

Which was not so before !—There's no such thing • 

It is the bloody business, which informs 
TIuis to mine eyes.—Now o'er the one half world 
Natut'C seems dead, aud uickt d dreams abuse 
The curtained sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings ; and withered Murder, 

Alarumed bv his scutiool, the wolf, 

Whoso howrs his watch, thus with his stealthy pace, 

With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design 
Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm*set earth, 

Hear not iny steps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my where^aboat ; 

And take the prt^svnt horror from the time 
Which now suits with it. While I threat, he lives : 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. [A bell rings.’) 
I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me. 

Rear it not, Duncau I for it is a knell 
That summons thee^to heaven or to hell t 


XLII.—MACBETH PLANNING THE MURDER OF 

BANgUO. 

To be thus ts nothing; but to be safely thus :~Oor fears io B.\nquc 
stick dcoi>; and in his royalty of nature reigns that which would be 
fear'd t 'tis much ho dares ; and, to that dauntless temper of his mind, 
he hatha wisdom that doth guide bis valour to act in safc^» There is 
none but he whose being I do fear ; and under him my Genius is re¬ 
buked, as, it is said, Mark Antony's was by CcBsar. Ho chid Sisters, 
when first they put the name of king upon me. and bade them speak 
to him ; then, prophct-likc, they hailed him father to a line of kings : 
upon my head they placed a fruitless crown, and put a barren sceptre 
in my grip, thence to be wrench’d with an unlincal hand, no son of 
mine succeeding. If it be so, for Banquo's issue have 1 'Hied my 
mind ; for them the gracious Duncan have I murder'd: put rancours in 
the vessel of my peace, only for them ; and mine eternal jewel given to 
the common enemy of man to make them kings—the seed of ^'inquo 
kings I Rather than so, come, Fate, into the list, and champion me to the 
outrance 1 


XLin.—MACBETH INSTIGATING HIS HIRELINGS TO 

THE MURDER OF BANQUO. 

Well then, now have you consider'd of my speeches ? Enow, that it 
was he, in the times past, which held von so under fortune; which, 
you thought, had been our innocent self ; this I m^o good to you in 
our lost conferoDce ; pass'd in probation with you how you were borne 
in hand; how cross'd; the instrunients; who wrought with them: 
and all things else, that might, to half asoul, and a notion craz'd, say, 
Thus did Banquo. I made this known to you, I did so; and went 
further, which is now our point of second meeting. Do you find youi 
patience so predominant in your nature, that you let this go ? Are 
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roM ao cospel'd. to prar for thL^ good man and for bis who«<» 

hcav^y hand hath bow'd route th(^ grave, and beggar'd vonrs for over ? 
1 on arc men. you say ? At, io the caulogae ye go for men ; as hounds 
and greyhounds, mongrew. spaniels curs choughs, water-rugs •''od 
dcmi-wolvcs, are 'cleped all by the name of dogs; the valu«.nl file dis¬ 
tinguishes the awdft. the slow, the subtle, the house-keeper, the huiitc'* 
-^very one according to the gift whicli l>ounteous Nature hath in him 
clO'^od ; whereby be docs rcceirc particular addition, from the bill 
that wntea them all alike : and so of men. Ko>v, if you have a station 
ui the file, and not in the worst rank of manhood, say it ; and I will 
put th-it business in your bosoms, whose execution takes vour enemy 
off ; grap|)p« vou to the heart and love of us, who wear our health but 
rickly in bl^hlc, which in his death were perfect. Both of you know 
B inquo was your enemy ? So is he mine: and in sucii blowly distance, 
tJiat every mionto of hU being thrusts against my nearc/it of life : 
and though I could, with bare-tuced power,'sweep him fn>m my sight 
and hid my will avouch it- yet I must not ; for certain friends that are 
i»otli his and mine, whose loves I mar not drop, but wail his fall whom 
I myself struck down : and Ihcncc it iP, that I to your assistance do 
make love; masking the business from the common eye, for sundry 

%voigbty reasons.-Your sphits shine through you. Wiiliin this 

hour, at most. I will advise you where to plant yourselves. Acquaint 
you with the |K.'rfect spy o* the time, the moment, on*t I for't must be 
done to-night, and something from tlie palace; always thought, that / 
rc'rjuire a clearness. An<l with him, (to leave no rubs, nor botches, in 
the work,) Fl<-aiice hia son. th,at keepa him company,—whoso absence 
is no less material to me than is his father*s,—must embrace the fato 
of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart; Ill come to you anon- 
Abide within.... It is concluded .——Banquo, thy souKs flight, if it 
find heaven, must find it out to*uight» 


XLIV-—MACBETH OX SEEING TJHE GHOST OP BAKQUO- 

Pii’VTnn:, Rce there ! Indiold I look f lo I how say yon 7 what 

care 1 ? If thou can.'^t nod, speak too.—If charnci-houses and our gmvfvi 
muKt Pf'Dd those that wc bnry back.our montimenU nhall ho the maws 

of kiU^«-If I stand here 1 saw nioi.^—^Blood hath b<K*n shed cro 

now the olden time, ere human statute purged the gentle >vca] ; ay^ 
nod since too, murders have been performed too terrible for the car: 
the times h.avo been, that, when toe brains were out, the man >vouId 
die, and tliere an end : but now, they rise again, wiUi twenty mortal 
murdcni on their crowns* and push ns from our stools: this is more 

strange than such a murder is.-1 do forget; do not muse at me, 

my moht worthy friends* I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
to those that know me. Como, k>vc and health to all; then I'll su 
down ;> g ivo me some wine, fill foil:**—I drink to the general joy 
of the whole table, and to onr dear friend, Banquo, whom wo misa ; 

would he were here (to all and him we thirst, and all io all.-Avaunt I 

and quit mv sight 1 Let the earth hide tbeo t Thy bones are marrowicfts, 
thy blood is cold ; thoo hast no speculation in those eyes which thou 
dost glare >Tith ! What man dare, I daro; approach thou uko the 
Tnggod RuasUq bear, the arm'd rhinoceros,or the Hyrcan tiger ; take 
any shape, but that! and my firm nerves shall never tremble: or, be 
alive a^in, and dare me to the desert with thy sword ; if trembling 
I inhibit thee, protest me the hahy of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow ! 
Unreal—mocKorywhence !—\Miy, so :—being gone, I am a man again* 
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FROM “ OTHELLO*'* 

XLV,—OTHELLO'S DEFENCE. 

Most potent, grave, nod reverend sigoiors, 

My verv nobJc and approv’d good masters,— 

That I have tu’eu awav this old man's daughter, 

It is Tnost true ; true, 1 have married her; 

The V'TV head and front of my offcndinjjC 

Hath tins extent, no more. Kude am I m my speech. 

And little bless*d with the s^'t phm^c of peace; 

For, since these arms of mine had seven years’ pith 
Till now, some nine moons wasted, th^'y have used 
Their dearest action in the tented fi-Id ; 

And little of this groat world can I speak. 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 

And therefore little shall I grace my c;iU 8 e, 

In sneaking for myself : yet, by vour gracious patience, 

I will a round unvarnish^l talc oclivcr 

Of my whole course of love ; wliat drugs, what charms, 

What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 

(For such procot ding I am charg'd with^) 

I won his daughter with. 

Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me 5 

Still question'd mo the story of my life 

From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunea, 

TTiat I have passed* 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 

To the very moment that he bade me tell it: 

Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances; 

Of moving accidents, by flood and field ; 

Of hair*brcadth 'scapes i' the imminent deadly breach,* 

Of being taken by tne ioeolent foe, 

And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence, 

And portance in my travers history.— 

These thiugs to hear, 

Would Desdomona seriously incUne: 

But still the bouscoafTairs would draw her thence^ 

Which ever as she could w*ith haste despatch, 

She’d come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : which I observing, 

Took once u pliant hour; and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels she had something heard, 

But not inventively : I did consent; 

Aud often did beguile her of her tears, 

When Idid spca£ of some distressful stroke 
That my youth suffered. My story being done, 

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs; 

She swore,—In faith, ’twas strange, 'twas passing strange, 
'Twas pitiful, 'twas M'ondrous pitiful; 

She wish'd she had not heard It ; yet sho ^visliM 

That heaven bad made her such a man : she thank'd me; 

And bade me, if I liad a friend that lov'd her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story. 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, 1 spake; 

Sho loved me for the dangers I had passed. 

And I lov'd her that sho did pity them.—• 

This only is the witchcraft I nave used* 
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XLVI.—CA.SSIO ON HIS DISMISSAL BY OTHELLO. 

RBPrTATIoK, reputation, rcput-ition ! O, I have lo«t my repntation t 
I have lo-t th‘* immf»rtal part of roy^lf, and what retnuinB lA l>c?tiaL 
What ! Drunk? and ^poak parrot? and squabble? >«wapp;r? sw<.-ar? 
and diPCourAe fustian with one's own shadow —O thou invisible spirit 
of wine, if thou hast no name to l-c known by, let us call thee—Dcril I 
I remooibcr a maAS of tbinpa, but nothinp distinctly ; a quarrel, but 
Gotbing wherefore.—O that men should put an enemy in their mouths, 
to steal away their brains ! that we flumld wiUi joy, revel, ple^isurc, 
and applaTisc, transform ourselinto Wasts ! And now it hath pleased 
the devil Drunkenness to give place to the devil \\ nith : one itDjx*r- 
fcctnc-^s shows me another, to make me frankly dc^'pise myself. 1 uill 
ask Othello fur my place again ; shall tell me, lamadninkaid \ Had 
I as many mouths as Ilydrti, such au answer would stop tli»*in alh 
To bo now a sensible man, by*and-by a fool, aiid presently a beast 1 O 
strange !_Every inordinate cup is uiible'j^csi.and the ingnslient isadcvU. 


FROM “KING LEAR. ’ 

XLVII.—KING LEAR ON HIS DAUGHTER GONERIL. 

Hkar, Nature, hear ; dear Goddess, bear I Suspend thy purix^-, if 
Ihou didst intend to make this creature fruitful! Into her womb 
convey sterility I Dry up in her the organs of increase : that from her 
derogate body never spring a l*abo to honour her ! If the UIU^t teeto, 
create her child of splee n ; that it may live, nnd be a thwart, disnatui c'd 
torment to her ! Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth I with 
cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks ; turn all her mother's pains 
and benefits to laughter and contempt : that ^he may foci howshariKT 
than a fieri>cnt's tooth It is to have a thanklcus child I...I am a^hamrd 
that thou h;uit power to shake my manliocul thus : that lhe»c hot U-ars, 
which break from luc !m rforce, ►hoiild make thee worth them.—Blasts 
and fogs upon thee ! The untt nU-d woundings of a father’s curse picrt'e 
every sense about thee !—Old fund eyes, be weep this caoiM; again, I 11 
pluck you out, and aist you, with the waters that ye lose, to Uiiiik.t 
clay.—Ra I is it come to this ? Let it be so.—\ ct liave I Kft a 
daughter, who, 1 am sure, is kind and comfortable ; wh<n she 
Lt:..r this or thi-c-. with Lcr ebo'U n.iy tl.y wolfish viB.tgo. lbo« 

sh.ilt Cud that I’ll rcsutnn tliv shiipc ^^hicu thou dost thuik 1 have ca^Jt 
off for ever; thou shall, I wariaot tlieo. 


XLVIII._LEAR TO HIS DAUGHTERS GONERIL AND REGAN. 

I rii’YTiiEB, daufflitcT, do not make me mad ; I will not trouble thet?, 
my child • farewell : we’ll no more meet, no more see one another ; 
—but jet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter : or, r..ther a 
disease tluit’s in my flesh, whicli I must needs Cili mine : thoii art a 
Iwil, a plague-son-, an embossed carbuncle, in my <»rrupU-d blotrf. 
But I'll not chide thee : let shame come when it will, I do not call it; 



rcserration to retain an hunoreu Koighti 

with five-and-twenty, Regan 1 said you so I No more "ith you 
Those wicked creatures yet do look wcll-faTour’d, when others are 
more wick^-d : not being the worst, stands in some rank of pnxiwj 
Coneril L.I’U go with theo; thy fifty yet doth double fiTO-ona- 
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twenty.—What Deed I fivc-and-t-vonty ? what neetl one ? ^ Oh! 
rifison not the need : oar becjfjars are in the poorest thing 

superfluous ; allow not nature more than nature needs, man's life is 
ctKXip as lK?ast's: thou art a 1 xrly ; if only to go warm were gorgeous, 
why, h.iture n^eds not what thou gorgeous w< ar st, which scarcely 
thee wanii.—But, for true need.—you hoavi-ns, giTC mo that 
p iti^nco, j) ilience IiiMd! Yon <ee mt* here, you gods, a jxior old 
m.in, as full of grief as age : wretched in both ! If it be you that stir 
thc^o daughter^' Ijo irts agiin-t tlie* fatl*er, fool me not so much to 
he.ir it tamely; touch tn»t with nolde anger! O let not woman's 
weapons, wait r-di ops, stain iny man’s cliccks !—Ko, you unnatural 
hags, I will have such levt^ngesou you botii, that all the world shall 
—I will do such tiling-,--whit they are, yet I know not; but tliey 
{'hall be tlie terrors of the c.u tln You thmk rilv%eep; no, I’ll not 
v.i'ep r—I have full cause of w'ecpii>g ; but ihis heart ^hall break into 
a bundrc<l thousand flaws, or ere I'll wcvp:—O Gods, 1 sliall go mad I 


XLIX.—KING LEAR SHUT OUT BY HIS DAUGHTERS. 
Rj.ow, w ind,and crack your checks ! rage I blo.v I You cataracts and 
hun icinoc.', .'-pout till you have dreiichM our steeples I You sulphurous 
and thoiiglkt-exccutiug flro'^, *vant-coariers to oak-cleaving tiiunder* 
holts, sing'' my white ht'ad ! Ami thou, alhshaking thunder, strike 
flat the thick rotundity o’ th'^ world f crack Nature’s moulds, all 
germens spill at once that make ingrateful man f Rumble thy full f 
^>pit, fire I spout, niu ! Nor rain, wind, t)iunder, fire, aro my daughters : 
I lax not you, ye element*, with unkiudness ; I n^vor gave you king¬ 
dom, call’ll you child: you owe me uo obedience ; why then, let 
f ill your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave ; a poor, infirm, 
weak, and despised old man but yet 1 call you servile ministers, 
that nave with two pernicious daughters join’d your high«ongender'd 
battles, ’gainst a hc.ad so old and white as this. O ! O I ”iis foul: . . . 

IjcI the g^'at gofis that keep this dreadful pother o'er onr heads, 
find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, that hast within 
thee undivulgcd crimes, unwhipp’d of justice: hide thee, thou blo^y 
hand ; thou perjured, and thou aimular man of virtue that art in* 
cost nous : caitiff, to pieces shake, that under covert and convenient 
seeming hast practised on man’s life !-^Close pent*up guilts, rive your 
concealing continents, and cry these dre.adful sumnioners grace.^I 
am a man, more ainu’d against tlian sinning.... My wits begin to turn. 
—Come on, mv boy : how dost, my boy ? Art cold ? I'm cold myself 
n here is this BtraW| niy fellow? The art of our necessities is 
strange, that can make vile things precious. Como, brine us to this 
hovel. 


FROM *'MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.” 

L.—BENEDICK’S RIDICULE OF LOVE, 

I DO much wonder, that one man, seeing how much another man is a 
fool when he dedicates his behaviours to love, wnll, after he hath 
laughed at such shallow follies in others, become the argument of hie 
own scorn, by falling in love 1 and such a man is Clau^o. I have 
know n when there was no music with him but the drum and the fife, 
and now had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe : I have knovn 
when he would have walked ten miles a-foot, to see a good armour; 
and now will he lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion of a new 
doublet. Ho w^as wont to speak plain, and to the purpose, like an 
honest man aud a soldier, and now is ho turned orthograpner ; his 
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words are a very fantastical baDqtiet. jnst manv stranpe dislio*. Mav 
I be &o converted, and fee w.tb eyes? "I cauiiot tell. I think 

not. I will not be fworn but love transform me to an oyster; 

but 1*11 take my oath on it. till be havu n^ado an ovster of me, he eah.ali 
never make mo such a fool : one uoroan i5 fair, yet I am well; anutlicr 
is wiic. yet I am well ; aoutber virtnoa^. yot I am well. Hut till all 
^acca l>e in one woman, one woman **baU not come in my pr^cc. Kicb 
she slxaU bo^ that's certaiu ; or I*11 none ; virtuous, or I’Jl never 

cheaporj her : fair, or I'll dcvit look on her ; mild, or come not near 
me noble, or not I for an anpul ; of pcKxi discourse, an escoilent 
musician, and her hair . . ♦ . shall L>e of v/h'at colour it pkaso hvaven. 


FKOM MIDSUIMMEK SIGUTS DREAM/' 

LI.—TUE POWER OF IMAGINATION. 

Toe lunatic, the lover, and the poet, of im.ipination all compact. 
One see' tnoro devils than va^t hell c ‘.n liold ; tluit in the madman : — 
the lover, all as fniutic. sees H^den's Ixruuty in a brow of Epy[>t the 
eye, in a fine frenry roUinp, doth plance from heaven to earth, 
from earth to heaven ; and. as Imapinatioo bodies forth the forms of 
thiupH unknown, the poet's pin turns them to shapes, and gtves, to 
airy nothings, a local n.abltation and a name. 


FROM THE TEMPEST." 

LIl.—PROSPEKO'.S ABJURATION OF MAGIC. 

Oun revels now are cnd<yj : ihr^e our actors, as I foretold you, were 
nil spirits, and are melt'xl into air, into thin atr ; and. like the bas'*'* 
less fabric of this vision, the cloud-capped lowers, the gorgeous 
palaces, the solemn temples, the pT'*at plube itself,—ven, all which it 
inbcrit,—shall clis.v>lve ; aud. like this insubstantial pag<Xint fadc^d, 
leave not a rack behind. We arc fuch fluff a.s dreams arc ma<ie of, 
and our little life in rounded uith a sleep. * * * Ye elves of hills, 
brooks, standing hakes groves : and yo that, on the sands, with 
printless foot, do chase tbc ebbing Neptune, and do dy him when he 
coniea hack ; yoti d» ini-pup[>ets, Uiat. by mo<^iJ^hiiie, lio the gn-en-sour 
ringlets mako^ whereof the ewe not bites; and you, whoi^e p.istimc is 
to make midnight mushrooms; that rejoioj to hear the eolemu curfew ; 
—by whose aid, (wc^ik masters though ye be,) 1 have bedimmed the 
noontide sun,called forth the mutinous v\inds, and, *twixt the grts^n sea 
and the azurocl voulL set roaring war; to the dread rattling thunder 
have I given lire, and rifted Jove's stout oak with his own bolt; the 
strong«bnsed promontory have 1 made elmkc, and, hy the spurs, 
plucked up the pine and cedar ; graves, at my command, have waki.'d 
their slecpcro, opod, and let them forth, by my ro potent art :—But 
this rongn magic L hero abjure ; and, when I have required some 
beavcoW music, to work mine end upon their senses tliat this airy charm 
is for, rll break my staff, bury it certain fathoms in the earth, and, 
deeper than did ever plummet sound, I'll drown my book. 



MISCELLANEOUS DIALOGUES AND 

DRAMATIC SCENES. 

I^^TITE KING AND TUE MILLER OF MANSFIELD.—Dodslky* 

[Two Speakers: the King and the MiUer.] 

Krsn No, no, this can be no public road, that’s certain : lam 

lo?it. quite lost iticKi'd. Of wbatadvanta ^o is it now to be a king ? Night 
shows ii\o no re-sncct; I cannot better, or walk so well as^a^tother 
man. What is a King ? Is he not wiser than another man ? Not with- 
out his councillors, I plainly fiud. Is he not more powerful ? I oft 
have been told so, indeed, but what now can my i>owtT command ? Is 
he not greater and more magnificent ? When seated on his throne, and 
surrouncloil with nobles and flatterers, perhaps he may think so; but, 
when lost in a wood, alas ! what is he but a common mao ? His wisdom 
knows not winch is north, anti which is south ; his power a beggar's 
dog would hark at; and his prealnes;s the beggar would not bow to. 
And yet how oft arc sve puffed up with these false attributes ! Well, 
in losing the monarch, I hare found the man .—[The report c^f a ynn in 
hranl,] —lla.k ! some villain sure is near I What were it best to do? 
Will iny majesty protect me? No, Throw majesty aside then, and 
let manhood do it. 

y\ ii.i.KK frrj/rr^.] I bclieTo I hear the rogne. Who’s there 

Kinu* No rogue, I assure you. 

Miller. Little better, friend, I believe. Who fired that gun ? 

KlKO. Not I, indeid. 

Mii.lkr. You lie, I boliovo. 

Kino. Lie 1 lie I How strange it seems to mo to be talked to in 
inis stylo I Upou my word I don't. 

Mili^kr. Como, come, sirrah, confess ; you have shot one of the 
king's deer, haven’t you? 

KiNu. No, indeed ; I owe the king more respect. I heard a gun 
go off, indeed, and was afraid some robbers might be near. 

Millhu. Im not bound to believe tliia, friend ^r^y, who are you ? 
What’s your name ? 

Kiku. Name I 

Miller. Name 1 yes, name. Wliy yon have a name, haven’t you ? 
Whore do you come from ? Wlint is your business here ? 

King. These arc questions 1 have notbtH.*n used to, honest man. 

MiLt.BR. Maybe so, honest man ; but they are questions no honest 
man would be afraid to answer, I think : so, if you can give no bettor 
account of yourself, I sliall make bold—to take you along with me, ii 
you please. 

Kiko. With you ! what authority have you to take me ! 

Millbr. The king's authority ; if I must give you an account, 
sir, I am John Cocklo the miller of Mansfield, odd of his majesty’s 
keepers in this fon*^t of Sherwood ; and I will let no suspected fellow 

E iiss this way, that cannot give a better account of himself than you 
avo done, I promise you. 

King. I must submit—to my own anthority—[astde.l Very well, 
sir, 1 am glad to hear tho king has so good an officer ; and since 1 find 
you have hie authority, I will give you a better account of myself, if 
you will do mo the favour to hear it. 

Miller. It’s more than you deserve, I believe ; but let’s hear what 
you can say for yourself. 
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KiKG. I have the hoDotir to belong to the king as well as yon. and. 
perhaps^ should be as unwilling to see any wrong done him. I came 
down, with him, to hunt in thib forest ; and the chace Icaciing xi^ 
day a groat way from home, I am benighted in tius w*ood, and have 
lost my way. 

Mii.i.sit/ This d<'e« not sound well. If yon hare been a*buntiug, 
pray where is your hi>iie 

Kim;. I have tired my horse so much that bo lay down under mo, 
and I wasublig«~^ to leave him. 

Millkr. If 1 thought I nught believe this now 

Kino. I am not used to lie. honest toau. 

if JXLtn. What ! do j*ou live at court, and not lie ? ba ! ha ! ha 1 
tJ;at's ;i likely story indeed. 

King. Be that as it will. I speak truth now, I assure yon ; and to 
convince yon of it, if you will attend me to Nottingham, if 1 aot near 
it, or give me a night's h>dgiug in your owu house, here is something 
to pay you for your trouble; a //Eir>cJ and if that is not suN 

heient, 1 will satu*fy you in tho ijiorniug to your utmost desire. 

Mim.kr. Ay I now I am ronvinevd lliat you are a courtier ; h« re U 
.a little briV^ for to-day. and a large j* ro oil sc for to-morrow, both in 
a breath ! here, take it again, and Ukc this along w ith it,—John Cockle 
is no courtier ; he can do what he ought—without a bribe I 

Kl.SG. Thou art a very extraordinary man, I must own ; and I 
should 1)0 ghid, tuethinks, to be farther acquainted with thee. 

MlLEKFU Thee 1 and thou! pr'ythce don't thee and thou me; I 
believe I am as good a man an yourself, at least. 

Kino. Sir. I beg your pardoo. , , ^ . , . v . 

Mir.LKR. Nay, l am not anCTV, incnd: only 1 don t lore to be too 
tainiliar witii aoylxxly, before I know whether or not he dcserTc* it, 

Kl.NC. You are in thenght. But what am I to do? 

Mil.LKR. You m.ay do—wh.at you plca^o. You are twelve miles 
from Nottingham, and all the way through thick wood ; but, if you 
are resolved upon going thither to-night, I will put you in the rood, 
and direct you the Wet I can ; or, if you will accept of such poor en¬ 
tertainment as a miller cuu give, you will be welcome to sUiy all night, 
and in the morning I ph.-»li go with you myself. 

King. And cjinnot you go with me to-night ? 

Mii.LKit. Huh 1 I would not go with you to-night, if you were 
the king. 

King. Then I must go with you, I think. 


II.—LOCHIEB’S WARNING.— Campbeli- 
[Two S|>caker8 : the Wizard and Ix>chiel.] 

Wizard. l<ocl»iel 1 Lochiel 1 bewnroof thedav when the Lowlands 
iball meet thee in battle array. For afield of thedead niBlica red onmy 
sight and the clans of Culfoden arc scattered in flight; they rally, 
they bleed for tJicir kingdom and crown ; woe, woe to the riders that 
trample them down I Proud Cumberland prances, insulting the slain, 
and their hoof-beaten bosoms arc trod to the plain !—But liaik ! through 
the fast-flashing lightning of war, what ste^ to the desert flics frantic 
and far? 'Tis llW, oh, Glcnullin 1 whose bndo shall await, hko a Ioto 
lighted watch-fire, all night at tlic gAte. A st^ comes at moromg 
no rider is there ; but its bridle is rod with the sipi of despair. >> eep, 
Albin I to death and captivity led I Oh, weep !j>ut thy 
number the dead : for a merciless sword on Cullodcn shall wavo— 

Culloden, that recks with the blood of the bravfc 

LocuiKL. Go, preach to the coward, thou dcatb-tcUing soer I or 
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*f cory Collodon fo drcadfiil appear^ draw, dotard! aroucd tby old 
Nv ivering sigbty this mantle, to cover the pbaDtoros of fright. 

WrzAfiD. Ha ! laugh*st thou, Lochicl, my Tision to scorn? Proud 
bird of the mountain, thy pin me shall be torn ! Bay, rushed the bold 
eagle exiiltiuglv forth from his horn?, in the dark^rolling clouds of the 
north? Lo I tbedeatli-shotof focmen out3pcc^liDg, he r(^c companioQ- 
loss, hearing destniction abroad ; but down let him stoop from his 
havoc on high : ah ! home let him speed,—for the spoiler is nigb. 
Why rtamos the far summit? Why shoot to the blast those embers, 
like stafri from the firmament cast ? ^Tis the fire shower of ruin, all 
dreadfully driven from his oyry that beacons the darkness of heaven. 
Oh, crofted Lochicl! the peerless in might, whose banners arise on the 
battlem mt^' height, hoavcn*8 fire is around thee, to blast and to bum : 
return to tiiy dwelling—all lonely—return I for, the blackness of ashe.s 
shall mark \yhcrc it stood, and a wild mother scream o'er her famislr 
ing brood ! 

Lociiirl. False Wizard, avaunt! I have ntarshallctl my clan, their 
Bwords arc a thousand, tlieir bosoms arc one ; they are true, to the last 
of their blood and their breath : and like reapers descend to the harvest 
of death. Then welcome bo Cumberland's sto^ to the shock ; lot him 
dash his proud foam, like a wave—on the rock ! But woo to bis kindred, 
and woe to his cause, when Albin her claymore indignantly draws; 
when her bonneted chi>.‘ftains to ricto’y crowJj, Clanranald the d^aaDtlesa, 
and Moray the proud, all plaided and plumed in their tartan array- 

\\ IZATID. > Lochiel, Lochicl I beware of the day I for, daric and 
.despairing, my sight I may seal, but man cannot cover what God 
avould reveal: *tis the sunsetof Ufo mvos nio mystical lore, and coming 
pvents cast their shadows before. I tell thee, Cullodoo's dread echoes 
shall rinp with the blood-hounds that bark for thy fugitive king !— 
Lo ! anointed by Heaven with the vials of wrath, bcnold where he flies 
on Lis desolate path I Now, in darkness and billows, he sweeps from 

my sight: rise ! rise, to wild tempests, and cover his flight!-'Tis 

finished. Their thunders are husned on the moors : Cullodon is lost^ 
and my country deplores! But where is the iron-bound prisoner? 
where? For the red eye of battle is shut in despair. Bay, tnounts ho 
the ocean-wave, banished, forlorn, like a limb K'om his country cast 
bleeding and tom ?—Ah no 1 for a darker departure is near ; the ^var- 
drum is muffled, and black is the bier—his death-bell is tolling J O 
incrcjM dispel yon sight, that it freezes my spirit to tell! Life flutters 
convulsed m his quivering limbs, and his blood-streaming nostril in 
agony swims ! Acenrs’d be the fagots that blaze at his feet, where 
hLS heart ehall bo thrown ere it ceases to beat, with the smoke of its 
ashes to poison the gale- 

toothless insuUcrl I trust not the tale: for 
never shaU Albm a destiny tncct, so black with dishonour, so foul with 
retreat. Though ray perishing ranks should be strewed in their gore 
hko ocean-heaped on the surf-bcaten shore, Loohiel, untamt^ 
by flight or by chains, while the kindling of life in his bosom remains, 
ehall ^ctor exult, or in death he laid low, with his back to the field, 
and his face to the foe ! and, le^iviog in battle no blot on his name, 
look proudly to Heaven from the deatb-bod of fame I 


^m.—FROM THE ILIAD OF HOMER.—PoPB* 

^ [Two Speakers: Hector and Andromache.} 

Akd. Tod daring prince!—Ah 1 whither dost thou run ? Ah! too for¬ 
getful of thy wife and son! And think^st thou not how wretched we 
shall be ? A widow I, a helpless orphan he ! For, sure, such courage 
length of life denies; and thou must fall, thy virtue^s sacrifice* 
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Hec. Andromache \ my soul'a far better part ! why with untimdy 
Aorrow heaves thy heart ? No hostile baud can aeWdate my doom, till 
Pate condemn me b> the silent tomb. 

And. Greece in her single heroes strove in vain: now ho^ts oppo'e 
thoc—^and thou iQu.st bo slain. OU I irr-nif me, Oixls I c*re Ut.otor meet's 
hiB doom^ all I can of Ueaven—an early tomb ! So shall my da vs 
in one sad tenor nm, and end with sorrows as they fir^t bof'tm. iio 
parent now remains my jrrivfs to share, no father's aid, no mother’s 
tender care ; ^ct, wlule my Hector still survives, I see my father, mother, 
brethren, all in thee ! Alas 1 my pareDt><, brethren, kmdred, all—once 
more will perish, if my Hector fail. Thy wife, thy infant, in thy 
(Liters share—Oh I prore a husband’s and a parent's c.tre I 

Hkc. My early youth was bred to warlike pains; my soul impels 
me to the martial plains, Still foremost let nic stand to gmird the 
throne, to save my father's hono urs and my own. 

And. 'That (quarter most the skilful Greeks annoy, where yon wild 
fig*trecs join the walls of Troy ; thou from this tower defend the im¬ 
portant ix)st; there Agumemuou points his dreadful host ! Thriceou/* 
bold foes the fierce attack have jnven, or led by hopes, or dictated 
from Heaven. L«ct others iu the held their arms employ ; but stay, 
my Hector, here, aud guard bis Troy I 

Hec. How would the sous of Troy, in arms renowned, and Troy's 
proud damc^j, whose garments sweep the ground, attaint the lustre of 
my former name, should Hector boAoly nuit the field of fame! No 
more—but liastcn to thy tasks at home ; there guide the spindle and 
direct the loom. Me glory summons to themarti.ti scene ; the field of 
combat is the subere for men. f Andromache retires,) 

Hbo. (o/one.j Yet como it will ; the day decreed by fates! (how mv 
heart tremhlc/i while my tongue relates 1) the day, when thou, imperial 
Troy ! must tK*nd, most see thy warriors fall, Ibv glories end. Aud 
yet, no dire presage so wounds tuy mind, my mother’s death, the ruin 
of tny kind, not Priam's hoary hairs defiled with gore, nor all inv 
brothers gasping on the shore, os ihinc, Androtnacbo !—Thy griefs 1; 
dread I I see thee trembling, weeping, ciptiro ]e<l I—May 2 lie cold 
before tliat dreadful day, pressed with a load of monumental clay ! 
thy Hector, wrapt in cverlutiug sleep, shall neither hear theo sigh, 
nor see thee weep. 


V.—FROM THE TRAGEDY OF ^‘CATILINE."—Cnoi.r. 
[Four Speakers: Cicero, Catiline, Odhegus, and Consul; also Senators, 

LIctors, and Conspirators.] 

Cicero. Fathers and 8cnator»~Do need for further proof of this ro 
bcllion.—Here I repeat the charge, to gods and meu,of treasons mani- 
fold ;—that Catiline this day received despatches from the rebels-^ 
that he has leagued with deputias from Gaul to seise the province ; 
nay, has levied troops, aud raised his rebel standard ;—that but now 
a meeting of conspirators was held under his roof, wdth mystic rites 
and oaihit, pledged round the body of a murdered slayc.—To these 
bo has no answer, 

Catilinb. Conscript Fathers ! I do not rise to waste the night in 
words ; let that plebeian talk, 'tis not my tmdo: but hero I stand for 
right, for Roman right j though none it see ms dare stand to take their 
share with mc« Let him show proofs....Ay, cluster there, cling to 
Tour master ; judges—Rotnans—slaves ! His charge is false 1 dare 
him to his proofs. You have my auMver now t 1 must be todo« 

Cic* Bring back the armour of the Gaulish king ; which, as X told 
you, was this evening seixed within his oouso«—Yon luow them* 
CaUUne ? 
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Cat. The axe and helmet of the AUobroges ! Knofr them I 

What criminatioa’ji there? what tongue lives in that helm to charge 
me ? Cicero—po search my house; you may find twenty such, all fairly 
struck from brows of barbarous kings, whon you and yours wore plot¬ 
ting hero in Rome. I say, go search my house. And is this «all ? I 

scorn to toll you by what chance they Ciiinc.-Where have I IovicjI 

troops—tainpj.Tfd with slaves—bribed fool or villain to embark liis neck 
m this rebellion ? Let my actions speak. 

Civ. Dee<is sh;dl convinc,: you ! Has the traitor done ? 

Cat. But this I will .avow, that i hate scorned, and still do scorn, to 
hide my sense of wrong. Who brands mo on the forehead, breaks my 
sword, or lays the bloo<ly scourge upon my back, can’t wrong mo half 
so much as he who shuts the gates of honour on me—tvirning out the 
Roin.an from his birthright: and for what?—1o fiing your offices to 
every slaye—vipers that creep, where man dis<lains to climb; and liaving 
wound their loathsome track to the top of this huge mouldering 
monument of Rome, hang hissing at the noble man below. 

Cio. This is his answer ! Must I bring more proofs ? Fathen*, you 
know there lives not one of us but is in peril of his midnight sword. 
Lists of pro.^cription hate bi'ca handed round, in which your gcnorul 
properties are made your murderer s hire. Bring in the prisoners. 

an<] Conspirators are brouyhc in 6y t)i€ Lictors^ who dtlivsr 
pfTj/ers to Cicero.] 

Cat. Cethegus! [n.tiJc.] 

Cic. Fathers I these stains to their high name and blood came to 
my house to murder mo; and came suborned by him. 

C.VT. Cethepus ! did you say this? 

Ckthkous. Not I. I wont to kill a prating, proud plebeian, whom 
tlioso fools palmed on the oonsaUhip. 

Cko. And sent by whom ? 

Cktu. By none.—By nothing but my zeal to purge the senate of 
yourself, most learned Cicero ! 

Oio. Fathers of Romo I If man can be convinced by proof as clear 
as daylight, there it stands I Those men have been arrested at the gates 
bearing dispatches to raise war in Oaul. Look on these letters i 
Hoj e's a deep-laid plot to wreck the province ; a solemn league, made 

with all form and circumstance. The time is desperate,-all theslaTOA 

arc up:—Rome shakes 1 The heavens alone can t.*ll how near our 
^aves we stand even hero !—the name of Catiliuo is foremost in tho 
league. Ho was their king.—Tried and convicted traitor, go from Romo! 

Cat. Come, consecrated lictors I from vour tiirones; fling down 
your sceptres—take tho rod and axe, and maxc the murder as you make 
Iho law. 

Cio. Give up the record of his banishment. 

L To a Lictor, The Lictor givte a pajnr to (he const//, who rends] 
ucius Sergius Catiline, by the decree of the ^nate, you are declared 
n traitor, an enemy, and an alien to the State, ana banished from 
tho territory of the commonwealth. 

Oat. Banished from Rome I What's banisbedi** but set free from 
dally contact of the things 1 loathe ? Tried and convicted traitor ! 
Who says this ? Wholl prove it, at his ^ril, on my head ? Banished ? 
thank yon for’t. It breaks my chain : I held some slack allegiance 


till this hour—but now my sword’s my own. Smile on, my lords I I 



here X fling hatred and full defiance in your face. Your Consul’s 
merclfol*—zor this all thauks. He dares not touch a hair of CatlUne I 
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Consul. Liccor^, cow drive tne tr*iitor from th? temple ! 

Cat. ‘•Tntitorf-1 ^:o—but I returu. This—tri:tl ! .Here I 

devote your Senate ! I've h.nl wrong's to «tir a ver in thn bloo^i uf a^e 
or make the lufaui’s sinews strong :is steel. Tliin dav's the birth^ot 
sorrows ! This hours work will breev. proHcriptions.—^—I^k to your 
hearths, my Jord< ! for there henceforth sh lU sit, for household 
sh.'ifK^s hot from Tartaru-i—all sham s and crim*^ ;—wan Trc.achcry* 
with hitf thirsty dap rvr draw n ; 5>u«sp.ci<*n. fK^Uoiiiiig his brother’s cup : 

Ib l>elliob, with the torch and aie, Uiakinghis wihj s|x>rtofyour 
bhiziiig thrones; till Anarchy come down on you Uko night, aiui 
Mas5.icrc bcal Kome's eUTual gnive ! 

Consul. Go, enemy anti p.«rr4cidc. from Romo ? 

Cat. It shall be so ! When Catiline comes airaiD. vour grandeur 

shall l>? hase, anti clowns hIiuU sit in scorn upon thu«e ch.airs ;_your 

pahiccs shall See tho «oldier*s revels, and your we dth shall go to docJ: 
his or his horse. Tb-n Ciccuo, and lu^ tooN, shill pav nn' 

blood !-Kind such of you as cannot tind tiie grace to die with bworik; 

in your right hands, shall feel the life—life worse th.in death—of 
tramplLKl Rlavt*H ! 

Cic, Ex|>el him, lictors ! Clear the senate house ! 

Cat, I go,—but not to leap the gulf alum*: I go :—but when I come 
again,—*twiJl be the burst of ocean ui the earthquake—rolling kick in 
ttwift and mountainous ruin. Fare you well I You build my funeral 
liilc ; but your best blood skill quench its flames.—Back, slaves f/o /Ac 
/fc/or/.J 1 tviil returu ! 

.A:v. —FROM THE TRAGEDY OF CATO. ’’—Addison. 

[Three Si>cakcrs : Cato, Sempronius, Lucius ; also Senators.] 

Cato, Fathers, wo once again are met in council : Carr’s approach 
has 8uajmone<l us together, and Rome attends her f^te from our re* 
solves. How shall vv<; tre-at this bold aspiring man? Succchh still 
follows him, and backs has crimes* ’'I'is time wc shonhl <b.‘crce what 
course to take* Fvither^, pronounce yont thoughts: are thev still 
fixed to hold it out .and light it to tho Last? or, are your hearts sub¬ 
dued at leugth, and wrought by time and ill success to a submission ? 
Sempronius, speak. 

SfeSMpnoNica. My voice is still for war. Oods ! can a Roman ■senate 
long debate which of the two to choose, slavery or tleaih ? No, let ms 
rise at once, gird oo our swords, and, at the bead of our remaining 
troops, attack the foe, break through tho thick arr.iy of his thronged 
legions, and charge homo upon him. Perhaps some arm, more lucky 
than the rest, may reach his heart, and free tho w'orld from loodage. 
Kisc, fathers, rise I ’tis Rome demands your help; rise, and revengo 
her slaughtered citisens, or share their mte I The cor|)so of half her 
senate maoure the fields of Tbes-valy, while we sit here delibonitiog,i 
in cold debate, if we should sacrifice our lives to honour, or wear themf 
out io servitude and chains* Rouse up, for shame 1 our brothers oft 
Pbarsalia point at their wounds, and cry aloud—To little I Great 
Pompoy’s sliade complains that we are slow, and Sclpio’a ghost walks 
unrevunged amoDgst us. 

Cato* Let not a torrent of impetnotts seal transport thee thus 
beyond the bounds of reason ; true fortitude Is seen in great exploits 
that justice wamnts, and that wisdom guides: all else Is towering 
frenxT and distraction* Are not tho lives of those who draw tho 
sword in Romo’s defence entrusted to cor care? Should we thus lead 
them to a field of slaughter, might not the impartial world with 
reason say,—-we lavished at our death the blood of thousands, to grace 
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onr fill, and make our ruin glorious? Luctus, we next v.onld know 
what’s yonr opiuioo. 

Luc I My thoughts, I confess, are turntxl on peace. Already 
have our quarrels rilled the \%orld with widows ami with orpliaos: 
Scythia mourns our guilty wars, and earth's remotest rccfions lie half- 
uupeopksl hy the feutls of Koine : ’tis time to sheathe the sword and 
spare mankimh It is not Gicsar, but the go<ls, my fathers* the gods 
declare agaio'^t us, and rcqnd our vain att'^inpts- To urge the foe to 
batth'—pri>in)aed l>s* blimi revenge and wilil despair—were to refn^c 
the awanl of IVovidcncc, ami not to rest in Heaven's deter mi nation* 
Already have wo shown our love to Home ; now let us show submU* 
'-ion to the gods. We took up arms* not to revenge oin^elvcs, but 
free the commonwealth ; when thi.s cnii fails, arms have no further 
use ; our country’s ?ause, that drew oiir swords* now w'rcsts them from 
our h.ands,and bills us not dcligivt in Itoinan bloo<l unprofitably shod: 
what men could do is done ah-eady : Heaven and earth will witness, 
if Romo must fall, that we are innocent* • 

Cato. Let us appear nor rash, nor diffident: immoderate valour 
swells into a fault: and fear* rulmitbxl into public councils* betrays 
like troiusoo. Let us shun them both, .. .Fathers* I cannot foe thitt 
our affairs are grown thus dcsi-iorate t we have bulwarks round ua ; 
within our walks arc troops inured tot<»il in Afric's heats* and scasoDcd 
to the sun ; Numidi.a's spacious kingdom lies behind us* ready to rise 
at its young prince’s calk \Vldlo there is hope* do not distrust the 
gods ; but wait at least till Cicsar’s oe^^r approach force us to yield. 
’ISvill never be too late to sue for chains* and own a conqueror. *Why 
should Home fall a moment cre her time / No, let us draw her term of 
freedom out in its full length, and spin it to the List. So shall wo gain 
still one day’s liberty: .'ind let me perish, but* in Cato's judgment, a 
day, an hour, of virtuous liberty* is worth a whole eternity in bondage I 


VL—FROM THE TRAGEDY OF ** DOUGLAS."—HoiiR. 

[Three Speakers: Norval* Qlenalvon, and Lord Randolph.] 

Gr.EN. Hisportllove: he's in a proper mood to chide the thunder, 
if at him it roared. [a#i<fe.] U;id Norval seen the troops ? 

Noiiv. The setting suu >vith yellow radiance lightwl all the vale * 
and, as the warriors moved* each polished helm, corslet, or snear' 
glanced back his kiUKhI be*ams. Tho hill they climbed* and* halting at 
its top,—of more than mortal size, towering, they seemed a host ancelie 
clad m burning arms. ® ’ 

Gi.kn. Tliou ^Ik st it well! no leader of our host in sounds more 
loft V speaks of glorious war 1 

N<mv. If I shall e’er acquire a leader’s name, my speech will be less 
ardent. Nojeltv now prompts my tongue, and youthful admiration 
vents Itself freely ; smee no part is mine of praise pertaining to tho 
great in arms. ^ e 

Glk^. You wrong yourself, brare sir! your martial deeds have 
ranked you wiUi the great. But mark me, Norval I Lord Randolph’s 
favour now exalts your youth above his veterans of famous service 
Lot me, who know these soldiers, counsel you :—give them all honour* 
seem not to command ; else they v/iU hardly brook your late-sprung 
power, which nor alliance props nor birth adorns. ^ 

Nonv. Sir 1—I have been accustomed, all my days, to hear and 
speak the plain and simple t rath; and though I have been told that there 
are men who borrow friendship’s longue to speak their scorn, yet in 
such language I am little skilled ; therefore, I thank Glcualvon for his 
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COODsel, altboQg^ it soaod*xl harshly ! Why remind me of my birth 
obocoro ? Why elur my power with each coatemptuoas terms / 

Glek. 1 did Dot mean to ^11 yoor pride, whi» now I see grtrat. 
Nonv, My pride I 

Glks. Supprt^Hs it, a* you wish to prosper. Yoor pride's excesrire. 
Yet. for IlaodoIpb*6 sake, I will not leayc yoo to its nvsh direction 
If tnns you swell and frown at hi^h^born men, will high*boro men 
endure a shepherd’s scorn ? 

Noiiv, A shepherd's scorn ? 

Glen. Yes; tf you pre^tume to bond on soldiers these disdainful 
eyes ; as if you tooic the measure of their minds, and said in secret, 
** You’re no match for me ! ” what will become of you ? 

Noitv, Hast thou no fears for thy presumptuous self? 

Olkn, Ha I dost thou tbreateo me? 

Norv. Didst thou not hear? 

GtKK. Unwillincfy I did; a nobler foe had not been questioned 
thus ; but such as thou 

Kon^. Whom dost thou think me? 

Olb 5.NorraL 

Norv, So I am and who is Norral in Glenalvon's eyes ? 

Gr.EX. A peasant's son, a wandering beggar boy ; at best no more, 
cren if be sp^ks the truth. 

Nouv. raise as thoo art, dost thou suspect my truth ? 

Glen. Thy truth ! thon’rt all a lie; and grossly false is the Tain* 
glorious tale thou told’et to Randolph. 

Nort. If 1 were chainerl, unarmed, or bed-rid old, perhaps 1 aliould 
reTile; but, as I am, I hare no tongue to rail. The humble Norral is 
of a raco~who strirouot but with deeds I Did I not fear to freeze thy 
shallow Taloar, and make thee sink too soon beneath my sword, I’d 
tell thoc^what thou art ! I know thee well I 

Glex. Dost thou not know Glenaltron, bom to command ten thou* 
■and alares like thee? 

Nofiv. Villain, no more I Draw and di^fend thy life. I did design 
to haTu defied thee in another cause ; but Hcarcn accelerates its Ten* 
geanco on th^. Now for my own and L;idy R^iudolph’s trrongs I 

drato (h^ir iwordM, Ijord Kandolph adranccs.3 
Lord Kaxd. Hold I I commaud you both I The man that stirs 
maJeee me bis foe. 

Kout. Another Toice than thine that threat had yainly ^oundt.d, 
noble Randolph. 

Glen. Hear him, my lord ; he's wondrous condescending ! Hark 
the hamllitT of Shepherd Norral I 

Kobv. [SAcofAcsAis 9word.] Now yon msT scoff in safety ! 

Lord Band. Siicak not thus taunting eacn oilier,but unfold to tno 
the cause of qoarrcl; then 1 judge betwixt you. 

NoRV. Nay, my good lord^ though 1 rcyere you much, cau^e I 
plead not, nor demand your judgment. 1 blush to speak—i will not, 
cannot speak—the opprobrious words that 1 from him have borne. To 
the liege lord of my dear natiye land I owe a subject’s homage; but, 
eycn him and his high arbitration I'd reject. Within my bosom rei gus 
another lord—Honour! sole judn and umpire of itsilf. If my free 
spoech offend you, noble Bsndolpn, reroke your farours, and let Norval 
go hence as he camo ; slont^^but not disboDoured I 

Lord Rand. Thns far rU mediate with impartial toIco ; tlie 
ancient foe of Caledonia's land do*w waves his banner o'er her Irighti^d 
fields: suspend your purpose till your country's arms repel the bold 
inyader ; meu decide the private quarrcL 
Glrx. 1 agree to UUs* 


28 
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Kokv, An<l I. [Lord Bnndolpk retires.] 

i ii.v.S, NorTAl, notnur rariance mar the social hour, nor wrong 
thf ho“^pilalitr of Ilandolph. Nor frowning anger, nor yet wrinklcU 
h:ito, shall st un niy countenance. Smooth thou thy brow ; nor let our 
strife dis^turb the gentle dame. 

Noitv. Think not so lightly, sir, of my resentment ; when we con* 
tend again, our strife is mortal. 


VII—FROM “VENICE PRESERVED/—Otwat. 

[Two Speakers :—PriuU and JafHon] 

PuirL!. No more ; I’ll hear no more I Begone, and loaTC me ! 

Jar Finn. Not hear me I By my Bufferings, but you shall t My Lord, 
my Lord 1 I’m not that abject wretch you think me. Patience ! 
wliorc'rt the distance throws me back so far, but I may boldly speak 
iu right, though proud oppression will not hoar 7 

Pui. Have you not wronged me? 

Jak. Could*my nature eVr have brooked injustice, or the doing 
wrong, I need not now thus low have bent myself, to gain a bearing 
from a cruel father. Wronged you ! 

Pnt. Yes, wronged me I In the nicest point, the honour of mv 
))Ouso—you’ve done me wrong. You remember (for I now will 

speak, and urge iU baseness), when you first came home from travel, 
with such hopes as made you looked on, by all men’s eyes, a youth of 
exi>cctation, pleased with your growing virtue, I received you, courted, 
and sought to raise you to vour merits : my house, my table, nay, 
mv fortune, too, my very self, was yours ;—you might have used me 
to* your best service. L^e an open friend, I treated, trusted you, and 
thought you mine ; when, in requital of my best endeavours, you trea* 
cherously practised to undo me—o’erpowered the weakness of ruy age’s 
darling, my only child, and stole her from my bosom. O, Belvidora ! 

Jak. ’Tis to me you owe her : childless you had been else, and in 
the grave your name extinct,—no more Irriuli heard of. x ou may 
rcmcml>er, scarce ftvo years are past, since, in your brigantinei yon 
sailed to see the Adriatic wedded by our Duke : and I was with you. 
Your unskilful pilot dashed us upon a rock, wticn to yon? boat you 
made for safety; entered first yourself ;—the affrighted Bolvidcni 
following next, ns she stood trembling on the vessel's side, was, by a 
wave, washed off into the deep ; when instantly 1 plunged into tho 
sea, and, buffeting the billows to her rescue, redeemed her life vnth 
half the loss of mine. Like a rich conquest, in one hand I boro her; 
and with the other dashed the saucy waves, that thronged and pressed 
to rob me of my prize. I brought her,—gave her to your despairing 
arms : Indeed, you thanked me ; but a nobler gratitude rose in her soul ; 
for from that hour she loved me; till for her life she paid mo with 
herself, 

Pai. Ton stole her from me !—like a thief you stole her, at dead of 
night t that curs^ hour you chose to rifle me of all my heart held 
dear. May all your joys in her prove false, like mine I A etcrile 
fortune, and a barren home, attend you both I continual discord make 
your days and nights bitter and grievous still I may the hard hand of 
a vexatious need oppress and grind you—till, at last, you find the 
curse of disobedience all your portion ! 

Jap, Half of your curse you have bestowed in vain Heaven has 
already crowned our outcast lot with a young boy, sweet as his 
mother’s beauty ; may he live to prove more gentle than his grand- 
sire. and happier than his father I 

Prx. Rather live to bait thee for his bread, and din yonr ears witih 
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iiQDjnr crie5 ; whilst bis unhappy mother sits down and in 

bitterness of want ! 

Jaf. You talk as if 'twoulJ please yoo* 

Pni. 'Twonld, by Iloavco ! 

Jaf. Would I were in my jjra^e ! 

Phi. And she loo with thee ! for, living here, yon*re bat my curiou 
remcmbr.iTicers I once was liappy I 

Jaf. You use me thus, because yon know my sool is fond of B *l- 
videra ! You perceive my life fotAs on her, therefore thus you treat 
me. Were I that thief, the doer of such wrongs as you upbraid me 
with, what hinders me but I might send her back to you with con¬ 
tumely, and court my fortune where she would be kinder ? 

Pni. You dare not do't I 

Jaf, Indeed, my lord, I dare not. My heart, th.at awes me, U too 
much my master. Three years are pa.vHed since tirst our vows were 
plighted, during whicli time, the world must l>ear me wituens. IVo 
treated Belvidera as your <laughior,—the duughCer of a Senator of 
Venicedistinction, place, attendance, and ot><>crr.ance. due to h .r 
birth, she always ha.s commanded. Out of roy little fortune Tvo done 
this ; because (though liopel**ss e*er to win vour nature) the world 
iiught see I loved her for hersvlf, not aa the heiress of the great Priuli ! 

Pai. Ko more I 

Jaf. Yes, alL.«.a&d then adieu for ever I There's not a wretch tliat 
lives on common charity bat's happier that I ; for I have known the 
luscious sweets of plenty—every night have slept with soft content 
about my head, and never waked but to a joyful morning ; yet now 
mu.st fall, like a full esar of corn whose blossom 'scaped, yct's withered 
in the rincoing I . 

Pul. Home, and be humble I Studr to retrench ; discharge the lazy 
vermin in thy hall, those pageants of thy folly ; nduce the glittering 
trappings of thy wife to bumble wecd.-«, fit for thy little states then 
to some suburb cottago both retire ; drudge to feed loathsome life I 
Hence, hence, and starve I Home, home, 1 say I 


vrrr.—FROM the play op the ‘‘iron chest;'—C or.UArr. 

[Two Speakers : Sir lilward Mortimer and Wilfonl) 

Sir B. Wilford, approach me,—What am I to say for aiming at 
Tf>tir life ?—Do you not scorn me, despise me for It ? 

WlhP. I ! Oh, Sir I 

Sill E. You must; for I am singled from the herd of men, a vlio, 
bi*artbrokcn wretch I 

WiLF. Indeed, indeed, Sir, you deeply wrong yourself. Your 
eqiLnrs love, the poor man's prayer, the orphan's tear of gratitude^, 
all follow you;—and 1—I owe you all I I am most bound to bloss you. 

Sir E. llark me, Wilford:—I know the value of the orphan’s tear, 
the poor mun's prayer, respect from the res peeled ; I feel, to merit 
these and to obUin them, is to taste, hero below, that thrilUog cordial 
which the remunemting Angol dmws from the eternal fountain of de¬ 
light to pour on bloas^ souls that enter Heaven. I fool this :—11— 
aow must ray natoro, then, revolt at him who seeks to stain his hand 
in human blood ?—and yet, it seems, this day I soaght your life.-^h ! 
1 have suffered madness 1 None know my tortures,-pangs !—But 1 

can end them : end thorn as far as appertains to thee.-1 have resolved 

it.—Fearful struggles tear me : out I have pondered on't,—ond 1 
must trust thoe« . ^ , 

WiLF. Your confidence shall not be broken* 

Siu E. Yon most swear. 
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WiLP. Swear, Sir I—will nothing but an oath, then— 

Sin E. Liston. May all the ills that wait on fraU honjanity be 
doubled on your bead, if you disclose iny fatal secret 1 May your body 
turn most larardike and loathsome ; and your mind more loathsome 
than your Ixxly I May those fiends who strangle babes for Tt-ry wan¬ 
tonness, shrink back and shudder at your monstrous crimes, and, 
shrinking, curse you I Palsies strike your youth I and the sharp 
terrors of a guilty mind poison your aged days ! while all your night^ 
a> on the earth you Uy your houseless head, out^horror horror ! May 
you quit the world abhorred, self-hated, hopeless for tlie next—your 
life a biir<h*n, and your death a fear ! 

WiLK. For mercy's sake, forbear I you terrify me 1 

Snt E. Hope this may fall upon thee :-swear thou hop*st it, by 

every attribute which hearen or earth can lend to bind and strengthen 
conjuration, if thou betray'et me. 

WibP. [A/ter a pause.] I swear, by all the ties that bind a man, 

divine or numan,-noTer to diyulge I 

Sir E. llcmembcr, you hare sought this secret ; yes, extorted it. I 
hare not thrust it on you. ’Tis big vrith danger to yon ; and to me, 
while 1 prepare to speak, torment unutterable 1 Know, Wilford, that 
—O, torluro 1 

WiLP. Dearest sir! collect yourself. This shakes yon horribly; 
you had this trembling, it Ls setree a weuk, at Madam Meleo's. 

£. There it ie—4ier uncle—~ 

WlLP. Her uncle 1 

Si a E. Him. She knows it not;—none know it,—Yon are the hrst 
ordained to hear me say, 1 am—his murderer* 

Winp. O horror t 
Sift E. His assassin, 

WiLF, What 1 you that—mur—the mordorer I am choked ! 

Sir B. Honour, thou blood-stain^ ^od I at whose red altar sit war 
and homicide; O I to what madness will insult drive thy votaries 1 In 
truth, in the world’s range, there doee not breathe a man, whose brutal 
nature I more strove to soothe with long forbearance, kindness, 
courtesy, than his who fell by me. But be disgraced me, stained me 
—oh, death and shame I—the world look^ on, and saw this sinewy 
savage strike me down, rain blows upon me, drag me to and fro, on the 
base eartl). Like carrion. Desperation, in every fibre of my frame, cried 
Vengeance I I left the room which ho had quitted: chance, (curse on 
the chance !) while boiling with my wrongs, thrust mo o^inst him, 
darkling, in the street—1 stabbed him to the heart—and my oppressor 
rolled li{oIe5i9, at my foot. 

WibP. Oh I mercy on mo ! How could this deed be covered ? 

Sir E. Would you think it? E'en at the moment when I gave the 
blow, butchered a fellow creature in the dark, I had all good men’s 
love. But my disgraoo, and tny opponent’s death thus linked with it, 
demanded nutice of the mag^tracy* They summoned me, as friend 
would summon friend, to acts of import and oommunication. We met 
’twas resolved, to stifle rumour, to put me on my triaL Mo 
accuser, no evidence appeared, to urge it on—’twas meant to clear my 
famOrf—How clear it then ? How cover it 7—you say*—Why, by ali^— 
gnilt's offspring, and its guard. I taught this breast, which truth 
once made ner throne, to forge a lie, this tongue to utter itrounded 
a tale, smooth ns a Bemph’s song from Satan’s mouth : so well com* 
pacted, that the o’orthronged court disturbed cool Justice in her 
judgment-scat, by shouting Innocence I” ere I had finished. The 
couii enlarged mo; and the giddy rabble bore me, in triumph, home* 
Ay t—look upon me*—I know thy sight aches at me* 
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Wfi-r. Heaven fortrive you ! It may be wrong—mdoed I pity you. 
Sir E. I disdain all pity.—I aak no cjon^oUtion. Idle boy ! ihiuk'^t 

thou that thiA compu 1 a ire confidence given to move tby pity ?_ 

Love of fame, (for still I cling to it) had urged me, thuA to qoaah thv 
curioui mischief in its birth. Hurt honour, in an evU, curbed hour, 

drove me to murder—lying ;—twould again ? ilv honc?nv,_aweet 

I>cacc of mind,—all, all. are bartered for a name. 1 will maintain it ! 
—^'^tiould Slander uhi.'^|>er o*cr my ecpulchre, and my gouJ*d agency 
survive in death. I could embody it with heaven's lightning, and the 
hot Ahaft of mv insulteil spirit should strike the blaster of my memory 
dead, in the cLurch-yard. Boy, I would not kill thee ; thy rashnejw 
and dUcernment threatened d.iuger I to chock tbeio there was no way 
left but this—&aVC one—your d<‘.ath you shall not be luy victim. 

11 .K. My death f What, take my life ’/—my life ! to prop this empty 
honour 1' 

Kir E. Empty? Grovelling fool ! 

U.F. I am your servant. Sir, chJd of your l>ounty. and know tny 
obligation. I have be*'n too cunons. iLipIy : 'tis the fault of youth— 

I ne'er meant injury : if it would serve you. I would lay down my life : 
I'd give it freely : could you then have the heart to rou me of it V You 
could not—i^bould not. 

Siu E. How? 

WiLF. You dare not. 

Sir E. Dare not ! 

Wil.F. Some bourv ago, you durst not. Pansion moved you—reSeo* 
lion iiiterpo.sod, and held your arm. But, should reflection prompt you 
to attempt it, my innocence would give me strength to struggle, and 
wrest tlie mutderoiis weapon from your liand. How would you look 
to find a peasant boy return the knife you levelled at his heart ; and 
a^k you which io heaven would show best—a rich man s honour, 

or a poor man's honesty ? 

IX.—FROM THE PLAY OF ‘MVILLIAM TELL.**—Kkowlbs. 
[Four Speakers; Tell, Albert, (his son,) Gcsler, Sarnem, 

and Attendant.] 

Sar. [To TV//.j Behold the governor. Down, slave, upon tby 
knees, and beg for mercy. 

Gkh. l>o<iS no bear ? 

Sab. He does, but braves thy power. Down, slave, and ask for life. 
Orh, [7b 7W/.) Why iq>caket thou not? 

Tell. For wonder I YW, for wonder—that thou seembt a man. 

OBd. What should 1 seem ? 

Tkll. a monster! 

Geo. ! Beware t—think on thy chains. 

Tell. Think on my chains! How came they on mo? 

Obs. Darbt tliou question me? Beware my vengeance. 

Tell. Can it more than kill ? 

Geo, Enough ; it may do that. 

Tell. No, not enough:—it cannot take awsy the grace of Ufo—the 
comelinc&s of look that virtue gives—its port erect, wdtli coQ:»ciouanoss 
of tmtb—its rich attire of honoumblo dews—its fair report that's rife 
on good men's tongues it cannot lay iu hand on the^ no more than 
itcan pluck his br^btneasfrom thesuD,orwith polluted fiuger Punish it. 
Obb. But it may make thee writhe. 

Tell. It may, and I may say, ** Go on I*' though it should make me 
groan aguim 

Ofis. Whence com’st thou ? 
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Tell. From the moontains ; there they watch no more the avalanche. 
Why 60 ? 

Tkll. Because they look for thee I The homcane cornea unawares 
upon them: from its bed the torrent breaks and finds them m its 
track 

Ges. What then ? 

Tkll. They thank kind Providence it is not thou !—Thou hast r^r- 
verted nature in them. The earth presents her fruits to them, and is 
not thanked. There’s not a bUssinp Heaven vouchsafes them, but the 
thought of thoc doth wither to a cur^c—as something they must lose, 

and had far better lack, ... . 

Ges. 'Tia well. I*d have them as their hills—that never smile, though 
wanton summer tempt them e*cr so much* 

Tkll. But they do sometimes smile. 

Gi:fi. Ah !—when is that? 

Tki.l. Wlirn they do pray for vengeance ! and the true hands arc 
lifted up to Heaven, on every hill, for justice on thee ! 

Ges, {To Sarnem.] lA'od’in his son. Now will I Ukc exquisite ven¬ 
geance. [ To 7til.) I would see thee make a trial of thy skill with that 
same bow. ’Tis s;iid thy arrows never mi^s. 

Tkll, What is the trial? 

Ges. Thou look's! upon thy boy as though instinctively thou 
guessed?! it. 

Tell. Look upon my boy I What mean you ? Look upon my boy 
as though I guessed it!—Guessed at tlio trial thou wouldst have inc 
niake!—Guessed it instinctively I Thou dost not mean !—no, no !—Thou 
wouldst not have mo make a trial of my skill upon my child ? Im- 
poseible t I do not guc&s thy meaning. 

Gkb. rd see thee hit an apple on hU head, throe hundred paces off. 
Tell, Great He:iven I 

Ges, On this condition I will spare his life and thine. 

Tell. Ferocious monster ! make a father murder hi.«» own child !— 
Tis beyond horror I 'tis too much for flesh and blood to bear ! 

Gks. Dost thou consent ? 

Tell. Mv hands are free from blood, and have no gust for it, that 
they should drink my child’s. ITI not murder my boy for Gesler 1 
BoT. Yon will not hit me, father. You’ll be sure to hit the apple. 
Will you not save me, father? 

Tell. Lead me forth—ITl make the trial. 

Boy. Father- 

Tell. Speak not to me ^—let mo not hear thy voico—thou must be 
dumb, and so should all things be—E.arth should be dumb, and heaven, 
unless its thunder muttered at the deed, and sent a bolt to stop it.-^ 
Give me my bow and quiver. 

Gb€L When all is ready. Samcm, measure hence the distance- 
throe hundred paces. 

Telu Will he do it fairly ? 

Gks. What is’t to thee, fairly or not ? 

Tell. O, nothing I a little thing! a very little thing t I only slioot 
at my child I [Samemj>r€pare« to meagre.] villain, stop 1 You measure 
gainst the sun. 

Geb. And what of that ? What matter whether to or from the sun 7 
Tkll. Td have it at my back. The sun should ehine upon the 
mirk, and not on him that shoots I will not shoot against the sun* 
Ges, Give him his way. [^Samem pacts and goes ouUj 

Tull. I should liko to aee the apple I must hit. 

OEa There, take that. 

T£T«l« YouVe picked the smallest one. 
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Gds* I know I hare* Thy skill will be- the greater if U)ou hiltest it. 

Tell, True!—true! I did not tuiuk of that. I wonder I did not 
think of that, A larger one had given me a chance to save my U>y.— 
Give me my bow and quiver. 

Gra [To an oUentlaut.) Give him a single arrow, 

Tkc-I.. [Ix/ol-ji o( it, and brtak$ •<,] Let roc see my quiver. It h> not 
one arri>w in a doA!U 1 would u&o to shoot w'ith at a dovc^ much le^ a 
dove like that. 

Gek. Show him the quiver. 

rS^/rn<#A tului (ht oppl^ tiud ot^ tht b<fy to place thcfn : fiicanichil^ 

Tell conctnU an arrotp andcr hi$ gurmtnl, lit (htn selects another ^rrerr.! 

Tell. Is the boy rc.ulv? Ketp silence now for Heaven's sake, and 
l>c roy wiiDCsMjs, tliat, if liis life's in peril from my han<], lis only for 
the chance of sitving it. For iiuTcy's >ake. kwp motionless and sifeut ! 
[//e aims and shoots in (he difcction ij the hot/. Sarnetn enters trilh (he 
appU OH the arrow's jniiut,^ 

The boy is liiifo—no hair of him loncliod ! 

Ti.LL, Tliiuk Ueaven ! [As he raises his ar;HS the conctnUd arrow 
/alls,] 

(jrj*, Urequallod archer ! H.\ ? why this concealed ? 

Tell, To kill thee, tyrant, had I slain my boy. 


FROM THE COMEDY OF “THE RITALS.**—SoEniDAN. / 

f^ur Speakers: Sir Anthony Absolute, CapUin Absolute, Fag, and 

Boy.] 

Pa<». Sir, there is a gentleman below desires to sec you,—Sliall I 
show him into the parlour? 

AliB. Ay—you may. But stay ; who is it, Fag? 

Fao. Your father, sir, ^ r r> 

A us. You puppy I why didn’t you show hun up directly . [Axu 
Fag.\ Now for a parental lecture.—[A'ri/rr Str Anthony AosoluteA— 
Sir, I am dcUghlcd to hco you hero, looking so well I Your sudden 
arnyal at B^ith made me apprehensive for your 

Siu Ajstu. Very apprencusivc, I dare say, Jack.— iVnat, you arc 
recruiting here, ch ? 

Ails, Yes, sir, I am on duty. t j j 

Sir Anth. WcH. J.ick, I am gUd to »ce you, though I did not 
expect it; for I was goiug to write to you on a httlc matter of ousj* 
ness.—Jack, I have been coosidcriog tnat 1 grow old and infirm, and 
shall probably not trouble you long. 

Am, Pardon me, sir, 1 nover saw you look more strong and hc-irty. 

Si a Antk. Well, then, Jock, I hayo been considering that 1 am so 
strong and hearty, I may continue to plague you a long time. Now, 
Jack, I am sensible that the income of your commission, with what I 
have hitherto allowed you, is but a small pittance for a lad of your 
spirit, 

Abk Sir, you are very good. » . 

SiH Akth, And it is my wis^ while yet I live, to have my boy 
make some figure In the world. I havo resolved, thereiorci to fix you 
at once in a noble independence. 

Ana. Sir, your kindness overpowers mej—I cannot expre^ the 
sense I have of your munifiocnce.—Yet, sir, I presume yon would not 

wish me to quit the army 7 .. , 

Sir Akth. Oh, that shall be as your wife chooses, 

Sui*AjfTar*Ay.**y, settle that between you—ecttle that between you. 

Abs. a wife, air, did you eay ? 
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Srix A NTH. At, a wife—did I not mention her before? 

AB8. Not a word of her, sir. 

Sm A>’Tn. I mustn't forget her, though.—Yes, Jack, tlie indepen* 
du^nce I was talking of is by marriage ;—the fortune is saddled with a 
—imt I suppose that makes no difference. 

Abs. Sir f you amaze mo ! 

Sib Anth. ^Yhy. what's the matter with the fool? Just now you 
were all gratitude'.*nd duty, 

Abs. 1 was, sir :—you talked to me of independence and a fortune, 
but not a word of a wdfe. 

SlU Anth. Why, what difference does that make? Tut, tut, sir! 
if you have the estate, you must take it with the live stock on it, as 
it stands. 

AB8. Pray, sir, who is the lady? 

Sin Aktu. What*R that to you, sir?—Come, give me your promise 
to love and to marry her dirc-ctly. 

A us. Sure, sir, this is not very reasonable, to summon my affections 
for a lady I know nothing of I 

Sin Antii. I am sure, sir, 'tis more unreasonable in you to object 
to a lady you know nothing of. 

Abs. Then, sir, I must tell you plainly, once for all, that on this 
point I cannot obey you. 

SlB Ajstii. Hark'ee, Jack }—I have heard yon for some time with 
patience—I have been cool—Kjuiie cool; but take care—you know I 
arn compliance itself when I am not thwarted no ono more easily 
lc<i, when I have my own way hot don't put me in a frenzy. 

Abh. Sir, I must repeat it—in this 1 cannot ob^'v yon. 

Sin Aktu. Now, hang mo! if ever 1 call you Jack again while 1 live I 

Abs. Nay, sir, but hear me. 

Sib Aktu. Sir, I won't boar a word—not a word I not one word !— 
so give me your promise by a nod—and Ill tell you what, Jack, if you 
don’t- 

Abs. What, sir, promise to link myself to some mass of oglincss ! 

Slu Aktu. Zounds ! sirrah ! the lady shall be as ugly as 1 choose : 
she shall have a hump on each shoulder ; she shall be as crooked as 
the Crescent ; her one eye shall roll like the bull’s in Cox’s museum ; 
she shall have a skin like a mummy, and the beard of a Jew—she shall 
bo all this, sirrah !—yet I will make you ogle her all day, and sit up 
all night to write sonnets on her beauty.-None of your sneering, 
puppy ! No CTinning, jackanapes ! 

Ads, IndccQ, sir, 1 never was in a worse humour for mirth in mv 
life. 

Sir Akth. •Tis false, sir I I know you are laughing in your sleeve : 
I know ypu’H grin when I am gone, sirrah ! 

Abs. Bir, I hope I know my duty better. 

Sin Anth. None of your passion, sir I none of your violence, If you 
please !—It won't do with me, I promise you. 

Ana Indeed, sir, I never was cooler in my life. 

Sir Aktit. I know you are in a passion in your heart; I know you 
arc, you hypocritical young dog! but it won^t do. 

Aos. Nay, sir, upon my word— 

Sir Akth. So you will fly out! can’t you be cool like mo? What 
good can passion do 7—Passion is of no service, you impudent, insolent, 
overbearing reprobate !—There, you sneer again I don’t provoke me I— 
but you rely upon the mildness of my temper—^you do, you dog !—you 
play upon the meekness of my disposition I—^Tet take care—the 
patience of a saint may be overcome at last!—But mark I I give you 
six hours aud a half to consider of this: if you then agree, without 
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any coadition, to do everything tlial I ciioose, why—I may in lime 
forgive yom If not, zouudd ! don't enter the same beioi^phere with 
me 1 don't dare to breathe* the same air, or U 2 >e the same light \^ith 
me ; hut got an atmosphere and a bud of your own ! 1*11 Rtrip you of 

your CO mill Li^i on ! I'll disown yuu ! I'll duinherit you ! and, hang me ! 
u over I call you Jack again 1 (AxU.] 

Ans* Mild, gentle, con.Hidenite father !—I dare not truBt him with 
the truth, that I am ahe-idy engaged, 

Fao. [ArUtrs^J As:^uredly, sir, your father is wroth to a degree ; ho 
comc» down stairfi eight or tc-n steps at a time—muttering, growling, 
and thumping the banisters all the way : I »and the cook's boy ^tand 
bowing at the door—rap ! he gives me a stroke on the head with his 
collie, bids me carry that to my nia>tcr ; then kicking the poor turuspit 
aito the area, curses us uU for a puppy triumviraU*. 

Abk. CeuAC your imj>ertuicncv, sir.—Did you come in for noUiing 
jiiorr ?—Stand out of the way • £/'t4iAcrj Aim astJt an'/ fjrirj 

Fag. So! Sir Anthony inoia my m:u»UT ; and he veuts his spleen 
on po<ir Fag !—Whea ouc is vextsi hy one JH;r^on, to reveni:e one's 
self on another, who happens to come in the way, is the vile»t in- 
justicN-*! Ah ! it shows the wont temper—the basest — 

Bor, [An^eri.] Mr. Fag ! Mr. Fag ! your master calls you. 

Fag. Well, you little dirty puppy, you ne^^ not bawl bo I 
Boy. Quick, Mr. Fag 1 

Fag. Quick! you impudent jackaimpe^ ? Am I to be commanded 
bv YOU. too? you little iQipcrunent, insolent, kitchen-bred— 

(A'xiV anJ icaliny Aim,] 


from ‘‘THE UEIU AT LAW.’*—Colma^t. 
f Three SjieakerB : Doctor Panglo^B, Dick Dowlas, aTni-^S'ailcr,] 
Pan. I^t Uie chariot turn about. Doctor Pan: 4 loas in a lord’s 
cluriot 1 **Curru portatur eodetn." JuveuaL—Ucm ! Waiter ! 

Wait. Sir. 

Pan. Have yon any gentlemen here, who arrived this morning ? 
Wait. There*d onu iu the house non, bir. 

Pan. Is he iuvcnilc ? 

Wait. No, «ir ; he’s Derbyehire. 

Pan. lie ! he ! he! Of what appearance Lb the gentleman ? 

Wait. Why, plaguy poor, »ir. . 

Pan. ^ I hold him nch al had he not a ahertc. Chaucer,—Hem ! 

Denoniinatod the Honourable Mr. Dowlaa ? 

Wait. Honouruble!—Ho left Uis name plain Dowlas, at tho bar, 



*^^PaN Plain Dowlas, did he? That wUl do. ‘‘For all Uie reat is 
leather and prunuUxu” Pope,—Hem I TcU Mr. Dowlas, a gentleman 
recjucsts the honour of an inter%*iew. ^ 

WAIT This U his room, air. He has but just stepped into our 
parcel warehouBO ; he'll be with you directly. ^ ^ , f ATri.] 

Pan Never before did honour and affluence let fall such a sliower 
on tlie hcad of Doctor Paugloss I Fortune, I Umnk thoo ! Propitious 
Goddess, I am grateful! I, thy favoured child, who commcncM bw 
career in tho loftiest apartment of a niuffin-maker In Milk Alley 1 
Little :*id I think—* good easy man 1 ” Shakespeare.—Hem 1—of tno 
riches and literary dignity which now' - 
Dick. [/JnUrinff.] Well, where is Uio man that wanU to sec me? 

-1 Scakff PaMlo4s.] Oh I you are be, I s^pose. 

Pan. I am the man, young gentloman. “ Homo sum.” Terence.— 
Hem ) Sir, the person who now presumes to addreas you is Peter 
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P.inirloss ; to who«c ur\mc^ in the college of Aberdeen, is subjoineo 
LL.D., si^ifying Doctor of Lnws; to which has been recently added 
liie distinction of A double S—the Itoman initials for an Associate of 
thf^ Society of Arts. 

DtcK. Sir, I Sim your most obedient Richard Dowlas, to whose 
name, in his tailorV bill, is subjoined DR., niguifying Debtor ; to 
which are ^iddtd L.S.D.,—the Roman initials for pounds, shillings, and 
pence ! But wbat arc your commands with me, doctor? 

Pas. I have the honour, young gentleman, of being deputed an 
ambassador to you from your father. 

Dick. Then you have the honour to be amba5vsador of as pood* 
n iturod an old iellow as ever sold a ha*porth of cheese in a chandler’s 
shop I 

Pan. Pardon me, if, on the subject of your father’s cheese, I advise 
vou to be as mute as a mouse in one. for the future! Twerc belter to 
keep that **alta metite repostum.” Virgil.—Hem ! 

Dick. Why, what’s the matter?—Any misfortune?—Broke, I 
fear. 

Pas. No, not broke ; but his name, aa ’tU customary in these cases, 
has appeared in the Gazette. 

Dick. Not broke, but pa/etted ! Whv, zounds 

Pan. Check your passions—Uarn philosophy. Wlien the wife of the 
great Socrates threw a—beui ?—threw a tea*pot at his erudite head, he 
was as cool as a cucumber. When Plato 

Dick, Hang Plato !—what of my father ? 

Pan. Don't curse Plato: the bt^s swarmed round his mellifluous 
mouth as soon as he was swaddled. Cum in cunis apes in labollis con* 
sedissent...**—Ciccro.—Hom ! 

Dick. I wish you liad a swarm round yonrs, with all my heart t Come 
to the point. 

Pan. In due time. But calm your cliolcr. ‘‘Ira furor brevis est... ” 
Horace,—Hem ! Read this. [Produeinp a UUer.1 

Dick. [AVoc/i*.] Dear Dick,—This cornea to inform you that I am 
in a perfect state of hc.alth, hoping you are the same.”—--Ah^ that's the 
old beginning.—** It was my lot last week to bo made Ay, a bank* 

rupt, I suppose 1-**To bo made a”—What?—**To be made a 

{upeUing] P, E, A, R.”—A pear I to be made a pear ! What docs he 
moan by that ? ' 

Pan. a peer—a peer of the realm. His lordship's orthography is a 
little loose ; but several of his ^uals countenance the custom* Lord 
Loggcrhc«ad always spells physician with an F. 

I)iOK« A peer I what, my father? I’m electrified!—Old Daniel 
Dowlas made a poorl But let me sec* [PeadinpA ^ A pear of tho 
realm,—Lawyer Ferret got me my tittle ”—Titt—oh, title !—“ and an 
estate of fift^n thousand per annum, by making me out next of kin 
to old Lord Duberly, because ho died without ‘Without hair,”—*Tie 
an odd reason, by*toe*byo, to bo next of kin to a nbbleman, because 
he died bald ! 

Pan. His lonlship means heir—heir to his estate. We shall meliorate 
bis style speedily, Reform it altogether.” Shakespeare.—Hem 1 

Dick. [Reading.'] I send my carrot—” Carrot 1 

Pan. Ho I he I he ! Chariot, his lordship means. “ Chariot—a little 
coach.” Johnson.—Hem I 

Dxcil ^ With Doctor Pan gloss in it. Respect him, for he’s an LL.D., 
and, moreover, an A double S,—6oc^.J—and I have made 
your tutorcr. Come with the Doctor to my house in Hanover Square.” 
—Hanover Square!—” I remain, your affectionate father tocommand* 
—Duberly,” 
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Pas. That's Ilia lordship’s title. ^ 

Dick. Waiter!—[A'»»<er Itatrer.]—Pop my clothes and linen into 

the carriaee; they are in that bundle. ^ , > 

Pan. Waiter, pnt all the Honourable Mr. Dowlas s clothes and 

linen into his father's Lord Duberly’s chariot. 

Wait. Where are they all, sir ? ^ , . ». * l j 

Pas. All wrapi»ed up in the Honourable Mr Dowlas s pocket-hand¬ 
kerchief. 

Dick. Now let us be off. 

Pas. I come, most worthy pupil. 

XU.—FROM “THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL."—SiiKitiDAsy 
[Two Speakers : Sir Peter and Lady Teazle.] 

Sin P When an old bachelor m.arrics a yonnp wife. wh.at is he to 
exncct -i ’Tis now alxirc sii months since my L.idy Te-azle made me 
-the happiest of men," and I have been the mo^t im#erable doe' evir 
since I We tiffed a httle Roing to church, and f.iirly quarn-llc<l btfor« 
the bells were done riiiKiUf,'. 1 was more than once ii« arly choked w ith 
call during the honeymoon; and had lost every ^tislactu.n m Mo 
i>cforc my friends had done wishing me joy. And yet 1 chose with 
caution a cirl bred wholly In the country, w ho had never know a luxury 

bevond one sUk cown.or ^dissipation K-yond the annual gal.a of .1 race-lKi II. 

Yet now. she plays her part in alLMm cAjravagant lop^ius of the 
town w ith as trood a grace aS if she had never seen a bush or .i gra^s- 
nlot out of Gro8venor-squ.'ire. I am sneered at by all my acquaint- 
ince—paragraphed in the ncwspaiH-rs—she dissipates my 
and conlradiclB .all mv humourB. Ai.d yet, the worst of it is 1 doubt 
I love her. or I slioulJ never bear all this—\.ut I am determined never 
to let her know it.—No, no, no! Ob, here she corota. laidy le.uU', 

Lady Tc.iile, I won’t l>ear it. . 

Lady T. Verv well, Sir Piter, you may bear it or not, just as j ou 
pleas© ; but I know I ought to have my own way in everything ; and 

slu*p"°^Vbat, madam ! is there no rcspi-ct due to the authority of 

^ L^ady't Wbv, don’t 1 know that no woman of fashion does as she 

lis bid after her marri-lge ? Though I w-ah bred in the \Lxl 

Btrancer to that. If you wanted me to be obedient, you shoiil<l have 
'adonUil nie, and not married me—I’m sure you arc old enough. 

Smi P. Ay, ihiTw it is!—Oons, madam, what right Lave you to 

run into all tliis extravagance ? , 

Lady T. I’m sure I’m not more extravagant than a woman of 

madam, ni have no more sums squandered away 
urSn such unm;a^ng liiurics: you have as many flowens in your 
d5mSing-rooro .as would turn the l4ntheon Into a grccn-housc, or make 

a fdtc clwtDpelr^ At a niaB<|HcraUe. i*a*i 

JjAVY T. Of Sir Peicr» how can you bo fto angry at my httlo cicguut 

^Had you any of those UtUo elegant expenses when you 

™ T.* Very true, ind^ i and, after having married you, I should 

never pretend to taato again I . « t //•.rcpni 

SiH V. Very well, very well, madam ! You have entirely forgot 

what your iitoatton was when I first saw you, it was 

Laot T. Ko, no, I have not; a verv disagreeable aituatiOD it was, 

or I'm sure I never would have marrioa yon^ 
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Sir P, You forget the humMe state I took you from—the daughter 
of a poor country squire. When I came to your father’s, I found 
you sitting at your Uiinboiir^ in a lioeo gown^a buDcb of keys at yonr 
auiCy and TOUT hair combed smoothly over a rolL 

Lady T. Yes, I remember very well ;—my daily occupations were, 
to overlook the dairy, superintend the poultry, make extracts from 
the family recvmt-book, and comb my aunt Deborah's lap*dog. ^ 

Sill P, Ob ! I am so gbid to bnd you have so good a recollection. 
Lady T. My evening employments w’ere to draw patterns for 
nilHes, winch 1 Imd not materials to make up; play at Pope Joan 
with the curate ; road a sermon to my aunt Deborah ; or perhaps be 
stuck up at au old spinet, and thrum my father to sleep after a ^x- 
chace. 


Sir P. Then you were glad to take a ride out behind the butler 
upou the old docked coach*hoi*se. 

Lad\ T. ^o, no, I deny the butler and the coach-horse. 

Sir P. I say you did. This was your situation,—Now madam, you 
must have your coach, yis-a-yis, and three powdered footmen to walk 
bciore your chair; and in summer, two white cats, to draw you to 
Kensington-gardens : and, instead of our living in that hole in the 
country, I have brought you home here, made a woman of fortune of 
you, a woman of quality—in short, I have made you my wife. 

Lady r. well ! and there is but one thing more you can now add 
to tiie obligatioD ; and tliat is 

Sir P, To make you my widow, I suppose ? 

Lady T. Hem !^— 

foftho^hin^^'^^ 5 I ““ obliged to yon 

tlien, will you force me to say ehocking things to 
V “ wo have huiahed our morning conversation, I want 

yo«i to be in a nioustrous good humour ; come, do bo good-humoured 
:iQd let me have two hundred pounds. ** u uumoureu, 

I io a good humour without paying for it?— 
but look a1w!»3^ thus, and you sli.all want for nothing. (PuJU oxU a 
/wiW-iooA- )-^hcre, there are two hundred pounds for you. (Goina 

ft) Now seal my boud for payment. K^otnff 

^ Sir Peler, how good humour 

ir P.^ Do I °° ^ S'””- 

I Lady T. Don*t you remember, when you used to walk with mn 

boo^ o|d 

.thin'l attoaUve and obliging to me 

^ 'osed to take your nart aeainst an 

^ when my cousin Sophy used at me 

[or thinkmg of ^rrying a man old enough to be my father and coll 

dld^ot tSnk*'^’ formal old bachelor, f contradicted her, and said, 

r««M ^ 80 ugly by any means, and that I dared say^u 

^ould mako a good sort of a husbnnd. ^ ^ 

Sib P. Tlmt was very kind of yoo.—WcU. and you were not mis- 

hve "hufSpp/? * wo olwaya 
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Ladt T, With all my heart-1 don’t care how soon we leave off 

quarreiling—provided you will own you are tired 

Sir P* With all my heart* 

Lady T. Then we aball be as happy as the day is long, and never, 
never—never quarrel more. 

Sir P* Never—never—never, never !—and let our future conte^^t 
be, who shall be most obli g ing, 

LadtT. Ayr 

SiH P. But, my dear Lady Teazle J—my love !—indeed you must 
keep a strict watch over your temper—for, yon know, my dear, that 
in all our disnotes and r^oarrela, yon ai^'ays l^^n &r8t* 

Ladt T» No, do,— Sir Peter, my dear, ’tis always you that begin* 

Sir P. No, no,—no such thing* 

Ladt T, Have a care, this is not the way to live happy, if you ffy 
out thus* 

Sir P* Madam 1 I say *tis you* 

Lady P» 1 never saw such a man in my life^just what my cousin 
Sophy told me I 

Hin P. Your cousio Sophy is a forward, saucy, impertlneut nunx ! 

Lady T. You ate a very great bear, 1 am sure, to abase my 
relations I 

Sir P. But I am very %vcU served for marrying you—a pert, 
forward, rural coqnctte ; who had refused half the honest squires in 
the country. 

Lady T« I am sure I was a great fool for marrying you—a 
Let iff, cross* dangling old bachelor, who was unmarried at fifty 
[btmusa nobody would have him* 

I P. You were very glad to have m<^—you never had such an 
offer* 

Ladt T* Oh, yea, I hod—there was Sir Tivey Terrier, who every¬ 
body said would be a better match ; for his estate was full as good as 
youm, and—he haa broke hU neck ^^tlcc wc were married. 

Sir P. Very well—very well, madam ?—you*ro an ungrateful 
woman ; and may plagues lil?ht on me, if I ever try to be friends 
%7ith you again—you snail have a separate maiiitenance ! 

Lady T« By all means, a sepamto mainteoauce. 

8 ia P* Very well, madam !-^h, very wcU I Ay, madam, and I'll 
have a divorce, madam. I*U make example of myself for the benefit 
of all old bachelors* 

Lady T. Well, Sir Peter, I see you arc going to be in a passion, so 
I'll leave you ; and when you are come properly to your temper, we 
shall be tne happiest couple in the world, and never—never— 
more I Ha, ha^ oa I f ICrii Lady TtazU% 

Sin P* So i I have got much by my intended expostulation.—What 
a charming air she has (•^^od how pleasingly she shows her contempt 
of my authority !—WelL thoogh I can't make her love me, *tis some 
pleasure to teaxe her a little ; and 1 think she never appears to such 
advantage as when she Is doi^ every thing to vex and plague me* 



DIALOGUES 

FROM THE WORKS OF SHAKESPEARE. 

L—FROM THE PLAY OF “THE MERCHANT OF VENICE.- 
[Tliree Speakers : Shylock* Baseanio^ acd Antonio.J 

SiiTLOCK. Three thousand ducats ?—wcU I 

Ba^wanio. Ay, sir, for three months ! 

SnYl.ocK. For throe months?—well I 

Bas«anio. For the which, ns I told you, Autoiiio ehall be bound. 

SUYLOCIC Antonio shall become bound !—well I n t 

BAt4.SANiO. May you stead me? Will you pleasure me? Sha*l 1 
know your answer ? 

SiiYl.ocit. Three thousand ducats—for three menths—and Antonio 
bound 1 

Bassanio* Your answer to that? 

Shyi-OCK. Antonio is a good man. 

BAasAHio* Have you heard any imputation to the contrary? 

Snvi.ooK. O, no, no, no, no! my meaning, in saying he is a good 
man, is to have you understand me, that he is sufRciont: yet his means 
arc in supposition r ho hath an argosy bound to Tripolis. another to 
the Indies ; I understand, moreover, upon tho Rialto, he hath a third 
at Mexico, a fourth for England,—and other ventures he hath sqnan- 
dcrLKl abraad. But ships are but boards, sailors but men ; there be 
land rats, and water ruts, water thieves, and land thieves—I mean, 
pirates ; and then, there is the peril of waters, winds, and rocks : the 
man is, notwithstanding, sufficient.—Three thousand ducats i 1 ihiuk 
I may take his bond. 

B.Cssamo. Be assured yon may. 

SHTboCK. I will be assured, I may ; and that I may be assured, 1 
will bethink me. May I speak with Antonio ? 

Babsanio. If it please you to dine with us. 

Shylock. Yos, to emcll pork I I will buy with you, sell with yon, 
talk with you, walk with you, and so following; oat I will not eat 
with you, drink with yon, nor pray with you.—>Yhat news on the 
Rialto?—Who U he comes hero? 

Babsakio. This is signor Antonio. [Bas^anto goes oat. 

SiiYt^oCK. How like a fawning publican ho looks 1 I hate him, for 
he is a Ohristian; but more, for that, in low simplicity, he lends out 
money gratis and brings dovn the rate of usance here with ns in 
Venice. If 1 can catch him onco upon tho hip, 1 will feed fat the 
ancient grudge 1 bear him 1 He hatos oursacrod nation ; and he rails, 
even thcro v^ere morchants most do con^regato, on me, my bargains, 
and my woll*wou thrift, which he calls interest: cursed m my tribe 
if I forgive him I 

[Dattanio returns with Antonio^ 

BAsaANio. Shylock. do you hear? 

Shylocr. I am deuating of my present store; and, by the near 
guess of my memory, I cannot instantly raise up the gross of full 
throe thousand ducats : what of that ? Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of 
my tribe, will furnish me. But soft; how many mouths do you 
desire ?—Rest yon fair, good signor; your worship was the last man 
in our mouths. 
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Aktonio. Shylock, albeit I ocither lead nor borrow, by tukiJig. or 
by giTing of excess, yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend, I'U 
bre^ a custom. Is he yet possess'd how much you would ? 

SllTI/OCK. Ay, ay ; throe thousand ducats. 

A5TONIC. And for three months. 

SUVLOCK. I had forgot,—three months : you told me so. Well thc-fi, 
your bond and, let me see.—But hear you ; metuought you said, 
you neither lend nor borrow upon adraotage? 

Antonio. I do nerer use it. 

SuYLocK. {Mu$ing )—Three tboQsaod ducats f—’TU a good round 
sum. Thri*e months from tw< Ire—then lot me see the rate. 

Antomo. Well, Shylock, shall w e be beholden to you ? 

Siirr-OCK. Signor Antonio! many a time and oft, on the Rialto, 
you have ratc4 me about my moneys, and my usances : still have I 
tK>mc It with a patient shrug ; for suderaiico is the badge of all our 
(ril>e. You call roc mu^belicvcr ! cut«throat ! dog I aud spit upon my 
Jewish gaberdine,—and all for use of that which is mine own I Wcl4 
then, it now appears yon need my help ; go to, then : you come to 
me, and you say, “ Shylock, we would have moneys I " You say sol 
you, that did void your rheum upon my beard, .ind foot n^e, as you 
Hpum a stranger cur over your threshold 1 Moneys is your suit ! 
\V"hat should 1 say to you ? Should 1 not say, U.'itii a dog n»oncy ? 
Is it possible a car can lend three thousand ducats ? shall 1 bend 

low, and, in a bondman’s key, with bated breath, and whispering 
hiimbleneas, say this,"** Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday la.<^t; 
you spumed me such a day ; another time you called mo—nlog : and 
for these courtesies Til lend you thus much moneys.*' 

Antonio. I am as like to call thee so again, to spit on thoc again, 
to spurn thee too. If thou w*ilt h'nd thU money, lend it not as to thy 
friend; (for when did friendship take a for barren metal, of 

his friend?) but lend it rather to thiue enemy; who if ho bn^ak, 
thou roay’st with bettor f;ico exact the penalty. 

Shtix>cr. Why, look you, how you storm! I would be friends 
wnth you, and have your love—forget the sluimcs that you have 
suined mo with—supply vour nresent wants, and take no doit of 
UMnee for my moneys ; and you*lJ not bear me ! This is kind 1 oiler ? 

Antonio. This were kindness. 

Klivi-ocR. This kindnoss will I show;—go with me to a nohiry ; 
seal me there your single bond ; and, in o merry sport, if you repay 
me not on sucu a day, in such a pUcc, such sum, or sums, as .are ex* 
pressed in the condition, let the forfeit bo Dominated for an equal 
pound of your fair to be cut off and taken in what part of your 

b^y plcascth me. 

Antonio. Content, in faith : I'll seal to such a bond, and say there 
U much kindness in the Jew. 

Bassanio. You shall not seal to such a bond for mo; Td rather 
dwell in coy necessity# 

Antonio. Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it j within these 
two moDIlls—that's a month before this bond expires,—I do expect 
return of thrico three times the value of this bond. 

Blir# {A$id£) O father Abraliam, what these Christi.ans arc I whoso 
own hard dcaUng teaches them to suspect the thoughts of others t— 
Pray you, tell me this if he should break his day, what should 1 
gain by the exaction of the forfeiture ? A pound of man’s flesh, taken 
from a man, is not so estimable, profitable neither, as flesh of muttons, 
beefs, or goats, I say, to buy bis favour I catena this friendsliip; if 
be will take it, so ; if not, adieu ; and, for my lore, I pray you wrong 
me not# 
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Antonio. Yes, Shylock, I will seal onto this bond. 

SnYLOCR. Tlien meet mo forth^vith at tho notary’s ; giTe him dirct^- 
tion for this merry bond :—and I will go and purse the ducats straight; 
see to my house, left in the fearful guard of an unthrifty knave ; and 
presently I will be with you, 

Antonio, Hie thee, gentle Jew. (^Ej:U Shylock.) This Hebrew 
will turn Christian ; he grows kind. 

BarsaNIO. 1 like not lair terms ^ villain’s mind. 

Antonio. Come on. In this there can be no dismay ; my ships 
come home a month before the day. 

IL--FROM THE PLAY OF '‘THE MERCHANT OF YENICH” 

[Six Speakers : The Duke of Venice, Antonio tho Merchant, Shjlock^ 

Bassanio, Gratiano, and the Lady Porti^ 

Durr. What, is Antonio hero? 

Antonio. Ready, so please your grace, 

DOKG, I am sorry for tbeo : thou art come to answer a stony adver- 
sary, an inbuman wretch uncapablo of pity, void and empty from any 
dram of mercy.—Go one, and call tho Jew into the court. 

Gratiano, He's ready at tlie door; he comes, my lord, [E^utr 
Shyloci\'\ 

DCKR. Make room, and lot him stand before our face. Shy lock, 
the world thinks, and I think so too, that thou but Icad'st thU foAhiou 
of thy malice to the last hour of act; and then, 'tis thought, thou’lt 
show thy mercy and remorse, more strange than is thy strange appa¬ 
rent cruelty : and, whore thou now oxacvst the penalty, (which is, a 
pound of this poor merchant’s flesh) thou wilt not only lose the for¬ 
feit uro, bn t, touched with human gentleness and love, forgive a moioty 
of the principal : glancing an eye of pity on his losses, that have of 
late so huddled on nis back. We all expect a gentle answer, Jew, 

StlYLOCK. I have pos.^ess\l your grace of what I purpose; and, by 
our holy Sabbath, have I sworn to have tho dne and lorfeit of my 
bond ! H you deny it, let the danger light upon your ctuuter, and 
your city’s freedom. You’ll ask me. why I rather choose to have a 
weight of carrion flesh, than to receive throe thonsand dneats : 111 
not answer that; but SiKy\ it is my humour : is it answered 7 What 
if my house bo troubled with a rat, and I be pleased to give ten thou¬ 
sand dacats to have it bnniKi 7 what, are you answer’d yet 7 

Baosanio, This is no answer, thou unfeeling man, to excuse the 
current of thy crnelty. 

SnTLOCR, I am not bound to please thee with my answer* 

Bassanio. Do all men kill the things they do not love 7 

Shvloor. Hates any man the thing he would not 1^1 ? 

Bassanio. Every ofTcoce is not a hate at firsts 

Shtt^ocr. What I wouldst thou have a serpent sting thee twice ? 

Antonio. I pray yon, think you question with the Jew : you may 
as well go stand upon the beach, and bid tho main flo^ l)ate usual 
height: you may as well use question with the wol^ why he hath 
made too e>vc bleat for tho lamb ; yon may ns well forbid the monntain 
pines to wag their high tops, and to make no noise, when they are fretted 
with tho gusts of heaven ; you may as welt-^o anything most hard, 
as sock to soften that (than which what’s harder ? ) bis Jemeh heart 
therefore, I do beseech yon^ make no more offers, use no futher means ; 
but, with all brief and plain conveniency, let me have judgment* and 
the Jew his will. 

Babsanio* For thy three thousand dneats hero are six* 

Sbtlocr. If every ducat in six thousand ducats were in six parts 
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and crerj' part a docat, I would not draw them —1 would hare my 
bond I 

Du£C. How shalt thou hope for mercy» render!njj none? 

SuYLocK. What judgment jdiall I drcsid, doing no wrongj? The pound 
of flesh, which I demand of him, U dearly bouj^ht, is mine,and I will 
have it 1 If you deny me, fic upon your U"* J There is no force !n the 
decrees of Venice. I stand for judgment : answer ; shall T have it? 

Duke. Upon my power, I may this court, \tnless Bcllurio, a 

learned doctor whom I have sent for to determine thi^, cone here to-day. 

BAfifSAMO. Good cheser, Antonio I What, maul e>u age yet! the 
Jew ^hall hare my flesh, blood, bon».fl, and all, ere thou shall lose for 
me one drop of blood. 

Antonio. I am a tainted weth^'r of the flock, moelcst for dnath ; 
the weakest kind of fruit drop*j earliest to the ground, and so let me. 
You ctnnot bettor be employed, Brisi^.inio. than to live still, and write 
mine cpit^iph. (sKyifpct mcanu ftiU kneth ir/it/i Ail 

BaksaNIO. Why dost tnou wlict thy knife earuestly V 
MlYLOCK. To cut the forfeit from th-it bankrupt there, 

<iii\TlANO. Cau no prayers pierce thee? 

.^HYi.oc K. Ko, none that thou hast wit enough to make. 

(iiiATIANO. O, l>c thou foiled, in^ iorablc dog ! and for thy hie let 
justice be accuse-l. Thou almost mak'et me wuver in my faith, to boid 
opinion with Pythagoras, that 80uls of aniiouU infoMS themselves into 
the trunks of men : thy currish spirit govern^^d a wolf, who, hanged 
for human slaughter, even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet; and, 
whilst thou lay>t in tby unhallowed dam, infused itself in thuc; lor 
th3- desires aro wolfi^^h, bloixJy, starvc/l, and ravenous ! 

hnru}CK. Till thou caiist roil the seal from oil my r>ond. thou but 
offcnd’nt thy lungs to upeak so loud : rei)air thy w it, gocKl youth, or it 
will fall to curcKss niiu.—I sLiod herfj lor law. ... , 

Durr. O hero, I take it, iA the doctor come.— (A nfrr / orua firts. 4il 
like a DocUir of fates.)— Yom arc welcome : tak.* your place.—Are you 
ac^juainted with the diff* rence that uold> tlu^ pre ent question in tne 

Ooii^t ? . . *1 .1 

PoliTlA, I am iuformM throughly of the cause, ^\blch is the 

Ucrchant hero, and which the Jew? 

DuKR. Antonio, and old Shvlock, both stand fort.i. 

PouTfA. Ik your iiaioc BhyJock ? 

SiiY(x>CK. Shylock is my name, 

PoKTlA. Of a strange nature b» tlie suit you follow ; yet, in such 
rale that the Venetian law omnot impugn you, as you do proceed. 
You eUiiid within his danger, do yon not ? 

Antonio. Ay, so he says. 

PouTiA. Do you confeos the bond ? 

Antonio. I ao. ^ ^ ^ 

PoiiTiA. Then must the Jew be merciful. 

Bhvix>c&. On what compulsion muU I ? tell me that. 

Portia. Tlie ouality of mercy is oot »t«^in d ; V*;!“■? 

Ai frAin L»vcq upon tiie place beneath ? it is twice blcjssd , 

givesf^d htin that takes : ’tis mightiest in the 

ecewNition: wo do pr»y for mercy : and tb*t wme pra^ or 
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uh all to roudor the de^ds of mcrcj,—I hare spoke thus much^ t 
mitigate tile justice.* of th}* plea ; which if thou follow, this strict court 
of Venice iuu5t QCidd j;ivc si-nlCDCO ’painst the Merchant there. 

SiivnooK. My deeds upon my heaa I I craTC the la\v»—the pcualty 
and forfeit of my bond. 

I’ouTJA. Is he not able to discharge the money ? 

i>A?vSANun Yes,—here I tender it for him in the court; yea, thrico 
the sum : if that trill not sulhee, I will be bound to pay it ten times 
o'er, on forfeit of my hands, my bead, my heart; if this will not suffice, 
It must appe,\r that malice bears down truth. And I beseech you, 
wrotU once the law to your authority ; to do a gre^it right, do a little 
>wonp ; and curb this cruel deril of hifl will. 

I’oaTiA. It must not be ; there is no power iu Venice can alter a 
decree established: 'twill be recorded for a precedent^ and many an 
error, by the same example, will rush into the State : it cannot be* 

SavirociC. A Daniel come to judgment ' ^ Daniel I —O, wise 

young judge, how do I honour thee I 

PouTiA. 1 pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

SiiYhOOK, Here ^tis. most reverend doctor, here it is. 

Pout I A. Shjdock, tliere's thrice thy money offer'd thee. 

SiiTLocK. An oath, an oath ; I have an oath iu heayen* Shall I lay 
perjury upon my soul ? no, not for Venice. 

PoiiTlA. '\\^ly, this bond is forfeit; and lawfully by this the Jew 
may chum n pound of ticsb, to bo by him cut off nearest the ilorchant'^ 
heart.—De merciful ^ take thrice thy uioncy ; bid me tear the bond. 

SiiYLOCK. When it is paid according to the tenour. It doth appear, 
you arc a worthy judge; you know the law—your expovsition uath 
T>een most sound: i charge you by the law, whereof you are a well* 
<icscrring pillar, proceed to judgment. By my truth I swear, thei'e 
13 no power in the tongue of man to alter me : 1 stay hero on my bond. 

Antonio* ilosi heartily I do beseech the court to give the judgment* 

PouTlA. Wliy, then, thus it is. You must prepare your bosom for 
his knife :— 

SiiYix>CK. Ay, his breast: so says the bond;—doth it not, noble 
judgenearest his heart;*’ these are the very words. 

Portia. It is so* Are there balance hero to weigh the flesh ? 

8 UYLOCK. I have thorn ready* 

Portia. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your charge, to stop his 
wounds, lest bo do bleed to death. 

Shvlook. Is it so nominated in the bond ? 

Portia. It is not so expressed ; but what of that ? TSvero good you 
do so much for charity* 

SuTnocK, 1 cannot And it; 'tis not in the bond. Wo trifle time: 
I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

Portia. A pound of that same Merchant's flesh is thine ; the court 
awards it, and the law* doth give it* 

SHVt^OCK* Most rightful judge I 

Portia. And you must cut ihiB flesh from off his breast; the law 
allows it, and the court awards it. 

Shtlook* Most learned judge !— A scDtence ; como^repare t 

Portia. Tarry a little : —there is something else*—is bond doth 
give thee here no jot of blood; the words expressly are, a pound of 
fleshtake then thy bond,—take thou thy pound of flesh; but, in 
the cutting iL if thou dost shed one drop of Christian blood, thy 
lands and gooaa are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate unto the State 
of Venice. 

Gratiako, O upright judge! — Mark, Jewa learned judge I 

SUTtx»c&^ 1 b that the law ? 
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Portia. Thr^cH shalt see the act; for, as thou urgent justice, be 
assiir^ thou sI»uU have justice, more than thou di.*sir*st. 

Gratia NO. O, learned judge ’—Mark, Jew a learned jud<re ! 
ShvloCK. I Ukc his offer then pay the bond thrice, and let the 
Christian go. 

Bashaniu. Here is the money. 

Portia. Soft; the Jew shall have all justice ;—soft!—no haste ; — 
he shall have nothing but the wnaltv. . ^ , t t .. 

Guatiano. a second Bauiel J a Daniel, Jew I how, infidel, I have 
thee on the hip. 

PouTiA. \Vh/ doth the Jew pau^ ? Uke Ihy forfeiture. 

Sliyix>CK. Giv'c rac my principal, and let riio go. 

Ba&sanio. I have jt ready for thee; here it is. 

PoiiTiA. He hath refuse»l it in the op-*n court; he shall have merely 

justice, and his homl. , . , • • 

Gratiano. a Daniel, still My I ; a second DamelJ—I tliank thee, 

Jew, for teaching me that word. 

KHYiA>t:K. ^^hall 1 not barely have iny prmripal? 

Pmrtia. Thou Shalt have nothing hut the forfeiture, to b.> so taken 

Why, then, the devil give him good of ill Til stay no 

longer question. ^ ^ ^ t.. • 

INmriA Tarry, Jew : the law hath yet anoth'T hold on you. It ls 
enacted in the laws of Venice,—If it be proved against an alien. Unit, 
bv direct or indirect attempts, ho sock the lifo of any citizen, the party 
’iriinet the which he doth contrive, dhall scue one half his goods; tho 
othfT half comes to the privy coffer of tho State ; and the offender m 
life lies in the me rev of the Duke only, Vaiust all other voice. In 
which nrcdicnmenl/l My. thou slamrat ; for it appears, by nniDifent 
proce-eding, that, indirectly, and directly too, ibuu host contnvod 
aeainst the very life of the defeodarit; and thou Il^U incurred the 
danger formerly by mo rehearsed. Down, therefore, and beg mercy 

*^^DuK^.^Th’nt thou fcli.ilt fee the difference of otir spirit. I pardou tiu-e 

thv life. h' foP* lliOii.ask it. ^ . i 

SuYi.ocK. Nay, tike my life and all, pardon not that : You take my 
liou-.«, when you do take Uio prop that doth HUdtaiu n»y house : you 
tiko inv life, when you do take the uieat.s thereby I live. 

PoiiflA. What mercy oan you render him. Antonio? 

GuATtANO. A halter gratu*: nothinjj elac, I pray you. 

Antonio. S-. ple.iso my lord the Duke .and .afl the court, to quit the 
firm for one half of hU goods; I am content—?o ho will let me have 
fbc other half in use ;-to render it. upr.u hU death, unto tho gentleman 
t^at lately stole hi* daughter. Two things proydwl more, that, for 
thhf favoir he presently become a Christian ; the other, that he do 
Sword a gift, here in the court, of aU he dies possessed, unto his son 

He^ha^Mo^thu7 or else I do recant the pardon that I late 

PotmJ'^Art^hou contented Jew ? AVhat dost thou say ? 
sSyIock. I am content. pray you, give me leave to go from 
henco • I am not well; send the deed after me, and I will sign it. 

‘irch&iSlthou .WU h»,0 two , h.^I 

been judge, thou abouldst have had tou more,—to bang thee to tho 
gallowB, not the foot I 
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III.—FROM THE TRAGEDY OF “HAMLET." 

[Three Speak'jrs ; The Queeo^ Hdiolet^ aad the Ghost.J 

B \MhKT. Now, mother, what*8 the matter? 

Handet, thou thy father much off»‘uded. 

H \MLKT. Mother, you have my father much offeuded. 

<^U*KKN. Come, come I you answer with an idle tonijue. 

}1 sMr.KT. Go, CO, you qucAtion with a wicked tongue, 

<^^VKKN, Why, now now, Hamlet? 

II \Mi.KT. What’s the matter now ? 

i^HiVsKS. Have you forgot Dtc? 

UAMf.t:T. No, hv the roo<h not so : you arc the queen, your husband's 
broOi r s wife ; and—would it were not so !—you are my mother. 

Qt*KKN. Nay. then, I’ll set those to you that cau speak. 

H.vmlkt. Come, come, and sit you down : you shall not budge: 
you go not, till I set you up a ghiss where you may sec the inmost 
part of you. 

(JuKKN. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murder me ? 

Hamckt. L;ave ringing of your hands: Peace, sit you down, 
and let me wring your heart ; for so I shall, if it be made of penetrable 
stuff; if wicked cus^toiu have not brazed it so, that it is proof and 
bulwark against scuac. 

Quki^n. What have I done that thou dar'st wag thy tongtie in noise 
so rude against mo ? 

IlAMLSiT. Such an act, that blurs the grace and blush of modesty ; 
calls virtue, hypocrite ; trikes olf the ro.^e from the fair fovobcad of an 
Inuoccnt love, and sets a blL^tor there ; makes marriage vows as false 
as dicers'ovths : O, such a deed as from the body of contraction plucks 
the very soul; and sweet religion makes a rhapsody of words ! Ah 
me ! that act I 

Qukkn. Ah me, what act, that roars so loud, and thunders in the 
index ? 

Ham^kt. lx>ok here, upon this picture, and on this ; the counterfeit 
prcSjntrncut of two brothers. Sec what a grace was seated on this 
brow!—Hyperion’s curls ; the front of Jove himself ; an eye like Max's, 
to threaten and coinmaud; a station like the herald Mercury, now 
lighted on a heaven^kissing hill: a combination and a form, indeed, 
wjicre every god did soom to act nU seaL to give the world assurance 
of a man : this was your husband.—Look you now, what follows 
Here U your husband,—like a mildew’d ear, blasting his wholesome 
brother. Have you eyes ? Could you on this fair mountain leave to 
feed, and batten on this moor ? Ha I liavo you eyes? you cannot call 
it love : for, at your age, the hey-day in the olo^ is tame, it’s humble, 
and waits upon the judgment: And what judgment would step 
from this to tliis ? O shame 1 where U thy blush ? 

Qubkx. O Hamlet, speak no more t thou turn’st mine eyes into my 
very soul; and there I see such black and graiu^ spots, as will not 
leave their tinct. 

Hamlet. Nay, but to uve in the rank sweat of an unrighteous life_ 

QUKEX. O, speak to me no more ! These wor£ like daggers 
enter in mine ears; no more, sweet Hiimlet 1 

Hamlkt. a murderer and a yillain; a slave, that is nob twentieth 
part the tithe of your precedent lord :—a vice of kings ; a cutpurse 
of the empire and the rule, that from a shelf the precious ^adem stole, 
and put in hU pocket 

QuB&N. No more I [Snter Ghost. 

HAMLET. A kin^ of shreds and patches I—Save me, and hover o'er 
mo with your mugs, you heavenly guards!—liVhst would your 
gracious figure? 
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Qi fes. AJas! bc’8 macL ^ ^ i i- 

Hami.et. Do you not come yoar tanly son to chide, that, lnp?el la 
time aad pasjioo, lets go-by the imports; t acting of your dread com- 

"^Gho^t. ’ Do not forget : this r-aitation is but to whet thy almo*' 
blunted purpose. But. look, amaremeiit on thy mother sits : O. step 
Ijctween her and her hgliting soul; conceit in weakest bodies strougc't 
works speak to her. H-imlot. 

UxMl,B.T. How is it v.-it'i you. lady ? 

OcErs- ALis, how t with you, that you do bend your eye on 
Tacanev, .and with the inco-pore.il air do hold disconrie? O. g-ntl- 
son ' ui>on the heat and flaii'c of thy dUteiuper. sprinkle cool p.at:cncc. 

Whoreon do von look ? , * %. i . tj • 

UAMLr.T* 6d him ! on him !—Look yon, how pMc he pHres . 
form and causo conjoin'd, pr*.'acliiD>: to jiionc?. m.ike tbora wap.i- 

_Oo not look upon me r wich this pit‘OUi« aetjon, von convert 

m> Bteru tifecta : then have I to do will want true colour : tears, 

|H'rcl.:inc<*, for Idocnh 
Qck: n. To whr in do you speak this 7 
H\M! kT- Do vou Sec nothing there? 

Qri.KN. Nothir>p at all ; yet all ;hat *s I see. 

HAMlin*. Nor did you nothing bear? 

Oii.r.s. No, nothing, but our> cl ^ , i*?# 

HAMt.LT. ^Vhr, look vou there 1 look how it steals away ! Jy 

in his Imbit, as be lived*! Look, where be goes, even r/Aoif 

*^Qi;l.ENs This Is the very coinage of your brain: thw bodiless crci- 

‘“HA^f i^T^^’asy .^^“"vy^^pulsc, iis temperately keep 

ti,“ an^maSAs healtl^f.ll music : ft is not tradnes that I have 
ntS'd • briuK me to the test, and I the matUr vviH reword : which 
mndn«- would gambol from. Mother ! for love of grace, lay not that 
rt Ittodtii: unction to your soul, that not your Irv^paAs, but my inadne^?. 
gfM>ak« '^it will but skin and film the uIc.to us place ; 
rliptiou. mining all within, infect* uD:^e- n. Coufess yourself to Ilcav/ a . 
rem-Dt wbaf* pa.st: aTO;d what is to come 

Ot-FEN O Hamlet ! thou hast cl« ft my h-^rt in tw.ain. 

Hami ft O throw .away the woiaer pait of it, and l.re the pnror 
with ^bc oti;;; half. Go-i night ! And, when you are djirous to 
l>« bles*’d I'll bh'^sing beg of you. bo -again, good night .... I 
IAh be c;uel, only tole kind ! Thu* bad begims. and wor.o rem:un« 

l>ebind ! 


?» 


rv.—FROM THE COMEDY OF “AS YOU LIKE IT.' 

[Two Sptsikcrs : Orlando and Rosalind.] 

T will sneak to him like a saucy lacquc;^ and under 
that Abi^ the k£^vc with him. (.IsirfeJ-Hem I ^Do you hear. 

, .bore-, no cl»cb 

‘■'on “k'do‘A„ r!Sy not tho .witt foot of ti»o? Hod not .b.t 
been proper ? 
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Rosalind. By no mcanB, sir: Time travold in divers paces Trith 
divers persons : 1*11 toll you who Time amhlea %vithal, \yho Time trots 
withal, who Time jrallcp.^^ withal, and who ho stands still withal, 

OuLANDO. I pritlioe, who doth ho trot withal? 

UosAi.iND. Marry, he trots hard with a vounj? maid, between the 
oontract of lu r marriaj'C and tho day it i.s solemnised : if the interim 
1)0 hut a Time's pace is so bard that it eeems the length of 

•even years, 

OuLANPo. Who atnhlos Time withal ? 

Uo>;ai,ind. With a priost that lacks Latin, and a rich man that hath 
not tlio gout : for tho one sleeps easily, because he cannot study ; and 
ll»o Ollier lives merrily, because he feels no paiu« 

Oil I. AN no. Who doth he gallop withal ? 

Rosalind. With a thief to the gallows: for,though he go as softly 
as foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon there. 

OriLANno. Who stays it still withal 7 

Rosalind. With lawyers in the vacation: for they sleep between 
term and term, an<l thou tln'y perceive not how time moves. 

Oiir.ANDO, Where dwell you, pretty youth? 

IlosAtaND. With you shepherdess, my sister ; here, in the skirts of 
t)u‘ forest, like fringe uj>oii a petticoat. 

OiiLANDO. Your accent is something finer than you could purchase 
in so removed a dwelling. 

RosALtND. I have been told so of many : but, indeed, an old roli* 
gious uncle of mine taught me to speak, who was in his youth an 
inland man ; one that kuevv courtship too well, for there ho fell in love. 

I have heard him read many lecture's against it; and I thank my stars 
I am not a woman, to be touched with so many giddy offences, as he 
bn til generally taxed their whole sex withal. 

Ori.ando. Can you remember any of the principal evils that he 
laid to the charge of women? 

Rosalind. There were none principal ; they were all like one 
another, as halfpence arc : every one f.ault Bceming monstrous, till its 
fellow fault came to match it. 

OliLANDo, I prithee, recount some of them. 

Ro.sai.ikd. "So ; I will not ciist away my physic but on thase that 
are sick. There is a man haunts the forest, that abuses our young 
plants with oirving ** Rosalind” on their barks ; hangs odes upon 
hawthorns, and elegies on brambles ; all, forsooth, deifying the name 
of ” Rosalind.” If i could meet that fancy-monger, I would give him 
some good counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian of love upon 
him. 

OuLANDD. I am ho that is so lovc-shakod ; I pray you, tell me 
your remedy. 

Rosalind, Tlicre is none of my uncle*s marks upon you : he taught 
me how to know a man in love; in which cage of rushes, 1 am sure 
you are not prisoner. 

OniANDO. what were his marks ? 

Rosalind. A lean chock ; which yon have not:*-*a blue eye, and 
sunken ; which yon have not:—an unquestionable spirit; which you 
have not:— a beard neglected ; which you have not: (but I pardon 
you for that; for, simply, your having m beard is a younger brother*8 
revenue:) then, your hose should be ungartered, your ^nnet nn* 
handed, your sleeve unbuttoned, your shoe untied, and everything 
about you demonstrating a careless desolation. But yon are no such 
man; you are rather point-device in your accoutrements; as loving 
yourself, than scorning the lover of any other. 

Orlando. Fair youth, I would I coula make thee believe I love. 
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Rosamkh. Me belieTe it? yoo m.^y m Mon make her tK^t you lovr 
believe it; v^hich^I warraDt, ehe U apter to do than to eouft-s she 
does : that is one of the points in the which women still the lie 

to their conscicocea, Bnt, in ffood sooth, are yoo be that bang« tb* 
ven^c^ on the trees, wherein “ Ros:4Hnd ** is so admired ? 

OubANDO. 1 swear to Uiec, youth, by the white band of Rosalind, 
I am that he, that onfortunate he I 

Rosalind. But are you so much in love as your rhymes 5penk ? 
OrtLANDO. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how much. 
Rosalind, Love is merely a madnew ; and, 1 tell you, deserve® aa 
well a dark house and a whip as madmen do ; and the rcafon why 
i\ ey are not so punished and curl'd is. ih.tl the lunacy is so ordinary, 
the whippers are In love too : yet I profess cuiiog it by counsel. 
Orlando. Did yoo ev^ r cure any ^ ? 

ItoSAlJND. Yes, one; and in thin manner. Ho was to iinaaine me 
his love, his mistress ; and 1 set him ev< ry day to woo we t at which 
time would 1—being but a mooniah youth—gncrc, be effeminate, 
changeable, longing, and liking; proud, fanta-!.tic.il; apnh, skallow, 
incor^Htatii ; full of tears, full of emiles ; for every paA<ioii foinothmg, 
and for no paseion truly anything—as boys and women are for the 
mo'^t part cattle of thiA colour : would now like him,—now loathe bi^in ; 
then fcDtertain him,—thin forAw^-ar him; now ween for him,—then 
Hpit at him ;...thal I drave my snitor from his m.ad humour of love, 
to a living humour of madness ; which was, to forswear the full stream 
of the world, and to live in a nook merely monastic : And thus I 
cured him; and this way will I take uwn me to wash your hver as 
clean as a sound sheep's heart, that there shall not be one spot of Jove 

iu't ^ 

OBtANDO. 1 would not be cured, yootb. _ ... 

Robalind. I would cure you, if you would but call me Rotalmd, 

am! conic every day to my <N>t, and woo me. ^ ^ 

Orlando. Now, by the faith of my love, I will ; tell me where it is 

Rosalind. Go w itli me to it. and rll show it ^ • 

you shall tell me where In the forest you hyc. Will you go? 
OblanDO. With all my h«virt. good youth* 

Rosalind. Nay, you must cau me Rosahna. 

V.—FROM THE TRAGEDY OP “JULIUS CXSAR.'^ 

[Two Speakers : Brutus and Cassius,] 

Ctft. That you have wronged mo doth oppear in thn^you have 
coDdomned and noted Lucias Pella, for 

SardUne; wherein my letter# (praying on bis side, because I knew 

the man) were slighted of. 

Bno You wronged yourself, to wnt-^ in such a ease. 

oJi In such a time as this, it is not meet that erery nice offence 

***B'BD,*yct 'l^t tell you, Camilla, you youreelf ate much 

to have an itching palm ; to will and mart your offices for gold, to un- 

^'0aT"i an itchiug palm 1 You know that you arc Brutus that 
sneak this • or by the tliis spwich were «Jims your last I 
*^ao. The nanw of fossiu# honour# tin# corruption, and chastwe- 

xnent doth therefore bide it# head- 

bSd. ukreh th» jdc. «l 

great Julio# bleed for justice' ti ain '*** 

that did .Ub, and not ior jueUco? What 1 shall one of us, that struck 
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the foremost maa of all thia world^ but for eupporting robbere,—shall 
we now contaminate our fingers with base brib^ and sell the mighty 
space of our large honours, for so much trash as may be grasped thus ? 

1 had rath^'r be a dog, and bay the moon, than suca a Roman. 

Cas. Brutus, bay not me I 1*11 not endure it ; you forgot yourself 
to liedge me in ; I am a soldier, I j older in practice, abler than your- 
eeU to make conditions. 

Bun* Go to ; you are not, Cassius, 

Cas, 1 am I 

lluu, I say, you arc not. 

Cas. Urge me no more, I Ahall forgot myself—have mind upon 
your health—tempt me no farther I 
Bnu. Away, slight man I 
Cas. Is't possible? 

Bno. Hear me, for I will speak. Must I give way and room to 
your rash cholcr ? Shall I be mglitcd when a madman stares ? 

Cas. O godst ye gods ! must I endure all this ? 

Bnu, All this? ay, more. Fret, till your proud heart break: go, 
show your slaves how choleric you are, and make yoot bondmeu 
tremble. Must 1 budge ? Most 1 observe you ? Must I stand and 
crouch under your testy humour? By the gods I you shall digest the 
venom of your spleen, though it do split you ; for. from this day forth, 
ril use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, wocn you are waspish. 
Cab. Is it come to this? 

Buu, You say you arc a better soldier ; let it appear so : make your 
vaunting true, and it ahall please me well. For mine own part, I 
shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cab. iou wrong me every way—you wrong me, Brutus ; I said 
an elder soldier, not a better did I say better ? 

Bttu, If you did, 1 care not. 

Cab. When Ctesar lived, he durst not thus have moved me 1 
Bnu, Peace, peace ; you durst not so have tempted him* 

Cab. I durst not 7 
Buu. No, 

Cab. What! durst not tempt him ? 

Bru. For your life 3 *oa durst not. 

Cab. Do not presume too much upon my love ; I may do that I shall 
be sorry for I 

j Biio. You have done that you should be sorry for.—There is no 
I terror, Cassius, in your threats; for I am armed so strong in honestv, 
I that they pass by me as the idle wind, which I respect not. I did 
send to yon for cortain sums of gold, mhlch you denied me; for I can 
raise no inoney by vile means. I had nitber coin my heart, and drop 
m3' blood for drachmas, than to wring, from the hard hands oi peasants, 
their vile trashy by any indirection. I did send to you for gold to pav 
inv legions whichyou denied me t was that done like Cassius ? ShoalU 
I have .answered Cains Cassius so? When Marcus Brutus grows so 
covetous, to lock such rascaUcountera from his friends, bo ^ead 3 ^ gods I 
with all your thunderbolts, dash him to pieces I 
CAsB. I denied 3 *ou not. 

Bnu. You did. 

Cab. I did not;—he was but a fool that brought my answer back* 
^^Bnitus hath rived my heart. A friend should bear his frictid*8 in* 
firmities, but Brutus makes mine greater than the 3 * are. 

Ban. 1 do not, till you practise them on me. 

Ca9. You love me not ? 

Brh. I do not like your faults. 

Cas. a friendly eye could never see such faults. 
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Bnc. A flatterer's would not,— “iiOagh tlicy do appear as huge as 

bi^h Olvmpus' . , 

Ca^ Come, Antony,and yoong Octavhi9,r->:ne ! revenge vourseWes 
alone ou for Cafvsius is a-\veary oi t’.e Aurbi; bated by one be 

braved by his brother—checkcu like a bonduian—all his faults 
observed, 5 Ct in a notc^book, 1^'amed and coun«d by rote, to cast into 
my tectri-^, I could wiep my 8pirit from mine eves ! —Iher^ is my 
dagger, and heri; my n ikcM bre-tst; within, a heart dc.irvr than I lutus 
mine, richer thnrj gold ?—if that thou beVt a Roimin, hike it forth. I. 
thrit denied thee gold, will give my heart : ^trlke, as thou didst at 
C.-caar ; for I know, Mhcn thou did-t h.ilc hioi wor^t, thou lov dst him 

better than over thou lov*dst v 

Br:t\ Sheathe your dagg< r. be angry when you wilL it shall hare 
^coT>e ; do uhat you will, dishonour bliaUlie humour. O Cassius, t ou 
aro voked with a lamb, that carries ang^ r as the flint boa^ nr^ ; 
whiJh much enforced, diow.. a ha.ty spark—and straight is cold again. 

('A-v Ualb Cmw'^ius liv^d to be hut mirth and laughter to Ins Brutus, 
uhen grief and blood iU•tempc^€^d vexeth him / 

IMiv. When I epokc th.al, i was ill-U'tupcixd too. 

Cas. Do you confers &o much ? G.vc me your haOch 
Bur. And rny heart too, 

(> Brutus ? 

but'. V\ hatV the matter? . ^ ^ , 

Cts, Have you not love enough to bear with me, when that n a 
humour, which my motlMT g;ive me, makce me forgetful f 

buu Yev Casaius ; and, from lunccforlK, when you are ovor-eameiit 
with your Brutus, hc*U think yoov mother chides, and leave you so, 

vi_from the tragedy of ‘<C0RI0LAN0S;’ 

(Two Speakers : Coriolanns and Antidius.) 

Con. I pLiiiily, Tullus, by your looks, perceive you <lisapproTe my 

comluct. cUmour of loud r^-pr^^ich^. 

and iZZ "oixl. ; hnt-pr.de apart, and aU that can jarver the 
ii/ht of 8tt-a.ly reason—here, to make a candid, fair proposal. 

Thou art no tbec.ly thou haKt faved ; it .till 

duty calU ui»n then etill ^protect ^ ^ 

may he in danger from our arms i * 

mavrt with safety. ww i—and thinkcat thou Corlolanus m AI 
OoR. With 5 t',VoTiov laff^iard is iu myself, a bosom 

Bt.^p to thee fo^ of iowSdiS^?d baseneri, to nelre the 

*ro“?a.or^ by ^UoTr^i's; 

‘r„i, '.'i'n “dVr"-"”**- •* ‘ 

"°iS^ Tho.. the tn,.h; o’'°dn>, "u'^ 

ajrain! propitious gods, if 5’°,“ „“opoS thou sboiUdst ro- 

lo iU and wo Ua^T moot again on nobler 

''cTli. Till I have cleared my honour in your councD. and proved 
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before them nil,—to thy confusion,—the falsehood of thy charge ; as 
soon in battle I would before thee fly, and howl for mercy, as quit 
the station they've assigned me here. 

ACF*. Thon canst not hope acquittal from the Yolscians ? 

Con. I do :—nay, more, expect their approbation,—their thanks 
I will obtain them such a peace a.s thou aurst never ask ; a perfect 
union of their whole nation with impc^rial Rome, in all her privi* 
legos, all her rights : by the just gods, 1 will.—What wouldst thou 
more ? 

What would I more, proud Roman ? This I would—fire the 
curs’d forc.st, where those Roman woWes haunt and infest their uobler 
neighbours round them ; extirpate, from the bo.soin of this land, a 
false portidious poopb% who, beneath the mask of freedom, arc a com¬ 
bination against the liberty of human kind—the genuine seed of out* 
laws and of robbers. 

Cou, The seed of gods !—'Tis not for thee, vain bo.aster, His not for 
such as thou, so ofton spared by her victorious sword,—to speak of 
Rome, but wit)i respect and awful veneration.—Whute’er her blots, 
whatever her giddy factions, there is more virtue in one single year of 
Roman story, than your Voiscian annals can boast throu^ all their 
creeping, dark duration I 

Aup. I thank thv mge :—this full displays the traitor. 

Con, Traitor !—Haw now ? 

A DP. Ay, traitor, Marcias. 

Con. Uarcius I 

Aor. Ay* Marcius, Caius Marcius 1 Dost thou think 1*11 grace thee 
with that rolibcry, thy stolen name, Coriolanus, in CorioH ? You lords 
and beads o* the state, pcrhdiou.'^ly he has betrayed your busiues.^, and 
given up, for certain drops of salt, your city RoinC|—I say your city,— 
to his wife and mother ; breaking his oath and resolution, like a twist 
of rotten silk ; never admitting counsel o* the war ; but, at lus nurse's 
tears, he whined and roared away your victory, that pages blushed at 
him, and men of heart looked wondering at each other* 

Cor. Hcar*6t thou, Mars 7 

Aup. Name not the god, thou boy of tears. 

Cor. Measurtdess liar 1 thou hast made my heart too great for wbat 
contains it,—Boy !—O sUvo I Cut me to pieces, Volscians; men and 
lads, stain all your edges on me.—Boy t—False bound t If you have 
writ your annals true, His there, that, like an eagle in a dove-cot, I 
fluttered your Yolscians in CorioU ; alone I did it :—^y I . •, But let 
us part ; lest my rash hand should do a hasty deed my coolar thought 
forbids. 

Aup. I court the worst tby sword can do; while thou from me hast 
nothing to expect but sore destruction. Quit then this hostile camp ; 
once more I tell thee, thon art not here one single hour in safety. 

Cor* O, that I had thee in the field, with six Aufidinsea, or more— 
thy tribe,—to use my lawful sword 


Vn.—FROM THE TRAGEDY OF “MACBETH.*^ 

[Three Speakers : Macduff, Prince Malcolm, and Rosse.] 

Macd. See, who comes here ? 

Mal. My coantryman ; but yet I know him not> 

Macd* My ever-gentlc cousin !—Welcome hither* 

Mal* I know him now. Kind Powers 1 betimes remove the moans 
which mako us strangers I 
B 068 B. Sir, amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did? 
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Roksr. Alis, poor country, almost afraid to know itself !—it cannot 
be called our mother, but our jrnive ; where nothing,—but who knows 
notliingr,—is once seen to smile ; where siphs aud groans, and ahri- ks 
that n-nd the air, are made, not marked; where violent sorrow seems 
a modem ecstasy: the dead man's knell is there scarce asked, for whom ; 
and good men’s lives expire l>cforc the flowers in their caps—dying, or 
cre they sicken. 

Macd. Oh, rel.ation too nice, and yet too tme ! 

Mai.. What is the newest gnef ? 

Rome. That of an hour's age doth hu«s the sp<-akcr ; each minute 


t'^-< ms a new one. 

Macd. How docs my wife? 

Rome. Why, well. 

M vci>. And all my children? 

Rome. Well too. 

M\tii. The lynmt has not batti'red at their ivace? 

Rome. No; they were well at pe.acc, when I <li<l leare them. 

Mai d. Be not a iiigganl of vour f iwvch : how g.«?s it ? 

Home. When I came hither to transport the tidiops. which I have 
heavily l>orne, there ran a rumour of many worthy fellows that wore 

y„t_which was to my belief witnessed the nther, for lliat I .saw the 

tyrant's power a-foot now is the time of help : vour eye in Pcolland 
would create soldier#, and make women fight to doff their dire distresses. 

Mai. Be't their comfort wc’rc coming thither: gricious England 
hath lent ua good Piwanl and ten thous;md men ; an older and a 

betU-r soldier, none th.at Chris'endom gives out. 

Rome Would I could answer the* comfort with the like! nut I 
have worfs.tJiat would be howled out in the de#ert air, where hearing 

should not catch them. - • ^ • , 

Macd. What concern they ? the general caa*e ? or is it a fee-griei, 

due to some single brca.«t ? ... u 

Ro.SHK. No mind that's honest but in it sltares some woe ; though 

the main part pert-iins to you .alone ui i ♦ i j» i 

Macd. If it U mine, keep it not from me ; quickly let mo li.ave it 
Rome. Let not your ears despise m v tongue for ever which shall 
jK)R.*ess them with the hc-iviest sound tJiat ever yet they he:ird. 

Macd. Ah! I gn--ss at it ! 

Horse. Your castle is surprised ; your wife and babes Mvapely 
"laughtered !—to relate the manner, were, on the quarry of these 
murdered deer, to add the death of you. 

Mai.. Mcixiful powers 1 What, man! neer pull vour hat 
your brow ; giro sorrow wordsthe ^at docs not 

whispers the o'er-fraught he-art, and bids it break. 

Macd. My children too ?- ^ ^ j 

RoMK. Wile, children, servants. , 

Macd. And I must be from thcncc 1-My wife killed too? 

MaTI^Bo comforted.' Let’s make ns med’cincs of our great revenge, 

'^m1ocd*’hc ^hM^n^chUdren-All mv nn tty ones ? I>id you soe 

all ? whktTall ?-Ob. hell-kite I-all ? Wfiat 1 all my pretty ones, at 

one fell swoop 7 

Mai.. Dispute it like a man. , ^ i •» T rennet 

Macd. I sliaU do so 1 but I most also feel it as a man. I «nnol 

but remember such things were, that were moat "V;' 

Heaven look on. and would not Uke their part? S^ful Macduff, 
they were all struck for thee I Naught that I am ; not for tbcir own 
demerit#, but for mine, fell slaughter on their «ouW I 


npon 

fipcak 



460 


DLAXOOUT8 


M\t. Be this the w)iet8tone of your aword ; let grief couTcrt to 
^ath : blunt not the heart; enrage it. 

Maco. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, and braggart 
with my tongue. But, gentle Heaven I cut short all intermission • 
front to front, bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself ; within 
my svvor<rs length set him !—if he *scapc, then Hcavon forgive him 
too 1 


VIII.—FROM THE PLAT OF KING HENRY THE FOURTH.*' 

(Three Speakers : Henry IV., Northumberland, and Hotspur.] 

Kiso Uknrt. My blood hath been too cold and temperate, unapt 
to stir at these indignities ; and you have fonnd me ; for, accordingly, 
you tread upon my patience I But be sure, I will, from hencefortn, 
rather be myself, mighty, and to be feared ; than my condition, which 
has been smooth as oil, soft as young dowm,—and, therefore, lost that 
title of respect winch the proud soul ne'er pa 3 * 8 , but to the ptoed 1 

NottTM. My pood lord, those prisoners, in your Highness' name 
demanded,—which Harry Percy here, at Holmedon, took,—were, as he 
says, not with such strength denied, as is delivered to j’our majesty. 

HoTSi’ult. My liege, I did deny no prisoners. But I rcmemtKT, 
when the fight svas <lone, when I was dr)' with rage and extreme toil, 
breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword, cauoe there a C4‘rtain 
lord ; neat, trimly dressed, fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin, new- 
reaped, showed like a stubble-land at haryest-home : he was pcrfum*.*d 
like a milliner; and, 'twixt his finger and his thumb, ho held a 
poimcct^box, which, ever and anon, he gave his nose, and took’t awaj*^ 
ngaiu and still he smiled and talked ; and as the soldiers bore dead 
bodies by,—he aillcd them—untaught knaves, unmannerly, to bring 
a slovenly, uuhaud.^ome corsci betwixt the wind and his nobititj’. 
Witli many holiday and lady terras, he <^uestionod rao ; among t(ie 
rest, dcmandcxl my prisoners, in your majesty's behalf. I, then, all 
smarting with my wounds—being galle<l, to be so pestered wita a 
poninjaj'—out of my grief and my impatience^ answered, neglcctinglr 
know not what—he should or be snould not; for he made me mad, 
to see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet, and t^ilk so like a wait¬ 
ing gcntle-woinan I of guns, and drums, and wounds—O, save the 
mark !—and telling roc, The sovereign'st thing on earth was sper* 
maceti, for an inward bruise j ** and that “ It was great pity—so it 
M as—this villainous saltpetre should be digged out of the bowels of 
the harmless earth, whicn many a good tall fellow had destroyed so 
cowardly ; " and, but for these vile guns, he would himself *‘have been 
a soldier I *'—Tliis bald, nnjoiutcd chat of his, my lord, I answered 
indirectly, as I said; and, I beseech yon, let not his report come 
current for an accusation, betwixt my love and your high majesty* 

Nonxii. The circnmsfcinco considered, good ray lord, whatever 
Harry Percy then had said,—to sneh a person, and in such a place, at 
such a time, with all the rest re-told,—may reasonably die; and 
never rise to do him wrong, or any way impeach what then he said 
—so he unsay it now. 

Kino Hkkiiv. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners; hut with 
proviso and exception—that we, at our own charge, shall ransom 
straight his brother-in-law, the foolish Hortimer; who, on mj* tnith, 
hath wilfully betrayed the lives of those that ho did lead to fight 
against the great magician, bold Glondowor* Shall our coffers, then, 
be empti'N], to redeem a traitor home ? Shall wo buy treason ? and 
indent with fears, when they have lost and forfeited themselves 7 No, 
on tlie barren mountains let him starve ; for I shall never held that 
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m;iD mj friend, wbo6C tongue shall ask me for one penny cost, to 
nva^'Oto home revolted Mortimer ! 

HoTpjprn. Revolted Mortimer ! He never did fall off, my sovcrci»;iJ 
hege, but by the chance of war» To prove that true, ne^s no more 
but one toDgue, for all those wounds, dtose mouths wounds, which 
valiantly he took, when, on the gentle Severn's etxlgy bank, in single 
opposition, hand to hand, ho did confound ibr best part of an hour, in 
changing hardiment with great Glen dower I Tbrt.'e times they breathed, 
and three times did they drink, upon agreement, of swift Severn’s 
flood ; who, then, affrighted with their blood}* look^, ran fearfully 
among the treinbliug rveds, and hid his crUp he,id m tlu* hollow bank, 
blood-stained with tiie>c valLaut combatants^. Never did ba^c and 
Tut ten policy colour her working with such deadly wounds ; and never 
could the noble Mortimer, receive so many, and all willingly. Then 
let him not be slandi rcd with r' volt ! 

King Hbnuy. Thou doj»t belie him, Percy; thou bclic.st him ! He 
never did e ncounter with Glendower, Art not a>ii4mcd ? But, rinah, 
hcDCefortb let n*c not h«ar you speak of Mortim r. Sciid me vonr 
prisonerB with the speediest means, or you shall h^’ar in such a Jtind 
from me vvill displease you. My Lc‘r<i Northuniberland, we license 
your departure—with your son. Send us your prisoners^ or...you 11 
near of it ! 


fj.—FROM TEE PLAY OF “KING HENRY THE FOURTE.'* 
[Two Sp^aikcrs : Prince Ileiiry and Sir John F.ilstaff. ] 

Pnj.vCK H. Welcomes Jack : where hast thou been ? 

YaVSTWV. a plague of all cowartjj*, I say, and a venge.imo too ! 
Marry, and amen ! Give me a cup of tack, boy. En* I le;ul thi.s life 
long, I'll ^cw nether stocks, and mend them, and foot them too. A 
plague of all coward.^ 1 Give me a cup of sack, rogue. L; there uu 
Virtue extint ? 

PuixcK U. Didst thou never se<^ Titan ki>5 a dh>h of butter? plti* 
fiil-hcarted Titan, that melted at th.- sweet tile of the sun ! If thou 
ilifUi. then behold that compound. , , . 

Fa r^vTAFK. You rogue, here's lime in this sack, too !— tlier© is uotUiug 
but roguery to be found in villainous man; yet a co^^rd is worse 
than a cup of sack w'ith lime in it : a villainous coward ! Go thy ways, 
old Jack ; die when Uiou wilt, if maiihoo^h fiooti m.uihood, be not for* 
col ut>on the face of the earth, then am I a shott u h^ rrinc. There 
hve not three good men unhanged in England, and one of them is fat 
and crows old. A Uid world I say f—I would I were a weaver ; I 
ci.tihf sing psalms, or any thing. A plague of all cowards, I s.iy 

! . t 

ruivCE H. How now, woolsack ! what mutter vou? 

FaLstaft. a king's son ! If I do not boat theo out of thy king* 
dom with a dagger of lath, and drive all thy subjects before me hko 
a flock of wild geese, 1*11 never wear hair on my face more. . You 
Prince of Wales ! 

PfiiKCE H. Why, what's the matter? 

Pai-otaff. Arc you not a coward ? A^wor me to Uiat. 

PB 15 CB H. Why, yo fat pauncli, an yc call me coward, 111 

FaLstaff. I call thco cowurd ! TU #ce Ihoc hanged cre I call th«> 
coward : bat I would giro a thousand pounds I could run as fast as 
thou canst. You arc straight enough in tlio shoulders ; vou ^re not 
who floes your Call you that backing of your frieoos ? A plague 
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upon such backing ! Give me them that will face me. Give me—a 
cup of sack I’m a rogue if I have drunk to-day. ^ * 

PRiNCK H. O villain I thy lips arc scarce wiped since thou drank st 

1 ^ 

FaUSTAFp. Airs one for that. A plague of all cowards, still saj I. 
rnixrt: 11. What’s the oiattcr? 

Fai-stafk. Whafs the matter! There be four of us have taeo a 
tbnu^jand jKnmds this morning. 

PiuscK II. Where is it, Jack ? Where is it ? 

Fai-stafk. Where is it! Taken from us it is : a hundred upon four 
of UJ«. 

Phinck H. What! a hundred, man ? . , 

F VL8TAKK. I atn a rogue if 1 were not at half-sword with a dozen 
of them, two hours together. I have escaped by miracle. I am eight 
times thrust through the doublet, four through the hose ; my buckler 
cut through ami through ; my sword hacked like a haud-saw, e<X( 
sii/num. f never dealt better since I was a mau ! All would not do, 

A pLiguc of all covvattlH f 

rms'CK H. Speak, Jack ; how was it ? 

Fai-«takf. Four of us set upon some dozen, and bound them—every 
man of them; and as we were s^^haring, some sir or seven /resh men 
set upon us, and unbonml the re.^^t; and then came in the others. 
Princr H. What! fought ye with them all ? 

FAi.fiTAFF. AU 1 I know not what you call all; but if I fought not 
with fifty of them, I am a bunch of radish ; if there were not two or 
throe-aiul-fifty upon poor old Jack, then am I no two-legged creature. 
PuiNCK 11. I pray, you have not murdered some of them ? 

FaI.CTAfk. Nay, that*s past praying for! I havo peppered two of 
them ;—two, I am sure I havo jviid—two rogues in buckram suits. I 
tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a lie, spit iu my face—call me 
horse. Thou knowVt my old ward :—hero 1 lay, and thus I boro my 
point. Four rogU‘*s iu buckram let drive at mo— 

PlUNCK H. What! four ? Thou eaid'st but two, even now, 

Fai.si.vfk. Four, Hal; I told thee, four. These four came all 
afrout, and mainly thrust at me. I made no more ado, but took all 
their seven points in my tirget, thus. 

PuiNCE H. Seven? Why, there were but four, oven now, 

Fai^taff, In buckram? 

Prince H. Ay, four in buckram suits. 

Falstaff. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain else. Best thon 
hear me, Hal ? 

Princr H. Ay, and mark thee too. 

FAI.6TAFK. l)o so, for it is worth the listening to. These nine in 
buckram that I told thee of— 

Prince H. So, two more already I {aside.) 

Fak^taff. Their points being broken, they began to give me ground; 
but I folio wed them close ; came in, foot and hnna; and, with a tnoughv, 
seven of the eleven I paid. 

PniKOB H. O monstrous ! eleven buckram men grown out of two ! 
Falstafp. But, as bad luck would have it, three misbegotten knaves, 
in Eendal-groeo, came at my back, and let drive at mo; for, it was so 
dark, Hal, that thou couldst not see thy hand. 

PRINOR H. These lies are like the father that begets them—gross as 
a mountain, open, palpable. Why, thou clay-brained and knotty^pated 

fool, thou obscene, greasy tallow-keoch- 

Falstaff. What! art thou mad? art thou mad? Is not the truth 
the truth ? 

Prikcb H. Why, how couldst thou know these men m Eendai-greon 
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when It was so dark, thou conldst not see ihj- hand ’ ? Ccae, tell lu 
your reason What say'st thou to this’ Come, your teason. Jack, 
your reojion- 

Fai^avv What J upon compulsion • No ♦ were I at tee strappado 
or aU the racks in the* worhi, I wouM not tell yea upon con; puis ion. 
Give you a reason on compulsion I If reasons were as r'eety as black* 
lK*rries, I would ;rive no man a riasori on compulsion^ 11 

Pni^CK H J It be no lon^*r £?uiltv of thtf sio. Tliou sao^tine 
coward, thou l>cd*pre>ser. then horse Dack*hreaker, thou huge hill of 

dyap. — 

Fai^taff Away! you siarreling—you ^ehskin—you dried neat’s 
longue—yon stock-fi*l: *—O. for breath to utter what is like thee I— 
you taJors yard—you steam—you bcw-ca-^c—yon vile standing 
turk 

FniNCR H Weil, br#^t!ic awhi’c. and tren to it again and wt;en 
thou hasc tircti thyself in ba^c ccmi>an<oiJ<. htat mcbpeak but tbunr 
—Poins and I saw you four ^et on lour you ncunci tncm. \rd were 

masters of their wealth. Mark. now. how plain a tale shall put yon 
dovrn. Theu did wo two set on you four. and. with a word, out*fao’^<i 
you from your pnz'% and hare it; yet, and can show it you hero in 
the house, Ann, FalstafF, you carried your niountain^s^iucs away as 
nimbly, w ith as quick dcstentv, and roared for mercy, and still ran 
and roared, as ever I heard buU-cilf. What a slave art thou to hack 
thy sw ord as thou hast done, and then say it w*a5 in fight 1 What trick, 
what device, what startiug*holc canst tliou find out, to hide thc'O from 
tliis open and appaomt sbaoic ? 

FaI^aff. Ha ! ha r ha I I knew ye, as well as lie that made you. 
Why, hear you, my master—was it for me to kill the hcir*apparent ? 
Should I ttiVn u|)on the true prince? Why, thou knowc.^t, 1 am as 
valiant as Hercules, but, t/eware instinct ! the lion >vi}| not touch the 
true prince. Instinct is a great matterf I wxs a coward—on ixibtinot I 
1 shall think the l>ctter of myself and thco during my life ; myself for 
a valiant lion, and thee for a true prince. But I am glad you have tho 
mone^* CUp to tho doors; watch to-night, pray to*iuorrow.—What, 
shall we merry? Shall we have a play exuniporc ? 

PniNcn II. Content; an l th' argnmcnt shall be, thy running away * 

Falstaff. Ah ! no more of that, Ual, an* thou Invest me. 



HUMOROUS EXTRACTS FOR 

RECITATION. 

I. -AN ORATOR'S FIRST SPEECH IN PARLIAMENT.— 

A».EX.\.VDca Bkll. 

Thk virijiu Member t-ikos hia honoured place, wliile beams of modrst 
wisdom litflil hi-s face: mtUlmn in parvo in the man you see; he 
reprv’:»ents—the People's majesty I Behold their choice ! the pled-jcd, 
•midst many a cheer, to «ive free trade I free votes I free bread and 

beer ' Blest times !-He sits at Lrst within the walls of fame<l St, 

Stephen’s renovated halls 1 O, shades of Pitt and Fox I is he within 
the House of Commons? How his senses spin ! Proud man! has he 
then caught the Speaker’s eye? no, not jvist yet—but he will, by-and- 
by. I wonder if there are reporters here? Ay, that there are, and 
hard at work they appear. 0. Iwippy man ! By the next post shall 
reach your loved constituents, the maiden speech ! The Prkss (great 
tell-tale !) will to all reve.»l, how you have- - spoken for your Couutr/s 
weal ! In gaping wonder will the words be read, “The now M.F., 
Lord Noodle, rose and Sitid." 

This pillar of “ the people " rises now, and towards the Spe.\ket 
tmikcs profoundest bow. onused to so much honour, his we.ih knees 
bend with the weight of senate-dignities. Ho staj’gers—almost falls i 

—stares_strokes his chin—clears out his throat, and ventures to begin. I 

“ Si^I am sensible’'- (some titter near him)—“ I am. Sir, seusiblo’'» 

_“ Hear ! hear 1” (they clieer him.) Now bolder grown, for praise 

mistaking pother, te;ipots one arm, and spouts out with the other. 
“Iain, Sir, sensible- lam, indcc<l-~that, though—I sliould—want- 
words—I must proceed ; and, for the first time ui my life I think—I 
think—that—no great orator—should shrink :—and, therefore,—Mr. 
Speaker—I for one—will speak out freely. Sir —Fvt not yet done. 
Sir, in the name of those enlightened men who .»ont me here to— 
for them—why then, to do my duty—as I said before—to my con¬ 
stituency —I'LL SAT KO MORE. 


II.—THE ASTRONOMICAL ALBERMAN_James Siiitr. 

Sir Hubble Bubble, Alderman, was dining once at the. Grocers’ Hall, 
and lining with calipee and calipash, that tomb oomivorous, his paugch, 
then after, on the fragrant haunch, inflicting nmny a horria'gash ; 
when, having swallowed six or seven pounds, he full into a mood of 
such supreme beatitude, that he began to tiUk of heaven,—at all events, 
with mighty bonhomie he tivlkcd in raptures of astronomy. ’“Sir,” ho 
exclaim^, between his bumpers, “ Copernicus and Tycho Brahe, aud 
all those chaps have had thevr day ; they’ve written monstrous lies, sir, 
thumpers ! Move round the sun—it’s talking treason ; the Earth stands 
stillit stands—to reason. Round as a globe ?—stuff—humbug- 
fable I It’s a flat sphere, sir, like a table ; and the sun o’erhangs uls 
sphere, and lights it like a chandelier. ” “ But,” quoth his nei^bonr, 
“ when the suu from east to west his couri^o has run, bow comes it 
thon he shows his face next morning in his former plaoe ? ’* “ O ho t— 
a pretty question, truly,” replied the knight, with an unruly hnret of 
laughter and delight —so mnch his triumph seomod to please him« 
“ Why, blockhead, he goes hack at night, and that’s tho reason no 
one sees him 1” 
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III.—THE CHAMELEON.—Mkruick. 

0!T has It been my lot to mark a proud^ conceited, Uilkinp* ^park, 
>s'ith eyes that b.irdJy served at most to ^aard their m;ujtcr 'gauist 
post ; yet round the world the bLule has to see whatever could 

b« soeu ; returning from bis hnisb*^ tour, grown ten times portirthaj) 
before ; wtatever word you chance to drop, the travclk-a fool your 
mouth M’ill Slop :—“Sir, if my judgment you'll allow—I've seen— 
and sure 1 ought to know^—so begs you*d pay a due submission, and 
a'jrotiicsce in his decUiom 

Two travellers of such a cast ,—as o’er Arabia’s wilds they pas^ctl, and 
on their way iu frieudly chat, now Lilk«.-d of this and then of tluit, 
discoursed a while, ’moogst other matter, of the Cbamvlcou's form aiid 
nature. A stranger animal,'’ erica one, ** sure never livcrl bcarath 
the sun : a lizard^ bofly K^an and long, a head, a ser|K:ni*H 

tongue, ltd foot with triple claw dtsjoined; aud what a length of tail 
behind I how slow its pace ! and thijn its hu«^ —who ever wiw .^o tin* 
a blue Hold there,” the other quick replies, “ 'tis green \ I ^aw 

it with ihc.sc eyes, as late with open uiouUi it Uy, and warmed It iu 
the sunny ray ; wtietched at iu case the bL:wt 1 viewed, und savv it 
cat the air for *• I’ve seen it, sir, as well as you, and 1 again 

aflirm it blue. At leisure I tlio bcAst surveyc<J, extended in the cooling 
shade/' ‘‘ TU green I ’tis green, sir, I assure yc/‘—“ Green / ” cries 
tlj«.» oUicr in a fury,—‘'why, sir, d'ye think I've lost my eyes?” 
•• Tw ere no great loss” fhc friend replies ; ” for, if they always serve 
3 ou thii^, you’ll hud Uiem but of Little use. ” 

Ho high ut last the contest rose, from words they almost came to 

blows: when luckily came by a third-to him the question they 

referred ; and begged he’d tell’em, if be knew, whether UiC tiling was 
green or blue. “6h*s,” cries the umpiie, “cease you poUicr, tlic 
creature's neither one nor t’oth*T ; I caught the animal last night, and 
viewed it o'er by candlelight—I marked it well—*twas black as Jet-^ 
You shire—but sirs, I've got it yet, and can produce it.”—Pray, sir, 
do: I'll Iriy my life the Ibuig h bluer' “And Til l>e sworn, 
that wh> n you've seen the reptile, you'd pronounce him green,'• 
Well then, at once U> cud the doubt/’ rcpl.es the oian,“ 1 U turn him 
out; and when before vour ey«*3 I’ve set him, if you don( find him 
Mack, ril tAt him.” lie p.vid: then full before their ^ight produced 
the W.ist, and lo—’twas white I 

Both sUirc*l! Uio roan looked wondrous wise I \\ lute / sUmn4cr«.U 
Blue ; ” What ! While?” Grocu cric.i, when he'd rccovcrwl power of 
tongue; for all were right, and all were wrong. Then, gating at the 
cicaturc^a baflUng hue, tlic men changed colour—they lookul V4:uv 
HLVE 1 


TOR COHNTET SQUIRE.—Benti.ky Bai.ladh. / 

In a fitnall pretty village in Nottinghamshire, Uicro formerly lived a 
rcapccUbhi Squire, who excelled alibis friends in amusemcDta athletic, 
and whose Diaoncr of living was far from ascetic. A wife he had 
taken for better for worse, wiio^c temper had proved un mtolerui.t 
curse; but at length, tohb great and ODspcakable joy, she died when 
pre«;nting a fine Uttle boy. Straugo fancie* men have I-tbo f.iU,cr 
dc*Inied to watch o’er the dawn of hiB aon’s youthful muid-that, 
only approacljcd by the masculine gender, no room should u 
liiin for fooliogB more tender. “ Had I no cr seen a woman, nt, ojuji 
would sigh, “whatsquire In Ujo country so happy a«I !"_ 

The boy was intalUgcnt, active, and bright, and took in lus ^tudi^ 
imeommon delightno juvenile xclliesdistractod his niiod—tm viiions 

wv 



11UMOUOU8 BECITATIONS* 


4^iG 


of cyc^ or diimscls? unkiud ; find those fair dcmUsisterly bcitig:s 

M '^s\ \ y ycKpt pretty cousins, ” ne*er popped in his way : till at length 
thLa fctli irkably singular son could number of years that had pu'-sed 
twcnlyKui''. Isow tho father had settled, his promb^ine son should Uis 
■*tudies conclude when he reached twcnty«onc: and he went with a 
heart heating high with cMuotion, to launch the young m«aD on life's 
t urhulent oce.iu. 

As they entered the town, a young maiden tripped by, with check 
like a ro>'*, and a liglit laughing eye. **Oh t father, what's that?** 
cncnl the youth with delight, as this vision of loveliness burst on his 
sight. Oh that," cviid the cautious and politic Squire, who did not 
the youth's ardent glances admire, ‘‘ Lsonly a thing called a Goose, my 
dear son—we shall see many more ere our visit is done." Bloonnog 
iiamsols now pasMxl with their butter and cheese, whose beauty mi gilt 
even an anchorite please: “ if-rely geese I " said the Squire: “don't 
mind them, my dear ; there arc many t^dngs belter worth looking at 
liCl'O. " 

As onward they passed, every step brought to view some spectacle 
equally curious and new; and the joy of the youth hardly know any 
bounds at the rope-dancers, tumblers, and merrygo-rouuds. And 
soon, when the tour of the toM ii was complote<l, the father resolved 
that tho boy should be trcatul; so, pausing an instant he said, “ My 
dear son, a new era to-<lay in your life has begun : now of all this bright 
sc^neaud the gaieties in it. choose whatever you like—it is yours from 
this minute." Choose whatever I like?" cried the youthful recluse ; 
“ O tbauk you, dear father, then give me a goose !" 


V.—THE RAZOR-SELLER.— Db. WobcOT. 

A PBbLOW, in a market-town, most musical cried “ Ra£oi4 ! " up and 
down, and offered twelve for eightccn-pcnce ; which certainly seemed 
wondrous cheap, and, for the money, quite a heap, as every man should 
buy—with cash and sense. A country bumpkin tho groat offer heard : 
poor Uodge 1 who suffered by a thick, black beard| that soemod a shoe- 
bru.'^h wtuck beneath his nose; with cheerfulness tho cightccn-pencc 
he paid, and proudly to himself, in wlibspcrs, said, “This rascal stole 
the raxoi*®, I suppose: no matter, if the fellow bo a knave, provided 
that tho razors shave, itsiirtinly will bo a inonstruus prize." So, home 
tho clown with his good fortune went, smiling,—in heart and soul 
content,—and quickly soaped himself to oars and eyes. 

Being well lathered from a dish or tub, Hodge now began with 
grinning pain to grub, just like a hedgor cutting furze : 'twns a vile 
razor !—then the i-est ho tried—all wore impostors I “ Ah I " Hodgo 
flighcil, “I wish my cighteen-pcncc within my purse." In vain to 
chase his beard, ,and bring tho graces, he cut, and dug, and wincod, 
and st.amp.xl, and swore ; brought blood, and danced, gaped, grinned, 
and made wry faces, and dashed each horrid razor on tho floor. His 
muzzle, formed of opposition stuff, firm as a statesman, would not 
lose its ruff, so kept it—laughing at tho steel and suds: Hodge, 
in a passion, stretched his angry jaws, vowing tho direst rennance, 
with clenched claws, on the riTe cheat that sold the goods. “ &zor81 
a vile confounded dog I not fit to scrape a hog ! " 

Hodge sought tho follow—found him, and began:—Perhaps, 
Maj^ter Razor-rogue, to yon ’tia fun, that people flay thcmselTes outer 
their lives : rascal I for an hour have I been grubbing, giving my 

scoundrel whiskers hero a scrubbing, with razoot just like oystor-knivee. 
Sirrah I I toll you, you’re a knave, to up tazora that can’t shave, '• 
friend," quoth the razor-merchant, “ I’m no knave: aafor the razors 
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that Tou bought, unon my word I never thought—ha, ha !—tb-»t th*>y 
^‘ronlIl <^h:ivc."* “ Not thiok thoyM shave?*' cried Hodge, ^ith won¬ 
dering cve^, and voice not mncli unlike an Indiin ycU ; were 

they in.Klv for, tlicn,you dog ?** he crie^. Made / ** f^noih the fellow, 
with ri Muilo —(/> tdl. *' How Uo»ige retired need not in terms be told : 
be felt tluit Ae bad been compt'.icly *'>old. 


VI.—THK DOCTOR AND HIS APPRENTICE— Anon. 

A rriMh of the -E-<.ul.ii>ian scho.^1 wa^ ju-t pr. to <put hi-* 

uiaster'a rule ; not that he knew bi.'^ trade, a« it aj^j-ear-, but that h • 
then had Ie:imt it ^even y^ ar:^. Yet think uot that in knowledge In- 
was cbeatr^; all that lie had to study still, was,—wbetia man wa^ 
well or ill; and bow, if p»ck, he sKouhl Ih? treat 'd. 

One morn he thus addrc'^swl his niaNtvr:—** Dear sir, mv honoured 
father bids nu? <^ay, if Icouhl now and th^-n a visit pay, he tliniks, with 
you, to notice how you do. iny business I might h.Mrii a little f.l^t*^r. 

‘ The thought happy/* the preceptor rrics : ‘‘a better uo'tho.1 ho 
could scarce devis'*; Rob/ (his pupils name,) **it shill Inr >o. and 
nhvn 1 pav iny visits, vou shall go,' 

To bring that hour, ala.s ! lioio quickly fled ; an<l now behold th«'m 
at a patieuPs Tlic maiiter-doctor solemnly ponisr-d bis victim > 

face, and oVr hiu symptoms mused; looked >vise, xiid nothing,—an 
unerring way wh'JD peoj>1e nothing have to say then felt his puls<\ 
and smelt his earn*, and paused, and bliukdl, and smelt ag;iiD. and 
hr left i of his corps performed each motion ; maurenvrc.s that for 
Deaths nlaUxui are me;int.—a kind of a “ make ready * and “ present, 
iMjfore tho fell discharge of pill and potion. At b ngth the p itu nt- 
wife h<- thus addrewd :—“ Maiiim, your hunband sdanger s great, and 
—what will never hU coinpbnnt abate—the man's W n ealjugoysterp 
I iiengjive/* *‘0 dear, Sir, you*r«> a wizard, I bcli**ve ! ” maclaui rcplud, 
and to the truth coufcssc<l. Skill bo pro»ligioiis Rob as nnichudmircii; 
and home returning, of Iho Rage cnquircnl, How cinie tliCM oysters 
dr, into your hcid ? '^ “ IVhaw ! aiy <h ar D di, the thing was plain. 
»iire that can ne’er di>tr^.« thy braui ; I saw the shellsUo underneath 

by such a Icrson grown, next day Roh veDturc<l forth alone, 
and to the self-same butrcfcr paid his ourt ; but soon with hasU‘ ami 
wonder out of breath, returned the htripbng muiuU>r of death, to 
hU nui..U>r m.oile this dread rei>ort : Why. sir, we ne cr cm k.^cp tha 
patient under; such gliitb^ny I never c..n o across ; the Mlowm^ 
tio dying, and no wonder, for, bless me, .f he hosu t a^ a 
“ A horw I the elder man of phyMC cned, as meant his V^}V^ 
deride —how came so wild a notion ni your head ? How ? i hiiik 
not, iD ray duty 1 wo., idle Ib-rc's uo uii.-tike ;—/ |>cfpcd l>cne.a.> 
the bod, uud there I auw—tlie >uiddlo and the brMIe . -—■ 

Ouick-witted Boh Boon piirchnncd his <lc?r*.'«, and m larpe 1. Iter-* 
wrote himself “M.D/' Then if ho was not ww-. twas Mi the same ; 
his “whims of genius” only rai?e<! his name, llis very hlundvrs mtv.i 
alarming, arc liailod as proofs of wit quite charming ! ihe ladi-s 

laughed— “Well, didyoacv,.r? Thefunuyraan !—Ue 

TTim ralaed to lam** by their l!ccision, Dob etruU the latlus p t 

ibysician! SoDc-norSaddlcbridle's wondrous powledge all 

Ln.Wd, and every College ; wdh 

quite glilU-m: ho spreads a veryjx^^cks tail of letter*. A-B-. 
cour^e^ and F»n*S.,—iLK.C.L., ana A.S.O. 
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VII.—TEffi NEWCASTLE APOTHECAHr.—GiiioiUiE Colman. 

A 51.4N in macv a country town we know, profes.«iuig openly with 
Death to wroj^tle ; eoU'ring th*? field agAiDst the armed 

with a mortar and a pe<tle. Vet some affirtn* no enemn^ they are ; 
but meet just like prize-liijhters io a fair, who first shake hands before 
they box, tlieu give each other pi..guy kuock'% with all the love and 
kindness of a broth'*r, S'», —many a su’Y ring patient saith,—though 
the Apothecary fights with Death, still tlieyVe sworn friends to one 
anotlier. 

A mcniberof this ^<culapian line, lired at Newcastlo-upon-Tyoc: 
no man could better gild a pill, or make a bdh or mix a draught, or 
bleed, or blister, or draw a tooth out of vour h<Ad, or chatter scuiodal 
by your bed, or spread a plaster. His fame full six miles round the 
country ran ; iu short, in reputation he wa^ solus: all the old women 
called aim A fine m.ru !*'—hus name was Bolus. 

Benjamin Bolus, though iu which oftentimes will geoius 

fetter,—read works of fancy, it is said, and cultivated the Bellts LtUres. 
And why should this be thought so odd ? cutn't men have taste who 
cure a phthisic? Of poetry, though patron god, Ai>oUo patronises 
physic. Bolus loved verse and took so much delight in't, tliat his 
prescriptiuus he resolved to write iu*t. No opportunity he c*crlct pass 
of writing the di'-eclions on his latiel^*, in dapper couj)let9—like Gay’s 
«*ablcs, or rather l;kc the lines in Hudibras. Apot)iccary*s verso I— 
aud where’s the tre.i.son ? ’Tis simple honest dealing—not a crime: 
when patients swallow physio without rc«u>ou, it is but fair to give a 
little ruyine. 

He had a patient lying at death's door, some three miles from tlio 
town—it might be four ; to ^vbom on^ cveuiug Bolui^ sent an article, 
iu pharmacy tiiat’s eddied cathartical ; and on the label of the stuff, ho 
>vrote this verse twinch one would think was clear enough, and terse): 

Whetf foX'^rj, to At' te^ll sA<;Xen. •’—Next morning, eany, Bolus roso, 
and to the patient's house he goes upon his pad, which a vile trick of 
stumbling had: it was indeed a very sorry buck ; but that's of course; 
for what^ expected frein a horse, with au apothecary on his back? 

Bolus arrived, aud gave a doubtful tap, between a single and a 
double rnp,—Eoocks of tins kind are given by gentlemen who teach 
to dance, by fiddlers, and by opera^singori ; one loud, and then a little 
one behind, as if the knocKcr fell, by ciiance, out of their fingers.— 
The servant let him in w ith dismal face, long as a courtier's out of 
place—portending some disaster : John's countenaooe as rueful looked 
and grim, as if the apothecary had physicked him, and not his master. 
** W^l, how's tho patient?" Bolus saich John shook his head. 
"Indeed?—hum:—ha!—thiit's very odd ! ho took the draught?"— 
Jobu ^ve a nod. "Well—how?—What then?—Speak out! vou 
dune-*.’ " Why, then," says John, " wt! shook him once." ** Shook him I 
—how?" Bolus sLammered out. **We jolted him about," "What! 
^hake a patient, man ?—a shake won't do." " No. sir—and so we gave 
him two." "Two eliakoa!—odds curse! 'twould make the patient 
worse." "It did so, sir—and so a third wo triod." " Well, and what 
then ? " Then, sir, my muster—died 1 " V 


VIU.—A WATERLOO BALLAD.—Thomas Hood* 

To Waterloo, with sad ado, and many a sigh and CToan, 
Amongst the dead came Patty Head, to look for Ireier Stone* 
" Oh, prithee tell, good soutinol^ if I shall find him hero ; 

I'm come to weep upon his corpse, my KinetT^orond dear 
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** Into our iowTi a sergeant came, with ntlons all so fine 
in his cap ; alas I his bow cxilL'tW mine. 

They taught him how to turn his and stand as stiff as starch ; 

I thought that it was Love aoo May, but it uas Love and March ! 

‘‘ A sorry march ind<^ to leave the friends he might have kep *; 

No march of intelh.-ct it was, but quite a fo-)li,sh sU-p. 

Oh, |Tilh'*e U'Jl. goenl bont'nel, if hereabout be lies : 

I want a corpse with reddirtb hair, and very sweet blue eyes. ” 

Her sorrow on the Si^ntin* ! apfK'and to deejdy strike: 

‘‘Walk in,*' he said, •‘am<»og the dead, and pick out which you like.' 
Aul soon she picked out Peter Stonf». h ilf turned into a corse ; 

A cannon was iiis bolster, and hU mattress was a horse. 

“ Oh, Peter Stone 1 Oh, Peter Stone ! sure here has b^ u a bkrimmag? : 
What have they done to your poor breast, that u^ed to hold tnv iniajxe ? 
‘'Oh, Patty Head! Oh, riiity H«.jid ! you*TO ci''fne to nw la^t kissing, 
I>cforc I’m Set in the Gaztiic as wounded, dead, and uiusiug, 

“ Al:iv ! a splinter of a shell right in mv stomacli sticks ; 

French morUits don’t agree so well witfi st^jmaebs—xs French bvicki ! 
Thi*» very night a merry dance at Brussels was to be : 

Iust*.*ad of opening a ball, a ball has opened me. 

“ Its billH every bullet haji, and well it docs fulfil it; 

I wish uiLne kion't come so straight, but been a crooked billet* 

And then th<*re c^itne a cuirassier, ami cut me on the chest; 

Uc had no pity in his heart, lor he h.ad steeled bis bre«&st. 

••Next thing, a luncer with his lance l^eguii to th^l^t away ; 

I call'd for quarter—but. alts * it was not quarter day : 

He ran his right through tny aitn, lust h< re above the joint ; 

O Patty dear t it was no joke, altnou^h it bad a point. 

“ With lo<s id blood I faint4.-d off. as dead as women do ; 

But soon, by charging over in'*, the Cold-stream brouj^ht me too. 

With kicks, and cuts, and balls, and blows, I throb and ache all over ; 
I’m ouitc convinced the field of Mars Ls not u field of clover. 

‘ O. w hy did I a eoldicr turn for paltry »raiu and ptlf! 

I luis'ht have l»ccn a biitchor in business for mj's* If. 

O why did I the bounty t.ike (and hvro he K-a-ped for breatl ), 

*• Xfy worth of H** is c.iil<-d ui>ou the door of death. 

“ Without a coffin I fhall lie, and sleep iny slfr p eternal; 

Not even a shell,—my only chance of being made a kcroeL 
Oh, Patty dear, our weddmg l>eUs sh:d] ceviT ring at Chester; 

Here must I He in honour’s b«?d, that is not worth a tester. 

** F.areweH, my regimental mates, with whom I u^cd to dresi ; 

My cor|>g is changed, and I am now in quite another idcaS. 

Farewell, my Patty dear ; I liave no dying ccnsoliition, 

Except, ahen I am dead, you'll go and see the tlluminiition/’ 

But Peter didn’t die just then ; fate was, like him, jester : 

His Patty's he changed to S(on^, and lived—to die at Chester* 


IX.—TOBY TOSSPOT.—GsonoK Colman* 

At.aa! w'hat pity ’tis that regularity, like Iraac Shore’s, Is ***5h » 
nirity. But tnefe are swilling wights in London town, termed—jolly 
dogs,—choice spirito—o/ios, swine; who ponr, in midnight revel, 
bumpem down, making ihclr throats a thoroughfare for wine. These 
s]KuiJthrifts, who life’s pleasures thus run on, doring with headacbc& 
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till tho aftornoon, lose half men’s regular estate of sun, by borrowing 

too I.irijcly of tjie moon. . ^ 

One of this kidney,—Toby Tosspot h»ght,—was conung from the 


UcdK.rd.late at night: and being /fncc/<»/>/<nu»,—full of wine. alUiough 
he had a tolerable notion of aiming at progressive motion, tnasui 


AWcC 
Monsieur 


•*twa6 Fcr pontine. Ho worked 
Corkscrew, worming tlirou 


with smuosities alon^» 
a cork ; not stniiglit, 




th.it almost 
he w aited 


Tobv, the kiijdo<t ^^oal in all the town, gave it a jerk 
jerked it down. He waited full two uunuteft—no one came 
full two minutfS more ; and tln n, My& Toby, If he s de.rf 1 ni not to 
blame; I’ll pull it for the gentleman again.’' . 

But the tirst peal ’woke I.^anc in a fright, who, quick as lightning, 
popping up his head, Kit on his hea<l s antipode,^, in bed, pale as a 
parsnip,—bolt upright. At length, he, wisely, to himself doth say,— 
calming his fearH,—'* Tu.sh ! ’tiR some fool has rung and nm away 
when peal the second vattle<l in his ear«». Shove jumped into the 
middle of the floor; and, trembling at each breath of air that Rtirrcd, 
be groped down shill's, aud opened the street-door, w hile Toby wu^ 
performing t)e.al the third. 

Isaac eyed Toby, fearfully askant, and saw he was a strapper stout 
and tall; then put this questioD :—“Pray, sir, what d’ye want?” 
Says Toby .—“I want notniog, sir, at all.” “iVaut nothing t—Sir, 
vouWe pulled my bell, I vow, os if you’d jerk it off the wire.” Quoth 
Toby,—gravely making him a bow,—“ I pulled it, sir, at your desinC’ 

At mine I”—“ Yt«, yours ; I hope Tve done it well; high time for 
bed. sir: I was hasteuing to it; out if you wTite up—PlMseto ring 
fJit belly common poUteuvss makes me stop aud do it. ” 


f 


X .—RUSTIC LOGIC.—AKO.NTMOua. J 

HoDOE, a poor honest country loot, not over^stocked w*ith learning, 
Chanced on a summer’a eve to meet the Vicar, home returning* 

“ Ah ; Master Hodge. ** the Vicar crit'd, “ what, still as wise as ever ? 
The people in the villa go say that you are wondrous clever. 

“ Why, Mcastor Parson, os to that 1 beg you'll right conceive me ; 

I do na brag, but yet I knaw a thing or two, believe xno. '* 

“We’ll try your skill,” the Parson cried, for learning what digestion : 
And this you'll prove or right or wrong, by solving me a question* 
Noah, of old, three babies hud, or grown up children rather 
Shorn, Ham, aud Japhet they were callednow who was Japhet’s 
father ? ” 

“ Rat it 1 ” cried Hodge, and scrutclied his head ; ** that does my wits 
^labour ; 

But howsomdo'er, ni homeward run, and nx old Giles my neighbour. ” 
To Giles he went, and put the case with circumspect intention: 

“ Thou fool t” cned Giles, ** 1*11 make it clear to thy diUl compr^ension. 
Three children has Tom Long, tlie smith, or cattle-doctor i-ather ; 
Tom, Dick, and Harry, thcr are called ; now who is Harry’s father ? ” 
“ Adtooks, I have it f” Hodge replied, “ right well I know yonr lingo ; 
Who's Harry’s father ?—sloii—liere goes,—why, Tom Long Smith, by 
jingo 1” 

Away be nvn to find the priest, uith all his might and main : 

Who, with go^ humour, instant put the question once again. 
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“ Naih. of oW, three bahie? had, or growm-up chiMron i-at'i. - ; 
fjhem. Huiu, ami Japhet they weie called: now, why w.ia Japbof* 
father?** 

** I li:vvc it now /* p'inuiD'j cried* *' 1*11 answer like a prin-tor : 

\Vbo*s J.\phct’s father? now I know; why, Long Torn Sm.fh, the 
Doctor 



XI.—MODERN LOGIC.—A.sosvMOCJi, 

An Eton stripling training for the Ltw,—a ilunco at SynL'ix, hut a 
a.ib at raw.—one luippy Chrustmas, laid upon the slid! hU oip, b.s 
tjown, and etore of l*Amcd with all the d/athlcas bard:J of Gtw:c 
and Itoinc, to spend a fortnight at bis Uncle’s home. 

Arrive^!, and p:kst the usual •* IIonv dye do's ? ’* mquincs of old fncDd«. 
and College news “Well, Tom, my lad, what s;iw you ^^orth di¬ 
ce rn in" ? and how gt>es study, boy—"hat is t you rc le^Kniiip ? On* 
Ix)gic, Sir,—but not the woni-out rules of Locke and B.‘.cou—aniupskt^'-i 
fooli I ’'I’id Wit ;»nd wranglers* logic thus d’ye .s<v. I'll piore Vo >ou 
.i 3 clear as A, B. C, tliat a!» eel-pie's pigeonto d.-uy it, w.-rc to 
Hwcar black’s wiut , “ liiile*.-d! let’s try it.” “An isl-i lo .s .i pie o( 

jjsh \v^.Jl_;,^,,eed.•’—■’ A fiali-pie may be a J.ack-pic ? —"1 ro¬ 

oted.” “A Jack-pie must be a John-pie—thus, 'tw done, for every 
John-pie is a Pi-gooa 1” “Bravo! "Sir Peter cri.-s—'* Lc>g»c for ever 1 
it beats mr craudmollier—and sbo Wiis clever J But hold, iny boy—it 
surely would be batxl tb;it wit and Icaniiug shoubl b-ive no reward. 
To-morrow, for a stroU, the park we'll cross, then I’ll tfive you, Tom, 
—a hi-h-br'-d borse." “ A horse ! " crius ’roiu ; ” blood, pcihgrte, and 
paces TOb, wb.at a dash I'M cut at Eps-uii races ! " , . , , ... 

went to l>ed, and wept for dowonebt sorrow, to tliink tl»e night 
must paM before the morrow ; dic.iiiicil of hU iKWts, cap, spnrw, and 
leather breeches, of leaping five-barreii gatc-s an.l crowing ditch^ I 
left bis warm Ud an hour before the lark, draggwl lus old Uncle f.istmg 
through the park Each craggy hill and dale in vain they cross, to 
lind out Kimctbiog hkc the expected horse, but no such uuii^l the 
meadows cropiiod ; at length, ben.iath a tree Sir Peter .Up.ped—twk 
a l>ough-Bli<5ok it-aud down fell a fine largo chestnut m Us prickly 
,,lKdl.--"There. Tom—tike lh.it.”—" Well, bir, and wkit beside / 
“Why. since you’re booP-d, saddle it, and ndc. “ Hide I wlmt / , 

Acbeslnutr* “ Ay, come, get across; I tell you, lom, lliatcbestnut id 
a h^rte, and all the liorsc you’ll get !-for I cm .show as clear as sun-J 
'Line tlial ’tis really so—not by the musty, fusty, worn-out rules 
T .... 4 T »...... fools ! all maxims but the wranglers 

and Sk^SSS^ Si^cc you have 

.vv I T ArKn*t rifvntf that a pju*Jobri is the 6 amc as a JohD*pic 

aU.i«/of course that ahorse-cWutm a 
chf.stuut-Aor«?” Tom scampered home ui dudgeon,—sought his r<»m 
—locked himself in to fret, aud stamp, and fume ; if Logic faded to 
a horse, alas I he felt that it indeed had made—an At$ / 

XII.—PAITHJ 4 ESS NELLY GUAy.-TnOMA 8 UooD. 

Ben Bacti.b was a soldier boM. and nsod ^ war’s alnrius ; 

Bat a cannon-ball shot off hi-s legs, so he laW down his 
Now. as they boro him off the held, aaid he, “ Let others shoot, 

wy * « «* .. .........I 1...^ vkvs/l f(W)t I 

For 


f. its V** --: « *. i y at»»__ 

here 1 leave mv second le;;, and the Porty-«cri>nd foot I - 

Sv aSgeons^ made him limbs: said he. “They’re only peg 
oul there’s as wooden members quite, as represent , . 

Now Ben loog loved a pretty maid, wliose 

Aud he went to pay her his devours, when hed devoured his iiay. 


The 

But 
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Bnt ^licn Kc c:4lk*d on XcHy Gray, >he to ado him quite a ac'.'ff; 
And wljen ^he saw his \vood*?h hepan to take thera off! 

“ Oh, Nelly Grey I oh, Nolly Grey 1 is this your love so warm ? 

Tlio love that loves a scarlet coat, should be more vm/or?n !" 

S lid she, I loved a soldier once, for he nvas blithe and brave : 

Bnt I M ill never have a man, with both le^ in the ^jrave. 

Before you )ia<i tho^e timber toes, your love I di<l allow: 

Bnt tliO!!, you know, you stand upon another now ! 

'• Oh, Nelly Grey ! oh, Nelly Grey I for all your jeering specche^i. 
At duty’s Ciiil I left my in Badajos's brearhe^^! 

Why then, ’* said she, “ you’ve lo«t the feat of Icg*^ in war s alarms ; 
And now you cannot wear your shoes upon your feat of arms, ** 

Oh, false ami fickle Nelly Grey, I know why you refuse : 

Thou<^di IVo no feet, soin * othtr man U stamling in ray shoes ! 

I wish I n«*'er had seen vour face, but now, a long farewell ! 

For you will be my deat^ :—alas ! you will not be my AV//, ” 

Now when ho went from Nelly Gray his heart so heavy pot 
And life was such a burrh*‘n grown, it made him take a knot. 

So round his molanclioly neck a rope lie did entwine : 

Ami, for the st'comi time in life, ouUsted in the line I 

One cod he tied around a beam, and then rcinovrsl his pep? ; 

And, as his legs were off, of course he soon was off his lops. 

And there ho bung till he was dead as any nail in town : 

For, though distress bad cut him up, it could not cut him down. 

A dozen men sat on his coq>so to find out whv he died ; 

And they buried Ben in four cross-raads, wit^i a afake in his in-side! 


XIII.—THE WIDOW’S CHOICE.—Box GAunriKn BAr.nsDs, 
WilKX folks with headstroop passion blind, to play the fool make 
up their mind, theyVe sure to come with phrases nice, and modest 
nir, for your advice; but as a truth uofailinp make it, they 
nsk, but never mean to take it t ‘tis not advice they want, in fact, but 
confirmation in their act. Now mark what did, in such a case, a worthy 
priest who knew the race. 

A dame more buxom, blith-, and free, than Mi'S. Plump, youll rarely 
see 5 so smart her dress, so trim her shape, neVr hosU^s offered juice 
of grape, could for her trade wish bettor sign ; her looks gave flavour 
to the wme. A simile for all, a welcome glad,—a joviaL coaxing way 
she had ; and, what was more her fate than blame,—a nine months’ 
wido^y was our dame But toil was hard, for trade was good, and 
•gallants sometimes will be rude. « And wh.at can a lone woman do ? 
the nighU are long and eerie too. John Flagon there’s a likely man, 
none belter draws or taps a can ; he’s just the man, I think, to suit, if 
I could bring my courage to’t.” With thoughts like these, her mind 
I dame, they say. who doubts is lost. “But then the 
risk ? 111 beg a slice of our good parish-priest's advice " 

I ranked in her bes^ with looks demure, she socks his reverence, to 
be sure hs if he thiuks she ought to wed.—“ With such a businoS on 


r,uu<>9 .na uuautvoa wcu.— u uai. uo you inmn f ’ When thus he met 
her: “Oh, take him, ma’am, you can’t do better!" “But then the 

danger, my good pastor, if of the man I make the master._There Is 

no trusting to those men.” “ Well, well, my dear, don’t have him then!’* 
“ Bnt help I must have, there’s the cui se. I may go farther and fare 
worse.’’ “ Why, take him then I” “ Bnt if he sho^d turn oat a thank¬ 
less ne’er-do-good ;—in drink and riot waste my all, and rout me out of 
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hou'e b.ill?'* ** Don't Uar^ him I'.cn I But Tve a plan to clv^r 
your doubts, if any rao. The ben> a jk* d are rioj^'icg,—hark ! Go now, 
and w!iat th’-y tell yon, mark. If they ^,^y * res !’ Aved and Ik; ble-t— 
if • uo,' wl'y—as yon thitik best.** Th • bells rung out a triple-bob: 
oh. hosv the widow's heart did throb to heir them bang their burdoii 
on.—*• M ifry Joim, marry John, d ar John ! ” 

Th?lx*IU were not loug hinging idle: a week—and they rang for 
her bridal. Hut y ne they might aa well hare rung the 

po<»r dame's parting kutdh T»m ro.sy dimph.*s left her chevk, she lo^t 
ner l)eiuties plump and si ''•k ; John Vlagoo of toner kicked than 
and Ixicked ULs orders with hU rt.'t ; p.oTing, by deeds as well ,\s Nvord^, 
that ser?ant< make the worst of hniis. 

She seeks the Pri*--5t, her ire to wreak, and speaks as angry women 
with tiger look^i. and bo«oja quelling, storming that e'er t‘h * 
took his telling. To all, his cUm r ply >vj^ Ihi^:—“ You must havt? 
read the bells ami<?. If they have b iiyou wrrmg in aught, yo\ir " 

I fear, inspired the thought. Ju't go and mark well what th‘*y say. 

A a d oif she trudged ui>on her way. ^ 

No r .sure cnou'di tOLir chime went on—Don’t have John, don t 
h:ive Jolin, knave John !** ^Too iru'salas I tlicres not a doubt ; whit 
c»uld my e:irs have l>ecn about?'* Stic liad f»»rgot, that, as wo think, 
the Ml is ever sure to clink. Be you more wise» and pouder well, nor 
b-‘ misled hy beau or l>cll(c). 


XIV.—ASK MAMMA !—A. Melville Bkix. 

A na^'HIXOIt fiquirc of no great pos4.\siio.a, long come to what should 
have bc'-a ye^ir.s of discretion, di termined to change hU old habits of 
life, and comfort his days by takin^'a wife, lie had long be-cm the 
sport of the giil.s of the id.iC‘%—Ih. y liked his go^, simple, quiet, 
cncery, f/it fjice; and wheieri r he \>eut to a tc.i*driukiug party, the 
fiiits were ill nipturc?*—our frieud was ho hearty ! They d f:istcn a 
cord near the foot of th^' dour, and hi in*: down the )olly old iK^au oq 
the floor: tJicy'd imll o;F his wi^ whil.* ho floundcrod about, and hub« 
it, and laugh till he huot**d it out: th‘‘y would tie his coat-taiU to tied 
back of hU scat, and Hcream with d when he rose to ms feet: 

they would send him nt Christmas ;• box full of bricks, and play on his 
tcrorKT all manner of tricks*. Ouc eveuiiig they pre.vcd him to play 
on the flute, and he blew in hU eyes a rare fcitter of fuy>i . He took it 
so calmlv, and Laughed while h- spok-, tint th^y huggetl him to 
p.anloa tb«ir naBty “ black joke.- Or.-.- r.- illv np;. » *<1 so »io«rc in 
her Borrovr, that he Towod to him?elf Uo woul l her tomorrow.— 
and not one of the cirla hot would onrjr her lot. tf thh j'».ly oil bachelors 
offer she got ; for they never had dreamol of his pbymg the beau, or 
doubtless they would not have treite<l him im. 

However, next day, to fair Fauny’t amar-mont, she sow him approach 
as she stood at the casement ; and he very soon »ave her 
desire, that she should become the d.iar wife of the squire. ^ 

Mr. Friendly, what would they all say ? —but she thought that not ono 
of thrm all would say nay:—she was fliwlerod, with pleasure, and 
coyness, and pride, to be thus unexpectedly sued for a bride. She did 
not re^e him, but yet did not like to “11 at not 

iron to strike: so, to give the proposal the grwt.-^lat, ebe «a‘d, 
‘‘ Dear Mr. Friendfy,—you'd best ask mamma I ' Go<^ morning then. 
Fanny, III do what you say: as she's out, I s^l^ in Ih^unw 
of the day.” Fonny blushed as she gave him her band for g^l-bj e, 
and she did not know which to do first,—laugh or cry ; to wed such •» 
dear darling man, nothing loth, for variety s sake, m her joy, she dii 
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iloth ! ‘’O wli.nt >7111 mammn and all the yoimp sbe 

choui;ht as she played with livr beautiful curls. ‘‘I wish I had said 
Ycs at onco,—*twas too biul not to c;isc his dear mind—O, I >Nisij that 
i had ! I wish he bad asked me to pivc him akiss^—but he can’t l>e io 
<ioubt of my feelings—tl»at’s bH«>! O, I wish that ininuma would come 
honi‘* for the news ; such a pood, dear, kind soul, sbe will never refuse I 
'Ihore's the boll—here ^she is....O, manuua ! ”—-Child, pre.^erve us 1 
Wbat ails yon, dear Funny ? Wliat makes you so nervous V” I really 
<*an*t tell yon jost now,—by and bye Mr. Friendly will call—and he’ll 
tell you—not I.’’ “ Mr. Friendly, my child ! what about liim, I pray V ^ 

• O, mamma,—he’s to cull—in the <x>urso of the day. He was here 
just this moment, and shortly you’ll sec he’ll make you ashapi)yashe 
has made me.—I declare he has sceu you cornc home,—that’s his ring : 
1 will leave you and him now to settle the thing,” 

Fanny left in a flutter : her mother—the gipsy—she’d made her as 
giddy as though she’d been iip<y! Mr. Friendly came in, and the 
widow and he were soon as delighted as Faouy could be: he asked 
the dear unJow to change her estate ;—she consented ati once, and .a 
kiss sealed her fate. Fanny came trembling in—overloaded with 

t dciLsure—but sc^n she was puzzled in as great a measure. *‘Dear 
^•nny,” said Friendly, “ I’ve done what yousiiid —but what ho Au(2 
done never entered her head—’*I have asked your mamma, aud she’s 
piven her consent.” Fanny flow to his arms to express her content, 
lie kissed her, and said,—as ho kissed her luaiiima,—I’m so glad, my 
dear Fan, that you like your Piipa ! ” Poor Fanny now found out the 
.sbvto of the case, and blubbered outright, with a pitiful face ; it 
was all she could do, under heavy constraint, to presorvo herself 
conscious, and keep off a faint ] She determined, next time she’.'' 
chance, you may gue.ss, not to say, A.sk inamma,” but at once to 
say ** Ves! 


XV.—THE CONFESSION.—It. H, Barham. 

Therr’s somewhat on iny brcu^ti alas I thero’s somewhat on my 
breast: 

llie livcdong day I sigh, and e’en at night I cannot rest. 

1 cannot take iny needful rest, though I would fain do so ; 

A weary weight oppressetb me,—the weary weight of woo J 
’Tis not the lack of money, 1 ’to enough of worldly gear ; 

My lands are broad and fair to see, my friends arc l^d and dear; 
Yes, they are true and faithful all, they mourn to sec my grief; 
But, oh I ’tie not a kinsman’s hand can give my heart relioT I 
Tis not my love La false, cither—’tis not that she’s unkind ; 
Though busy flatterers swarm around, I know her constant mind* 
O, no, ’tis not her coldness that ciiills my labouring breast; 

'Tis—that confounded—cucumber I ato—and can’t aigest I 

XVI.—THE HUSBAND'S PETITION.—Bon Oaultibr Ballads. 

CoMK hither, my heart’s darling, come sit upon my kneCi 
And listen while I whisper a boon I ask of thee. 

I feci a bitter emving—a dark and deep desire, 

That clows beneath my bosom, like coals of kindled fire. 

Nay, aearest, do not doubt me, though madly thus I speaki 
I fed thy arms about me, thy trce^es on my check : 

1 know the sweet devotion thatlioks thy heart with minCi 
—I know my soul’s emotion is doubly felt by thine. 

Aud deem not that a shadow liath falUn across my love ; 

No, sweet, my love ie sliadowlcss, as yonder heaven above 1 
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O then, do no*, deny me my drot and fond request: 

1 nray thee by thv m-.-morv of hU we cherisa bc3t, 

Bv that creat vo%y whic-» bound Hkx' for ever to my sid^ 

And by the ring that made thee my djrhng and my bride ! 

Thou wilt not fail nor falt-r. hut bend thve to the bask 
Ihit buttons on my shirt, Iovl— that’s all the boon I ask I 

XVII. _THE MAIDEN'S REQUEST.—S.sMt’tL Lover. 

I'Lt tcU Tou a story th it's not in Tom Moore Young Lore likes to 

knik at^a pretty girl’s d<K.r: so he called upon Luev-’twas past U-n 

o’clock • like a spruce ainolt man, with a smart itoiiUe knock. Nov., a 

LnSnaid v^hatSver hcT tingers he at. will run hkea,.«« when she 
nanamaiu, wnaic et « seconds more. ha*l 

XYIII.— THE LOVER’S SACUIFICB.-Woodworth. 

A nAT iralLiut once wooed a fair, of virtue, wealth, und graces rare, 
hu? vaiHy h;il preferred his claim-the maiden ow.u^ no •?n«wcnDg 
flami*' at^cnalli Hv doubt andanjjui^h toro, hUN|K.n»c tw painful to Ik, 
S^me'low at^hvr'feet the lover kneeled, and m iKathclic terms a]^ 
ixaleA —“ Oh, have compaseiou. angU fair ! pity my Uugmshing «lc- 
K?l ■ I^Te, that no language can eAprcM. {rtrPflinLr^fn 

happiness! 

‘“cru^^n'li'e"" The Udy^mSg^; n-^licd ^ my consent to bo 
eou mine . v......... .i,Jn iw. but trrant me fimt. 


one eiMl i ^criliSi I ob. spi ak its name ! for vou Id forfeit 

diadem on that brow ; the or E trifles,” t'he replied ; ** but 

very best Frcncl. lionnctJ uSk your diitiny with mine, on 

if you wish me for >our .“"jn* , become my plcasiug duly to con- 
one condition lam tbiue : ^cTbcn^-tis aU f osk-Lnow to 

template a husband s ^ becomes my place, cut 

commcDCt. • J _ . ' .. lightning from the 

those huge whiskers his tongue Cot o 

ground he ^rung, the whlU^ ^ ^ Ma.Uiii, 

my whiskers . O, she jeem. i fugbioo nml to taste, to win an cm- 

Id not be so J the gmee of life 1 my whiskers I 

press for mr wife 1 I s.|crincc tne g 

XIX -CORNELIUS AGKIPPA.-R. H. Barham. 

•• AND ha,t ihoo nerr. ’‘Lfiu.Jdhi. Th'o",’. 

alA>Te whoso ‘^P5“.Vy7e\Larnato Fiend tLt heaven defied ? 

nerve to view, oTy canst thoa. with unshrinking gaic. sus- 
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whe. eVr it lights ; the brcnth that, like the Simoon, 9cattci? death, on 
all that yet can die? D thou confront that fearful form that rides 
the whirlwind and the «toria, in wild unholy revel? the termrs of 
that blasted brow—iirchaugel'd once, though ruined now—ay, <ljir*st 
thou f.ic»'—the Devil?** **i dare I** the desperate youth replied, and 
placed him by that old man's si<le in fierce and frantic glee ; un- 
blanched Ii!s check and firm hU limb: ** No paltry, juggling fiend ; 
hut him—liiriH ’If—I fain would see, m all his Gorgon terrors clad ! 
his worst, his fcUcst shape!*’ the lad rojoinol in reckless tone. 
“ lL*re tlicn thy wish!** Agrippa said; and sighed, and shook his 
hoary head, with many a bitter groan. He drew the mystic ciicle*s 
lx)und. with skull an<l cross-bones fenced around ; ho trac^ fuU many 
a sigLl there, he miut**red many a backward prayer that sounded like 
a curse. “ He comes! *’ he cried with wild grimace, ' the fellest of 

Apollyou’s race \ " Then in his startled pupiTs face—he dashed. an 

pitr.'‘C ! 


XX.—THE ALARM.—AsosTMOrs. 

Hi^ cyo was stern and wild ; hi^ check w.\a pil * .lUil cold as clay ; 
upon iiis tighten’d Up a smile of fearful meining lay. He mused 
awhile, but not in doubt; no trace of doubt w.xs there; it was the 
steady, solemn pause of resolute dc.spair I Once more lie lnok*d upon 
the scroll, once more its words he read ; then calmly, with unflinching 
hand, its folds before him spread. I ^a\v him bare his throaty and 
seize the blue, cold, gleaming steel, and grimly try the temper’d edge 
he was so soon to feel. A sickness cront upon my heart, and dizzy 
swam inY head ; I could not stir—I could not cry—t foU benumb'd 
and dead I Black icy horrors struck me dumb, and froze my senses 

o'er; I closed my eyes in utter fear, and strove to think no more._ 

Again I look'd : a fearful change acraos hii face had pass’d ; he 
seemed to raye—on check and lip a flaky foam was cast. He raised 
on high the glittering blade;—th u first I fonnd a tongue : Hold, 
madman 1 stay the frantic deed I ** I cried, and forth I sprung. He 
heard me, but he heeded not; one glance arouud he gave; and ere 1 
could arrest his hand, he had—begun to shave I 


—THE QHARIIEL—CHARbRS Mack at. 

“Hprh. Joanna ! ’tis qnito cortain that ths coffoe was not strong:— 

« v«,.^n o forgivo you J—why so stubborn in tho '.rroae?'’ 

[avA J J*!L«*J* ^ j ^ * 5"®“ ^ churl ; 

mvo rnT senses ^ r «« 



rn ni f ? iV l’m old. rou-re older still: 

i H no louder be vour victim, and the creature of your wu;." 

But, Joanna, why this bother? it mipht happen I was wronir j 
^ut, It common sense inspire me. still that coffeo was not stronff.” 

Common sense ! yon never had it! Oh I that ever I was bom 
.T?ir i> T to a monster who repays mv love with scorn." 

Well, Joanna, we’ll not quarrel ; what’s the use of bitter strife ? 

But I’m sorry I am married ;—I was mad to take a wife 1 ” 

‘ M.ad indeed ! Tra glad yon know it but if law can break the chain, 
I U he tied to you no longer in this misery and pain.'* 

“ Hush, Joanna, shall the servants hmr you argne ever wrong ? 

Oan you not have done with folly ? own the coffee was not strong.” 
“ Ohl vou goad me nast endurance, trifling with my woman’s heart: 
But I laithe you and detest you ! villain ! monster 1 let us part." 
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Long this foolish qoarrcl lasted ; till Joaona, half afraid 
That her empire wa^ in pt ril, smr.tnoDt'd nteer-faiUng aid,— 
Summouc<l tears in copious torrents,—teirs, and sob**, and piteous 
sighs : 

Well sue knew the potent practice, th'* artillery of Uic eyes. 

And it chanc< d a*« eUc imrigiDcd : btantiful in grief was she, 
lieaatiful to b st advantage, and a lender heart had he. 

Kneeling at her sid<* he aootJieJ her,—L)'.ar Joanna ! I was wToeg ; 
Never mo:c I ll contradict you,—but, O, make my coffee strong.** 


XXrr —THE WELL OF ST. KEYNE.—Southey. 

A w E!.f. there Ls in the wc->t country, and a cl^.'urer one never was ec ; 
Ti.ere is not a wife in the west country, but has hoard of tbe \\ ell of 
St. Kevne. 

An oiik ana an elrn*trec ^tand beside, and behind does an ash^trcc grow. 
And a willow from the bank above droops to the water b'.low. 

A traveller came to th'* Well of Si. K'*yne ; joyfully he drew nigh. 
For from cock*crow he had been trarclliu;^, and there not a clond 
in tlio sky. , . 

He drink of tlie water so cool and clear, for tiiirdy and hot was he ; 
And be aat him down u(>od the bank, uuder the wdlow tree. 

There camo a man from the neighbouring to>vD, at the W cU to fill 
hU pail; , 

On the Well-side he rcstM it, and he bade the stranger hail. 

•• Now, art thou a bachelor, etranger?** quoth he ; for, ati’ if Uiou 
hast a Wife 

Tfie haiipicut draaght thou liast drunk this <Uy that ever thou didst 
iu tliy life » 

Or has thy good* woman—if one tlion ha.«t—over hire in Cornwall l)c<-n? 
For on' tf she bare, I'll Tcuiure my life «hc has drunk of the Well of 

’fit. Kcyne.” , « , v 

“ I hare left a good woman who nerer was here, the stranger Lc 

made reply ; 

"Hut that draught should be better for that, I pray you answer 

Die why.' . , , , . 

- St. K-yoo,” quoth the Cornnfh-man. “ many a tune drank of tins 

And before the angel summoned her, sh'* laid on the water a spell .— 
If the huf«l;and, of this gifted Well shall drink before his wife, 

A happy man henceforth is he, for he shall be master for life; 

Uut if the wife shonld drink of it first,—heaven help the husband 

Thelstranger stooped to the Well of St. Keyne,and drank of the water 

“ You d’rank of the Well, I warrant, betimes ? " he to the Cornish- 

tDau ftnid : % ^ • i i 

Bat tlic Cornieb-maD Boiilcd aa the stranger spake, and ebccpishly 

sliook biK bead : _ . , . . -r • ^ 

I hastened as soon as the weddiog was done, and left my wife in the 

But ffaitii’l she had been wiser than I, for she took a bottle to church." 

XXni.—A CHEAP DINNER.—PlascdA ^— 
Two “Messieurs " lately from old France come over, balf-slarrod, but 
toujours gai, (no weasels e'er were thinuer,) trudged up to town fiom 
Dover ; their slender store exhausted iu the way, extremely puz/lod 
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}iow to pet ron dinDor.** From mom till Doon, from noon till dcwy 
eve, our Frenchmen wandered on their oxpe<lition ; irr^'nt was thoir 
need* nnd sorely did tlics* piicvo— stomach in the con¬ 

dition ! At lonpth, by* m Uual consent they parted, and difleren^ 
ways on the same errand started. This happened op a day n) 0 .st dear 
to epicures, when general use sanctions the roastini; ol* a sarourv 
goose ! Towards night, one Frenchman, at a tavern near, stoppc<j, 
and beh< Id tiic glorious cheer ? while greedily he 5imffe<l the luscious 
gale in, that from the kitchen windows was c^hrding. He instmt set 
to work his busy brain, and snuffed, and longed, and longed, and 
snuffed again ! Kocessity’s the mother of invention, fa proverb I've 
heard many mention :) so now one moment saw bis plan completed, 
and our sly Frenchman at a table seated. The ready waiter at his 

elbow stands-“Sir, will you favour me with your commands? 

we've roast arul boiled, sir ; chooj=e you those or these ? Sarc ! you 
arc very good, sarc ! I V/t yott please / 

Quick at the word, upon the table smokes the wished-for bird ! Ko 
time in talking did he waste, but not.oced pell-Dull upon it; drum¬ 
stick and merry-thought he pickca in haste, exulting in the merry 
(houpht that won it ! Pic bdlows goose, and afl» r pie comes clioese : 
—Stilton or Cheshire, sir ? '* ** Ah^ rat you please ! And now 

our Frenchman, having tt’en his fill, prepares to go, when-‘*Sir, 

your little bill 1” ‘'Ah, vat, you're Bill! veil. Monsieur Bill, gooii 

day! Bnnj<mr^ good Villiafu/' No, sir, stay ! my name is Tom. 

this bill to pay/* “ Pay, pay, mn/oH 1 call for notin'.:, 
e^iXTO-^panJonnes moi! you bring mo vat you call your goose, your 
shcese; you ask-a me to eat—I tcU you, Tut yon pUaste!*' Down 
cuinc the Landlord; c'sjch expl.aiucd the case, the one with anger, 
t’other >vith grimace ; but Boniface, who dearly loved a jest, although 
sometimes he dearly paid for it, and fiuding nothiog could he done 
{you know, that wheu a man has get do money, to make him pay 
some would be rather funny) of a baa bargain made the bc^t, acknow¬ 
ledged much was to be said for it; took pity on the Frcnclitnan's meagre 
face, then, BritoD-Iikc^ forgave a fallcu foe, laughed heartily, and lot 
hitn go. 

Our Frenchman’s hunger thus subdued, away he trotted in a merry 
mood ; when, turuiug round the comer of a street, who but his 
countryman no chanced to meet ? To him, with many a shrug and 
many a grin, he told how ho had taken Jean Bull in 1 f'ircd with the 
talc, the other licks his chops, makes his cong6e, and seeks this shop 
of shons. Entering, he scats himself just at his casc« *‘What will 

you take, sir? ’’-“ Vat you p/e^re / ”—The waiter looked as pale 

as Paris plaster, and, upstairs running, thus addressed his master : 
** These vile Mounseers come over sure in pairs ; sir, there’s another 
^rnt you please* down stairs I’’——This made the landlord rather 
cru.sty ; “ Too much of one thing”—the proverb’s somewhat musty ! 
ones to bo done his auger didn’t touch ; but when a second time they 
tried the tre.asoQ—U macic him crusty^ sir, and >vith good reason 
you would bo crusty were you done so much. 

L There is a kind of instrument which greatly helps a serious argu- 
\nent, and which, when properly applied, occasions some most un¬ 
pleasant tickliog sensatious 1—^’ta'ould make more clumsy folks than 
jpronchmen skip ; 'twould striie you presently—a stout horsewhip. 
This instrument our maitre d'Ao/e most carefully concealed beneath 
his coat; and, seeking instantly the Prenchman^a station, addressed 
him with the usual salutation. Our Frenchman, bowing to his thread- 
baro knees, determined while the iron's hot toetiike it, quick wnth his 
lesson auswera— Vat you please ! ” But scarcely had ho let the 



nuMOBors recitations. 


479 



V 

p;u<l (le 

ciiDuinu 

enough 


.ifly for hU funning, de-crvi.nl tl»»* 4.v>08' he grunoJ, ►ir, for 
f ; but you, Mon.^iour. or chc my limv Tin waiting, are ^^-i*?** 
—and only wanted dasfiny.*' 


XXIV,—THE FAUMEIl'S BLUXDEU.—Anosvmoir. 

A PAIiMnii once to London went, to piy the worthy Squire his rent : 
he corneal, he knocks, soon entrance gasu?^—wheat the div»r such puc-t 
detains? Forth btruts the S^juire cxcc.-ding sm.irt : lariner, you re 
wulconio to my heart: you've hrou;’ht luy r-'nt then—to a h.nir . 1 he 

tx:>t of tcuant^ I d,-clare ! •' Tin; .st.nvanJ c-.lled.—thc amount m.ycle 
even,—the money paid,—the receipt Riven. ‘''s'*-, ^ 

Siiuire, “ now you thall stay .and diue«ith mo. old friend, to-da\. 
!{ob 6cratr!ie<l his cars, .and held his h.it, and s.aid. *'No, 
words to th.at : for look, dye .see, when I'/c to d.uc uitji gentlefolks 
bO cruel fine, Vza- u«ed to m»ke—and 'lis no wond.-r— in vonl or ,ice<l, 
some plajrny blunder : eo, if your honour will penmt. I II wth your 
s.arvanLs pick a hit." “Pooh f says the Squire, -it Ma n t be done, 
and to the n.arlour pushed him on. To all around »».« ""1* -y"* 
ftcrapc.s, not w.siting-nmid or butler sc-apes ; wuth ofUn hiddine take.s 
his sent, but at a distance miRhty great. Though often .asked to 
draw hia clmir, he nod^ nor comes an inch more near. By 
served,—with body licndcd,—with kniic .and fork, and arims extended, 

_he reached as far a.s he w.as able, to }»l.atc that overhunR the table , 

with little morsels cheats his chops, and in the 

drops. To show where roost hia heart inclined, he talke«l an<i ilrank 
to John l>ehiml: wlun drunk to in a modi.sh way, \our loves 
sufficient, znr." he'd say ; and to be thougut a m;in of nmnne^. btill 
rose to m.ikc hU awkwanl honours. -Tush, fi.ay« the Spnre, 
“ nnv keen vonr Hitting." - No, no !'• he ci i«, - zur, tw not lilting : 
tbonjfh I’m no scholar varpcd in letters. I knaw h my duty to my Wtters. 

Mii’ch mirth the farmer's ways atloril, an.l /Jxt— 

the board; tlms th- first course was tndeil well, bat -‘^ ***^ “\* , 
ah ' wh.at b- fel? Tlic dishes were now timely placed, and t.ablc with 
frcKh luxury gr.aceu : when drunk to by a neighbouring chivrmcr. up, 
as usu.“ sUrS the fanner : a wag. to carry on the joke, thii.s to hes 
si-rvant softly spoke :—“ Come hither, Dick ; step gently there, ami 
piiU away the fall^er’s chair.” ■Tisdoi.e • his cong.^- umde. the clow ji 
draws back, and stoops tosit him down; but by bis bmlj oierw .iglu-d, 
and of bis tru.dy scat l>ctrave<l. as men at twigs in fjirawlmR. 

hi> ciuLdit the cloth to save hw falling. In 

he wallowcd.andr.illlingaUtliedb'hca followed 1 Here tumbled turkc) s, 

tirts and widgeons, and there mmcc pies, .and geese, and pjccoiis. 
What an ado! 'twixt belles and on.. 


rub their clothes ! One spark Viemoaus bis grciisol waistcoat; one, 
»Rot Lim ho hw sixiiR^ my best coat I Amhlsl the rout the 
farScr l^i’g some pudding su4c<J. and held bi.- tongue : at l^gtb 
nmiined b\^ ccncral scrccch, he scrambh.'S up to uuike his Bpeech. 
“ Planuo Uk\! I’ze tell you how ’twould be ; look, hero s a pick e, 
.nr^®d-vo see ?*’-■• Peaw. brute, begone 1" tlio Ulies cry: tho 
xars, dye seer llv'" “I'll tear bia eyes out, squeaks 

^*Suv‘“’ril pbikTi’io^ui out," roars a bully. At tliis tho 
off, and cries, “ Ay, kill mo then, whene or you catch mo hero ubaiii 
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XXV.—THE FARMER AND THE BARRISTER.—JamSmith. 

A COUNSEL in Xhc CoDimon PIca?, Nvho was esteemed n miphiy wit 
upon the streugth of a chance hit^ amid a thousand flippancies^ and 
hU occasional bad jokes in bullyimr, baptcriog, browbeating, rail- 
ciilmg and inaltrcating womeu or otner timid folks, in a late cause 
resolved to boax a clownish Yorkshire faroicr—one,^ who, by nia 
nnooutli look and gait, appeared expressly uicaTit by Fate for being 
uiii^zcd ajid i)lay» d upon : so, having tipped the wmk to those in 
the back rows, who kept their laughter bottled down until our wag 
sliouUl draw the cork, he smiled jocOi>ely on the clown, and went to 
\s ork. 


•' WclK Farmer KumscuU, how go calves at York ? ** W^hy— 

ir, as tlu*y do >vi' you, hut on four legs instead of two.’* Officer !’ 
^ried th: legal elf. phpicd at the laugh ag:iinst himself, ‘'do pray 
kcxjp silence down uelow there. Now look at mo, clown, and attend : 
have I not seen vou somewhere, friend ? '* “ Yecs—very like—I often 

go tlicrc.” “Our rustic’s waggish—<|tiito laconic,” the counsel 


s 

Cl 


cried with grin sardonic :—“ I wish Td knowii this prt^igy—'this 
cenius of the clods, \%hcn I cn circuit was at Y’^oik rcsidiDg. Now, 
Farmer, do for once sneak true,—mind you're on oath ; so tell nio, 
you, who doubtless tuiuk youisclf so clever—are^ there as many 
iuols as ever in the West Riding?” “ Why, no, sir, no; we've got 
our share, but not eo many as wlu.n you were there.”—No more 
\\as needed ; with an augry frown, the batUed counsel sat in silence 
down, 

XXVI.— THE COLLEGIAN AND THE PORTER.— Planch£. 

At Trin. Coll. Cam.—w hich means, in proper spelling, Triuity College, 
Cambridge—there resided one Harry Dasbinglon—a youth excelling 
iu all the learning commonly provided for those who choose that classic 
station for fluishiug their education : that is—he uodei'stood computing 
the odds At any race or match ; w;u<i a dead hand at pigeon-shooting ; 
could kick up VOWS!—^kuock down the watch—play truant, or the' rake, 
at random—drink—tie cravatd—and drive a tanuem. Remonstrance, 
floe, and rustication, so far from working rufonnution, seemed but to 
make his lapses greater; till he was warned that next oiTcnce wouir 
have this certam consequeuco—cxpulaioo from his Alma Mater. 

One need not be a nccrouuvncer to guess that, with so wild if^wlght, 
the next offence occurred next night; when our incurable came rolling 
home as the midnight chimes were tolling, and rang the College hell. 
No answer. Tue second peal was vain—the third made the street 
echo its alarum ; when to nia great deliclit he hoard the sordid Janitor, 
old Ben, rousing and growling in his non. “Who's there?—I s’pose 
youne Harum-scarum. ” “ Tis I, my worthy Ben—’tU Harry. ” “ Ay, 
eo I thought—and there you’ll tarry: *tis p;tst the hour—the gates are 
closed—you know my orders ;—I shall lose my place if I undo the 
door.”—“And I” (young Hopeful intoi*postA) “shall be expelled 
if you refuse ; so pr’ytnec ”—Ben began to snore.—“ I’m wet, cried 
Harry. “ to the skm: hip ! luiUo ! Bon—don’t be a ninny ; beneath the 
pate I’ve thrust a ^inea, so tumble out and lot mo in." “Humph 1“ 
growled tho greedy old curmudgeon, half overjoyed and half in 
dudgeon ;—“Now you may pass, but make no fuss } on tip-toe walk 
and hold your prate !“ “ I^k on the stones, old Cerberus," cried 
Hurry, as ho passed the gate ; “ I’ve dropped a shilling—take the light 
—you’ll find it just outside—good nl^ht." 

Behold tho porter in his shirt, dripping with rain which never stopped 
groping and raking in the dirt, ana aU without success j but that ii 
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hardlj to be wondered at, because no Rhillinff had been dropped : s> 
he pare o'er the search at last, regained tho door—and found il l4t*; \ 
With suodrv oathd, and prowl.^, and proan.-^, he rang once—twjcc'— 
thrice; and then. iuinph.*<i with gigg ling, heard the tones^ of Harry^ 

mimicking old Ben.-Wbo’d there ?—*ti3 really a du^graiv to ring 

so loud—rvc locked the gate—I know my duty—lis too late—you 
wouldn’t have me lose my place. Pt^ha ! ilr. Da>liinvton> remetnUr 

this iA the midclie of November. T m siripi»ecl—ti* raiiimg cats and 
dog©/’ hu5hr' quoth Hal, I m fast asU-cp ; and then he 

snored as loud and deep a whole company of hog.s. “ But hark ye, 
Ben, ril grant admitUnc^ at the same rale I paid mVMjlf.” ‘'Nay, 
master, leave me half the repined the avaricious elf. No ; 

all or non*.—a full acquitUnce ; the terms I know are somewhat high ; 
Viut you have fixed the j)ricc, not I—I won*t take les.^-—I can t aflurd 
it.** So, hading ali his haggling vain. Bon, with a growl and groan of 
»>aiu, drew out the guinea and n^'^tored it. 

“ Surelv you'll give me/* growled tho outwitted i>orter when again 
;idinitto<l/‘domcthiog, ui>w you've done yoiir joking, for all thi' ironhlt», 
time, and soaking?*' -‘Oh, surely,—^nrclv ! Harry said : -nice, as 
you urge. I broke your rest, and you're half dro\vn<^ and qnit<‘ un- 
dres9*Hi, ril give you/’ said tho ecncroua fellow—ticc, as most people 
arc—-“wheu mcllov.,—“ yes» I'll give you—leave to go to Ud/* 


XXVII.—THE FBENCHMAN AND R.VTS.—AsoNV.uorfl. 

A FiiKNCItstAN once, who wa.s a merry wight, passing to town from 
Dover in the night, near the road-iido an ale-house chanced to ep/ ; 
and being rather tired as well as dry, resolved to eater ; hut first he 
took a i>eep, in hopes a Biipi)er he might get, and cheap. He enters : 
** Hallo ! gargon, if you jileu***, bring me a IccUl bit of br\'ad and cJieoc ; 
ntLSsi, gar^jii i eouic portarctoo *—he said, “ v:ch 1 sail Cikc, and iIkh 

xnyseli to bed.** ^ ^ i. i 

llis simi>cr done, some scraps of cheese were left, winch our i)oor 

Fronchman, thinking it no theft, into his nocket put ; then slowly 
crctJl to wwhed-for bed ; but Ki^iror a wink be slept, for ou the floor 
some raclU of Hour were laid, to which the r.kls a nightly visit paid. 
Our hero when undrc.t-^c^, l>rjp|)od out the light, put on his r.ip, and 
bade the world grK>d night: but first the garment, ^hich conUmesl the 
fare- uiidor liw piHow bo bad placed with care. Saus ccrcInonlL^ soou 
the mU began • from aack to sack full they ran ; when, in 

their merry gamboU BiuelUng round, under the pdlow.hah . the Oiecao 
they found: and, while at thU fcaat they regahug bat, their happy 
laws dij8turl>cd the Frenchman's nap; who, half awake, cncs out, 
*• Hallo ! hallo ! vat in dat nibbcl at my pillow ko ? Ah 1 tw von huge, 
hie, monstare rat t Vat is it dat he nilM. nibbel at ? And then, 
instinctively, to calm liis fears, ho felt »f all was right with boU, hu> c.in*. 

lu vain our little hero sought repose ; sometinies the verram k^uIowU 
o'er his nose ; and such the pranks they kept un all the night, that he, 
on end autijiodcs upright, bawling aloud. ciU^ stoutly for a light 
“ Uallo! maison ! gar 9 oo I landlord I I say 1 bring mo de hill for v.at 

I have to pay I 


□mmcot?-I aaUttopay } 

-a loetel sup of portaro—dis vile bed, varo a I the rata do ruu . 
lyhcadV" “P^fue on those ratal muturc^ 


about 

S'f^Sh. MoiiiirUiaTl 'c^^s^urrrulia-fhim weU 
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that can.” “ Vat*s dat you My ! you'll pay him tcU that can ?— 
Attcnder, pray: Till you i\i» cbarpe forego dat I am at, if from vour 
house I drive away do rat?” With all my heart,” the jolly host 
replies. “ Ecoutez done, ami, ” the Frenchman cries. “ First, den— 
regardez, if you please—bring to db spot a Icetel bread and sUecsc. 
Eh bien I a half-tUled pot of portare too ; and den you get de rats to 
sup vkI you ; aud after dat—no matter dev be viliing—for vat dey 
eat you charge dem just ten ehcllan ; and 1 am sure, ven dey behold 
de score, dey‘ll quit your house, aud nevare come no more.” 

XXVIII.—LODGINGS FOR SINGLE GENTLEMEN.—G. CobMAN, 

Who has e'er been in London, that overgrown place, has seen 
Loil'/htf/s to stare him full in the face. Some are good, and let 

dearly ; while some, 'tis well known, are so dear, and so bad, they are 
hc?«t fet alone.— 

Will Waddle, whose temper was studious and lonely, hired lodgings 
that took SifigU Gentlemen only; but Will was so fat lie appeand 
like a tun,—or like two “Single Gentlemen” rollc<l into one. He 
entered his rooms, and to be<l he retreated ; but, all the night long, 
he felt fevered and heated ; and, though heavy to weigh as a score of 
fat sheep, he was not by any means heavy to sleep. Next night 'twas 
the suime—and the next—and the next I he perspired like an ox, he 
was nervous and vexed; week passed after week, till, by weekly 
succession, his weakly condition was past all expression. 

In six months his acquaintance began much to doubt him ; for his 
skin, “ like a lady's loose gown,” hung about him : he sent for a 
doctor, and cried like a ninny, “ I have lost many pounds—make me 
well—there's a guinea.” The doctor looked wise:—*'A slow fever,** 
he said ; prescribed sudorifics,—and going to bed. “ Sudorifica in bed 
arc, I tell yon, humbugs I Tvo enough of them there without pajnng 
for drugs I " Will kicked out the doctor but when ill indeed, e’en 
dismiSsSiug the doctor don't always succi^ ; so, calling his Host—he 
said—“Sir, do you know, I'm the fat 'Single Gentleman,* six months 
ago? Look ye, Landlonl, I think,'* argu<^ Will with a grin, “that 
with honest intentions you 6rst took me in : but from that first night 
—to declare it I’m bold—I’ve been so very Aef, that Fm sure I cauglit 
cold / *’ Quoth the landlord,—“Till now I ne'er had a dispute ; I*vc let 
odginps ten years—I’m a baker to boot; in airing your sheets, sir, 
Imy wife is no sloven ; and your bed is immwllately—over my oyrn.** 
**The OVRN I roars Will: says the host, “Why this passion? in 
that excellent bed died three people of fashion. Why so crusty, good 
Jr?*'—“Why!” cried Will m a taking, who would not be crusty, 
with half a year’s bakiny t ** 

Will paid for his rooms :—and the host with a sneer, said,^* I see 
you’ve been gainy away half a year.” “ Friend, wo Ciin’t well agree ;— 
yet no quarrel,” Will said:—“but I’d rather not perish, while you 
make your ftrrarf.” 


XXIX,—YORKSHIRE ANGLING.—Ah'OltTMOus. 

It happened once that a young Yorkshire clown, but newly come to 
far-famed London town, was gaping round at many a wondrous sight, 
grinning at all he saw with vast d^ight; attended by his terrier 
Tyk^ that^ was as sharp as sharp may he t and thus the master and 
the dog, d ye see, were very much alike. After wandering far and 
wide, and seeing evey street and sqnare, the parka, tlie plays, the 
Queen, and the Lord Mayor, with all in which your cockneys place 
their pride; and being quizzed by many a city sparl^ for coat of 
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country cut, and red-hair’d pate ; he came at lenifth to noUy 
uatc : he saw the busy ?c«-ne with mute surprise, oiK'niug, at ouo'. 
fears, mouth, and eyes, at the loud clamour, and the monstrous fish, 
hereatter doom’d to grace full many a dish. 

Close by him was a turbot on a stall, which, with stretch’d mouth, 
as if to pant for breath, seem’d in the agonies of death ; said Lubin, 
••What name, sur, d'ye that fish call;’’' “That ’ere? a tur»>ol ; ” 
(■‘ Now d’ye buy, buy, buy I") he answ ered, keeping up his bu-^iness 
cry : then “ Bh.-ss the noodle I ” added the sarcastic elt ; - Arf<it you see 
—so something like yourself.” S.sid Liibio, *‘Do ve think, sur, that 
he ll bite ? " “'\Vhy,’''eaid the fellow with a roguish grin, ” his mouth 
i.s open,—put your finger in, and then youll know. ‘ No, .«ur, 
replied the wight, “ 1 should not like to try; but there’s my Tyke 
shall put hUtaU there, an’ ye like." “Agreed," rejoined the mau, 

and laughed delight. , . i v •. -.i 

Within the turbol'.s teeth was placed the tail, and the fish bit with 
nil his might: the dog no sooner felt the bile than off he ran, the 
daugiing turl>ot meanwhile holding tight. The astonishisl tu.an Ix-gau 
TuoH furioiwly to »/awl and raU; but, after numerous escatn-s and 
dcxl 'ings. Tyke safely got to Master Lubin's lodgings. Thithtr the 
fishmonger in anger flew.—Says Lubin, “ Lunnun tncks o'* m*' won t 
ilo: I’ze come from York to queer such/o/s aa you ; and ryke, my 
dog. U Yorkshire too I ” “I’ll York the whelp 1 I’ll York him with¬ 
out faU, if I can catch him by his thievUh tail.’’ Tvke sprang out .at 
his m.-v8ter’8 look, and caught iho cockney by a hook ! He roare«l and 
swore! Tyke tucgwl the mon* 1 while Lubiii shouting, cliwrcd and 
laughed. At l.ist, acknowlc«lging tlie rustic’s craft BufK-nor to his 
own, with iiiaiiy a groan the in.in rclip-sed himself and sneaked away, 
aud Tyke and Lubin dined upon the fish that day 1 


XXX.—A UAUA AVIS.—As-ONyaors. 

A WK/tl.Tny gentleman in Hertfordshire, not troubled with an over¬ 
plus of brains, like many a worthy country squire, whose craniums 
give th-iu very little pains, lived quietly on )il- own csta e : he was 
a bachelor, but whether that argue.s m favour of lu.s undersUinding, or 
inilitales against it, U a quc.stiou tliat I would wish to have no haiid 
in, but le.ave it to your cool digestion. It ctiaocc^ o^ year, as alma¬ 
nacks can telL St. Michael s day on Sunday fell ; the Srpiire, tlic night 
Kssfnr^ aji bls UBOs PcRKV ordcT# to procufc A I then 

went to church next morning c^iccrfuUy, and ordered dinner to bo 

two, the cloth was laid,—Peggy the apple-sauce 
had mado;—tho bird wits done, and she for master wishing, when 
lo ' attractc-l by the luscious gale, and somewhat elevated with strong 
ale 1 “"^ mi>l*«^ the kitchen. “ Wliat, I'eggy. got a ^oose? 
—well, come, that’s nice 1 Faith, swocUieart, I should like to l*ave a 
slice —and apple-aauco too I ’Ihcres a darling, Peg ; do take a 
ai dTc^mo Sff a leg ! ’’ "Cut off a leg 1-thut would be pretty fun I 
What servo it up to Squire with only onoV’’ "Ay, to be sure, why, 

nothin yiii; rU cut it off.’’-"’Adone I yo^i foot, now 
will vou ? ’’ What arguments he used I cannot say, but love, whose 
S 4 >%t«’s aU-commandiog sway, wk-maids aa well aa eounUx^ 
or^ined it so, that, apiio of alt her reining, John got the leg, 
lots of sauce and seasoning. Though Peg. poor girl, 
at this unfortunate disaster, she was not yet so much perplexed but 

she could still perplex her master. dinner ii. 

Home came the Squire, to tho moment true, and rang for dinner u. 
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a burry ; ehe browned tiie mutilated side anew, and put it on the Ublc 
in a flurry. ^Vb}^ what the mischief do you call this, Peg ? Zounds ! 
cookee» where is the other leg? Peg curtsied, and replied in modest 
tone, Please, sir, this kind oon't never have but one ! ** ‘‘Onij' one 
leg ? where did you buy it, pray? ** At Farmer Acre's, sir, across 
the way. and if you doubt It. sir, just go with me; 141 make you s\ire, 
sir, you will a number of the farmer’s geese which, like this bird, 
have only one a-piecc.” He ate his dinner, but did shrewdly doubt it, 
and grumbled ou incessantly about it; the place was browned like 
all the rest, he saw :—‘'Bless me I she surely never ate it raw ! *’ 
Evening arrives,—Peg puts her boQuet on, and with her master to 
the f.arm is gone; with expectation big. they softly creep whore 
Farm«'r Acre’s geese are fast asleep. Now to your recollection I 
would bring, that when these pretty creatures go to roost, they draw 
up one leg close boucath their wing, and stand upon the other like a 
lK>9t. Look here, sir, now^’ cries Peg, ^and cease your pother : 
yonder is one, and licre, sir, is another 1 ’* *• Pooh, nonsense I stuff ! 

exclaims the Squire : ‘'now look ye—’sht, Sht I There now. they’ve 
got two legs each, cookee.” ‘‘Ay, sir, hut you did not say that at 
home, or eTso perhaps you’d ne'er Lad caus^e to roam! but recollect, 
sir, ere you think I’m beaten, you did not say *sht *tfu to the one 
you’ve eaten.” The Squire confcSi^cJ the oversight with groans, 
resolved once more to inspect the 'goose’s boucs, and there—" Well, 
^vcU ?—’sHT, ‘SHT ! ** as sure as anything, ho fouud the missing drum* 
stick underneath the wing. The cunning cook, triumphant, merry 
as a mavis, heard him confess the bird a " Itara Avis 1 ” And now 
you’ll see whenever on the Squire you call, the tvondrouB skektou, 
gla^s^mountcd, in the hall. 


/ XXXI.—THE SPIRIT OF CONTRADICTION.—Lloyd. 

Thr very silliest tbiugs in life create the most material strife ; what 
scarce will suffer a debate, will oft produce the bitterest bate. It 
is ! ” you say : 1 say, “ Tis not I Why, you grow warm—and I am 
hot. Thus each alike with passion glows, and words come first—and 
after, blows. 

Friend Jerkin had an income clear, some fifty pounds or more a 
year; and rented, on the farming plan, grounds at much greater sums 
]>tr ann, A man of consequence no doubts ^mongst all bis neighbours 
round about: he was of frank and open mind, too honest to be much 
refined ; would smoke his pipe, and tell his tale, sing a good song, and 
drink his ale. 

His wife was of another mould ; her age was—neither young nor 
old ; her features, strong, yet somewhat plain ; her air, not bad, but 
rather Tain; her temper, neither new nor strange ; a woman's—very 
apt to change : what she most hated was— OOHYICTION ; what she 
most loved— PLAT wnthadiotiok I A charming honsewife, ne’ertho- 
leas; tell me a thing she could not dress: aoopa, hashes, pickles, 
puddings, pies, nought came amiss—ehe waa so wise ( for she, bred 
twenty miles from town, had brought a world of breeding do\vn, and 
Cumberland had seldom seen a farmer’s wife with such a mien. She 
could not bear the sound of Damo; no^'hlistress Jerkin ’’ was her 
name. 

Onco on a time, the season fair for exercise and cheerful air, it 
liappcned In bis moming^s roam be killed some birds, and brought 
them home. ‘‘ Here, Cicely ,t^e away my gun : how shall we haye 
theses tarlings done ? ’ —Done I what, my love ? your wits are 
wild I Btarlings, my dear I they're ttmuhes. child.’’—“Nay, now, but 
look* consider, wife; they’re ^rlings/’—“ No, upon my mt 1 sure I 
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pan iu(l£?e as well as too, I know a thrash and eUrling too.”— 
was U shot them. ySi or I ? they-rc starlings! Thrushes ! - 
Wife, you lie."—“ Pray, sir, take back your dirty I scorn 

vonr laiipwage *9 your bird; it oupht to make a husband blush to 
tp“it a uife so ^>001 a thrush.Thrush, Cicely. 

Fturliiitr ' "—“No." The lie again, and then the blow. Blows carrj 
st'onc and quick conviction, and mar the powers of contradiction. 
Pca-e soon eusucil, and all was well : it were imprudence to rebel, or 
keen the hall «o of debate .against these arguments of weight. ^ 

A year rolled on in perfect ease; twa.«. As \ou hke I and, 
“What you please I "—At length returned, in annual flight, the day 
of this most /owliih fight; quoth Cicely-” Ah. this cliarm.ng life no 
tumults now, no blows, no strife I what fools we were d“y 
year 1 La w 5 how you beat me then, my dear I bare it was idle and 
absurd, to wrangle so about a bird, a |«»rd not worth a B.uple ru;*h — 

•• A et-arline.”_“No, ruy love, a thrush! that I 11 maintain. 

I'll deny You’re wrong, pood husband.”— “ W ife, you he I 

Again tlic self-same wrangle rose, again tbo lie, again 

Thus every year, this man. or wife, begins the same domestic strife , 

thus ‘too p^ch veir tbeir quarrel ends—tlicyarpu.sCerht. and ki-ss-and 

-Sd Tis^-^ "1“ Thrush r’-and “^Ihrusli i '-and “Star- 

. ""r '.Ln You doir ! You cat! My dear I My darlu.g I 


YYYil-REPORT OF A LAW-SUIT-GOODY GRIM VERSfS 
^‘^LA^PSTONE.—James Smith. (Matthews “At Home. ) 

What a profound study is the law, and how difficult to J 

Well let UB consider the law ; for our laws are very considemhle, 
Iwth in bulk and numbers; according as the statu^ declare,-^on- 
liJcronr/i. contiJtrnndo, conrti/rronJrim—and arc not to be meddled 

with by those who don’t understand them. 

I^w always expresses itself with true grammatical preci.sion, neyer 

The essence of the law U altercation; for the law 
Sr'auSa^.? fulmUb" deprecate, irritate, and go - 
i‘‘Yonr 9 on follows L law! 

^‘’s"like“two b”;i '^\nh^g^o^nd riue ; Ai follows the law and the 
follows aT” How ever, if you Uke away the whe-reofs, whereases, 

K « ^ ithstandiiies. the whole mystery vaniBlies; it is 

wherefores, .“®!,^*‘''^;i?"&uint<>« of U.e law. bns.acconl- 

then plain and simple. ^_‘the fii-st is th- beginning, or inei>«<a'/nm 

ing to Its name, five part5j-thch»-Jt^“^*“^ ,bo thud, adny. or 

the second, the -(^{jon without mdum ; and tifU.ly, 

puzzlt-rndum: fonrtlil), ^rc clearly eicmulificd in the 

7jionffrum tl V„,., •oai'skt Lapotonk. This trial hap- 

follovnng cas.,—Gootir shall be nainelcM, and is 

peiied ill a ce^tn town. bouse. No. 'I ; Will Lap- 

as follows Goody Gnm in No »; “ certain Jew 

stone, a superannuate the town where those alnw- 

Pedlar, who happened »<>, P^, nuS One. Goody Grim 

boiisct ^cro coulu only think . , animal, 

was in the act of killing one o* ber own P ^ through the semi- 
dUliking the ceremony, burst from her mud,—ran 
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con^^lllte<^ couDflcl learned in the law, Tlie restilt was, that Goody 
Grim waa determined to bring an action against Lapstone “for the 
loss of her pig with a curly tail; and Lapstonc to bring an action 
against Goody Grim for the loss of a quart bottle fwll of Hollands gia ; 
and Mordecai to bring an action against them both for “de losh of a 
tcc-totum dat fell out of hie pocket in the rencounter.” They all 
delivered their briefs to counsel, before it was c<Misidercd they wero 
all parties and no witnesses. But Goody Grim, hke a wi.-^e old lady 
os she was, now changed her battery, deiermiu'/ti to bring an action 
against Lapstonc, and bind over Mordecai as an evidence. 

The indictment set forth, ‘‘ That ho, Lapstonc, not having the fear 
of the Assizes before his eyes, but being moved by pig, and instigated 
by pruinsence, did, on the first dav of April, a day saeved in theuauaW 
of law, steal, pocket, hide, and crib, divers, that is to say, five hundred’ 
hogs, sows, boars, pigs, and porkers, with curly tails ; and did sccicte 
the said fiv^ hundred hogs, sows, boars, pig«, and porkers, M itli curly 
tails, in the said Lapstone's bed, against the peace of our Lady the 
Queen, her crown, and diraity.” 

Mordecai was examined by counsellor Puzzle. 

*• Well, sir, what are you ? *' 

I sells old do*, and seahng^vax, and pucklc^.*’ 

I did not ask you >vhat you sold ; I ask you what you are ? ” 

‘‘ I am about five and forty.” 

I did not your age ; *I nsk you what you arc 7 ” 

** I am a Jew.” 

“Why couldn^t you tell me that at first? Well, then, sir, if you 
arc a Jew, tell mo what you know of this aft'air/' 

“ As I vas li Talking along **— 

“ Man—I didn't w'ant to liow where you were walking.** 

Vcl, vel, vel 1 As I vaa a Talking along 
“ So, you will walk along in spitu of all that can be said.'* 

“ Plcsh ma heart, you frighten mo out of my vits—As 1 vas a valk* 
ing along, I sc^ do unclean animal coming towards me^and so, says 
I—Oh I Father Abraham, says I 

“ Father Abraham, sir, U no evidence.” 

” You must let me Udl my story my own vay, or I cannot tell it 
at all. As I vas a Talking along, I seed de unclean animal coining 
towards me—and so, says I—Oh, rather Abraham, says I, hero corner 
do unclean animal towards me, and ho ruoned between my legs, and 
upshot me in te mut.” 

Now, do you moan to say, upon your oath, that that little animal 
had the power to upset you in the mud ? '* 

“ I Till take my cash dat he upshot mo in to mut,” 

“ And pray, sir, on what side did you fall ? '* 

“ On te mutty side.** 

“ I mean, on which of your own sides did you fall ? ” 

“ I fell on my left side.** 

“ Now, on your oath, was It your left side ? ” 

“ I vill take ma oash it vas my left side.” 

And, pray, what did you do when you fell down ?” 

I got up again as fast as I could.** 

“ Perhaps you could tell me whether the pig had a curly tail ? ” 

** I Till take ma oash his tall vas so curly as my peard.” 

^^Ajid, pray, where were you going when this happened? ** 

Tas going to do sign of do Goose and Gridiron.^ 

** Now, on your oath, what has a goose to do with a gridiron ? ” 

I don*t kno^ only it was do sign of de house. And all more vat 
1 know vas, dat I lose an iTory tee*totum out of ma pockeC* 
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“Oh you lost a tte-toturn. did vou? I thought wo should bring 
you toVomething at last. Mv Lot’d, I beg leave to t-ake au exceptioi, 
to this nian’B evidence; h-d«^ not come intocourt vmhcl<';in 

•• Hovr de mbrchicf should I, when I have been poliabvub' nia gooes 

Now!"nn‘ lord, your lordMdn is aware that the wonl t-e-to-Him is 
derived from the Lain terms of te and lulum, which mean ' keep your¬ 
self safe.’ And this man, but for my opacity, obscrv.alion. and to 
forth, would have kept hin.s-If wfe ; but now he has, as the k-arned 
Lord Vcnilam it, ‘let the out of tho bag. 

“ I vUl Uke ma oa^h I had no cat m ma bag. 

My lord, bv his own confe.^^ion, he was at>out to rend a 
Now. my lo^d.'and pvntleinen of the iory.it is my duty to point out o 
vou, that a Uc-totum is an unlawful m.achine. made o norj nsiJIi 
letters printe-d upon it, for the purjKkso of p.im^bhnp ! ho«, sour 

lordship knows that the Art. commonly knou ii by the n.inm of 

•Idttle-co Act,’ cspresslv forbids all paims of chance wh..to<r. 
wSef put. or «Lt. ir marbles, or swabs, or ^ 

farlhinp. or tce-totum, or what not. Aim. therefore. 1 do cont-i d 
this iCiinV cTidcnce U contra bonot more#, and he ts conscqutnll}, * 

’^'^’SimnMnoT'nuhicrcm then rose up,—“ My lord, and penllemen of 
the iiiry my k-.amed friend, Puzzle, Las in a most f.acctious manner, 
endeavours^ to cist a slur on the hiphlv honourable evidonoe of the 
Jevv mirclmnt. And I do contend, that he who buys and sells, i-s ionu 
j!tU indu ted into all the mysU'ries of mcrchauoiso j 
merchandi-es, i.s. to all intents and puri>osc». amcrchant. My learned 
friend m tliv Iwistinps and turmups of hw arpuincnt. m handling the 
tee-totum. can only calkd Mur JUtun. T.. .b playing. “O'‘ « 

LTlhe tSeolotuui'' hut'^itentlcmeri^hl'^hw for^ tell yon what that 

leave to say, tcclotum-I humblv 

not learned friend luis said will come to the pround.' 

I consider the objection be fatal. 

have a straight tail. iho Jury “ Ot?DtlenieD of tho 

summing -- to recaoituiato the cvidincc ; f«*r l)i6 

jury, action. Ami. not- 

removal of Ihm objection rem , . . * * Sfriiim uiawn. <i 

««.ed .bout tho u. 

th« year im 
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XXXIII.—BLINDMAX’S BUFF.—Horach Smith. 

Tiiniir: (whoru some fAstidious carpers mi^t rather designate 

three slinrpers) entered, at York, the Cat aod ^ddle ; and, finding 
that ti^c host WAS out on business for two hours or more, while Sam, 
the rn-itic waiter, wore tl>e ris.ige of a simple lout, whom they might 
prifely try to diddle,—they ordered dinner in a canter,—cold or hot, it 
nnittered not, proTided it wAsS served instfiTitfr, Sam soon produced a 
drst^ratc dinner, oil which an al(h*rm:in might dine; joints hot and 
cold, de’^s 45 rt :ujd wine, he spread before each hungry sinner. With 
talking, laughing, eating, and qu.affing, the bottles stood no moment 
still. They rallied Sam with joke and banter, and, as they drained the 
List decanter, called for the bill. 

'Twas brmighi,—when one of them, who eyed and added tip the 
items, cried,—Extremely moilerate, indeed ! I’ll make a point to 
rccommcud this inn to every trarelling friend j and you, Sam, shall be 
doubly food,” This said, a weighty purse he drew, when his companion 
later posed:—“Xay, Harry, that will never do ; pray let your purse again 
bo closed ; vou paid all ch irgo-i yesterday ; Tis clearly now my turn 
to pay." llarry, however, wouhln’t listcL to any such insulting offer ; 
his generous eyes ap|varcd to gli.stcn indignant at the very proffer ; 
nnd though his friend talked loud, his clangor s.TVodbut to aggravate 
Ual’s anger. My worthy iVllow," eded the third, *'now, really, this 
is tw absurd. What I do you both forget, 1 haven't paid a farthing 
yet? Am I in every house to cram at your expense ? 'Tis childish, 
quite. I claim this payment as my right. Here, how much is the 
money, Sam ? " 

The others bawled out fierce negation, and hot became the altercation, 
each in his pin^se his money rattling, insisting, arguing, and battling. 
Ouo of them cried, at last " Atnice ! Wrangling for trifles is no use. 
That we m.ay settle what wc three owe, well blindfold &am, and 
whichsoe’er he catches of us first shall bear all the expenses of the trio, 
tvith half-a*crown (if that's enough) to Sam, for playing blindman’s 
buff." Sam liked it hugoly,—thought the ransom for a good game of 
fun was handsome 5 gave his own ban dkerchiof, beside, to have his 
eyes securely tied, and soon began to grope and search ; when the 
Un^e knaves, I needn't say, adroitly left biiii in the lurch, slipped 
down tiie stairs, and stole away. Poor Sam continued hard at work. 
Now o’er a chair he gets a fall; now floundering forward with a jerk, 
he bobs his nose against the wall; and now, encouraged by a subtle 
fancy that they're near the door, he jumps behind it to explore, and 
breaks hts shins against iho scuttle, Justin the crisis of his doom, 
the host, returning, sought the room } Sam pounced upon him like a 
bruin, aud almost shook him into ruin. Huzza 11 Ve caught you now • 
so douTi with anih for all, and my half-crown Off went the bandage! 
and his eyes seemed to he goggling o'er hia forehead, while his mouth 
uiueued with a horrid look of agonized surprise. You gudgeon t*' 
master ; “ gull J and dunce I fool, as yon are, in that you're 
right for once 5 tis clear that 1 must pay the sum ; but this one thought 
my wrath assuages—that every halfpenny shall come, dolt 1 from 
your wages 1 " 


—dining by steam,—A. MshTiLLR Belt.. 

A HCJNORY fellow passing a hotel,—whence streamed a luscious, 
savonrv emoll of ^anc^ far advanced m cooking,—stopp^. sniffed, and. 
thioi^b a corner looking where the dim gla^ was broKcn out, beheld, 
within, the ctihnary rout. His eyes he feasted on a giant goose, which, 
turning towards him on the spit, stiU rolled,—but came more near no 
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v^hit, soittiog, as if in mockery^ its envied jaice* The busy cook^toaids 
nmgcd full many a dUh, stircbargcd with rich variety of flcsliand fi=h ; 
kicknliriw.^ might tempt a sated maw, r<>a«t, boil, and stew ;—of each a 
host he saw. Toor follow t wliat an cc^tacy 'twonld be, could you hut 
tt-stc cheaply as you see! Now quickly off they bear the goodly 
cheer, some distant passing, and some crossing near; till one with pork, 
that might entice a Jew, stood underneath oor hero, and upflcw in 
pbvf ul curls the steam—a balmy gab, w hich well his Doso may gru*edily 
inhale ! Sniff ! sniff 1 his nostribi stretch with suction wide 1 too tardily 
they yield ; and now his mouth’s applied : spreading his braid lips on the 
broken pane, he draws the vaj>our in, wuh might and main 1 As ladies, 
learning snuffing by degree's, by smelhng at the box, are made to 
sneeze ; as brewer*?, by the fume^; their vats exhale, grow tipsy, just 
as if they drank the ale ; so did our bero, at the window, fare upon his 
uiisiib5tantLal dUb of air: and when the maid the cover bad put on, 
his hunger was appeased,—conjpktely gone I , , t 

The landlord, who ha<l seen his eager face, ^u'seed by his 
merits of the ca*e ; and now accosted him iu merry mood: “Well, 
friend, I hope your appetite's subdued?** The man confcs-cd : 

• Then, sir, just stop thU way you’ve dined at my expa nse, and so 
must pay!’* The man protested!—swore hi'd rouse the town.— 
'Twaa base, 'twas—“^ir. you pay me Ualf*a-crown : you have inh ih d 
a <liuner from my food/^ What ? pay ? I can t—nor would I if I 
could ! ** Oho I here, w,alter, sec that this man pays his bill, or that 

till my return ho stays/' . . . ^ i / j 

The jolly host bent on hw bit of fun—to tense the wight, and feed 
him wh'm he'd done,—bronglit out some clients to sec the way, and, 
wbisfKrriiig one of them the bill to pay, slipp?.*d quietly the half-cro\wi 
into liis band : tlvcn, putting on a grave and tolemn face, Ivforc the 
mnpire-gucsta no the case. They give the verdict that the charp* 

i^just: “Then, sir," the landlord banters,*'jviy you must ! “ I w on t . 

*' Voii shall I " *• L-H go ! ' '* No, horo you sUu<i ! " '1 hi*» bickcnog %vcnt 

on uutil the gue«t fcigne<l pityoo the wretch so sorely prest, and g^^ 

him the amount to pay the bill. Ue then, with glistcnuig eye, ntdled 

out a tm snuff-box, and dropped the two-and-sixpence m,—and non- 

onrably ^aid the debt, by skill ! ** I have not us<d your 

fore, you have no just claim to touch the c^b, i think J ^ ^ 

smelt your foo<b 111 justice do ; and, bark ye I let you h» ar 

MifiJt /*• He Uiankcd the guest, gave Boniface a gnn, and walked off 

rattling merrily his tin ! 

XXXV.—KING JOHN AND THU ABBOT OF CANTERBURY.— 
Bldlior PEBCT’tf “Reliques." (Adapladvn.) 

A>- ancient story I'U tell you anon. 

Of that notable princo who woa called King John ; 

And the etory—albeit a story so merry- 
Concerns, too, tlic Abbot of Canterbury. 

A hundred men, the king did hear say, 

The Abbot kept in hi* hooBO every day ; 

And fifty gold chain*, without any doubt, 

In velvet coatd waited the Abbot about, 

« How now. Father Abbot I I hear it of tbeo 
Thftii koGtiGst a fur better house tlxan we. 

‘•Nay na^ quoth the Abbot, “I would It wero known, 

I spend not a farthing that U not my own. 

“ Yes, ye*. Father Abbot, thy fault it U high; 

And now, for the same, thou noedeet must die, 
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For, except thoti canst answer me questions three. 

Thy head from thy body ©hall ©initten be. 

** And first. Father Abbot, when I’m in this stead, 

With my crown of gold so fair on mv bead, 

Among all iny liegemen so noble of birth, 

I Ijou must tell, to one penny, how much I atn wonh* 

‘ Secondly, tell roo, without any doubt, 
llosv 5000 I may ride the whole world about. 

And at the tliir<l nuestion thou must not shrink. 

But tell to me truly what I do think.^’ 

“ 0 , thc«c are hard questions for my ©hallow wit, 

Nor I cannot answer your Majesty yet; 

But if you will give me but three weeks* space, 
ril do my endeavour to answer your Grace/' 

Away went the Abbot, sad at the King’s word, 

And ho rode to Cambridge and Oxonford ; 

And never a Doctor there wiia so wise, 

Tciat could, with hia loarniug, ;m answer devise« 

Then home rode the Abbot, of comfort so cold, 

And he met hi? Shenlicrd a-going to fold. 

How now, my lAini Abbot I you are welcome home, 
What news do you bring from merry King John? ’ 

Sad news, sad news, Shepherd. I must give ; 

I have only three more days to live ; 

For if I <lo not answer him questioos three, 

My head shall be smitten from my body. 

'' The first is, to tell him, there In that stead, 

With his crown of gold so fair on his head, 

Among all bis liegemen so noble of birth, 

To within one penny of what he is worth. 

** The sc^cond, to tell him, without any doubt, 

How soon he may ride this whole world about. 

And at the third question I must not shrink. 

But tell him there truly what ho does think.’* 

** Now cheer up, Sire Abbot I did you never hear yet 
That a fool may learn a wise man wit ? 

Lend me horse, and serving-men, and your apparel, 
And ril ride to London to answer your quarrm. 

. “ Nay. frown not, for it hath been told unto mo, 

I am like your Lordship as ever may bo.**- 

So the Shepherd to London, with retinuo great, 

And crozicr, and mitre, proceeded in state. 

“ Now, welcome. Sire Abbot 1 ” the King ho did say 5 
** ’Tis well thou^rt come oack to keep thy day j 
For, an if thou canst answer my questions thr^ 

Thy life and thy living both saved shall be* 

And first, when thou aeest mo here in this steady 
With my cro^vn of gold so fair on my head, 

Antong all my Hcgcmen so noble of birth, 

Tell me, to ono penny, what I am worth ? ^ 

“ A sovereign, your Majestr, minus a crown, 

Is worth fifteen shillings or cash paid down. 
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Bat twenty-five shillings you're worth, as vou stand, 

The value of sovereign and crown, in this land." 

The Icing ho laugbe-1 and vowed in his mirth, 

“ I did riot think I had been fio little worth 1 
Now, secondly, Ull me, wiUiout any doubt. 

How pfx.u 1 may rido this whole world about ? ” 

“• You must rise with the sun, and ride with the same, 

U' til the next morning he riseth aflame ; 

And then your Grace needs not make any doubt, 

IJut in twenty-four hours you'll ride it about." 

The King he laughed ns he'd n< ver have done ; 

•• I cx uld not think, truly, to outride the sun ' 

Now from the third question thou must not shiank, 

But tell, on the instant, what 1 do think ? ” 

" Yc.a, that shall I do, and keep your Grace merry ; 

You think I'm the Abbot of Canterbury ; 

But I’m his poor Shepherd, as plain you may see. 

That am come to beg pardon for him and for me. 

The King he laughed, and swore by his pr.w. 

ril make the-e Lord Abbot this dav in hi* place ! 

“ Now, nay, my liege, be not in such n>eeil, 

For, alack I I can i^tithcr write nor read." 

“ Four nobles a week, then, will I give thee. 

For this merry jest thou hast shown unto me ; 

And tell the old Abbot when thou goesl home. 

Thou hast brought him a pardou from merry King John . 


XXXVI.—NUMBER ONE.—Hoop. 

It's very hard I and so it is, to live iu such a row. 

And witucss this, that every miss but roe has got a beau ; 

For Ixive goes calling up au<l down, but here he seems to shun : 
I'm sure he has been asked enough to call at Number One I 

I'm sick of all the double knocks that come to Number Four I 
At Number Three I ofun see a lover at the d^r : 

And one in blue, at Number Two. calls daily like » d'*"- 
IVA very hard tiiey comw so near, and not to Nuo^bor One I 

Miss Bell, I hear, has got a dear, exactly 

Bv sitting at the window p.aDe without a bit of blind , 

Ttut T ID the balcony, which she has never done, . , 

Yet arfs, that thrive at Number Five, don t take at Number One ! 

Tis hard with plenty in the strcc^ and plenty Msaing by : 
•nlire's nice yo^g men at Number Ten. but only raOier shy i 
And Mrs. Sm^th. across thu way, lujs got a grownup .on ; 
bS? la ! he hardly seems to know there is a Number One I 

Thsee's Mr Wick, at Number Nine, but bo’s intent ou i- lf 
A wUl not " his neighbour an hinwelf. 

A? Nimli^fsSven^^ih^e good* had quite a run 1 

And^hero Tvo got my single lot on hand at Number One . 
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Once onl? when the flue took fire, one Friday afternoon, 

Younp ilr. Ix>ng came kindly in, and told me not to swoon. 
Why can’t he come again without the Pheenix and the Sun ? 
We cannot alsvaye have a flue on fire at Number One. 

T rim not oM ! I am not plain, nor awkward in my gait ; 

I am not crooked, like the bride that went from Number Eight. 
Tm sure white satin made her look aa brown as any bun ; 

But even btauty has no chance, I think, at Number One 1 

At Number Six, they say Rose has slain a score of hearts ; 
And Cupid, for her sake, has been quite prodigal of darts. 

The imp they show with be“ded bow—I wish he had a gon ! 
But if he had, he*d never deign to shoot with Number One. 

It s very hard I and so it is, to live in sneh a row I 
And here’s a ballad singer come, to aggravate my woe: 

O take away your foolish song, and tones enough to stun ; 
There is “ Nae luck about the Louse, ** I know, at Number One. 


XXXTir.— THE SPIDER AND THE FLY—Mxnr Howitt. 

Wn.i, you walk into niy parlour ? said a Spider to a Fly 5 
’Tis the prettie'it little parlour that ever you did spy. 

The waj' into my parlour is up a winding stair. 

And I have many pretty tliim^s to show you when you’re there. ** 
Oh no, no 1 ” said the little Fly, •• to ask me is in vain, 

For who goes up your winding stair can ne'er come down again. ” 

“ Pm sure you must be weary with soaring up so high ; 

Will you rest upon toy little bed ? ” said the Spider to the Fly. 

There arc pretty curtains drawn around, the sheets arc fine and thii> 
And if you like to rest awhile I’ll snugly tuck you in.” 

“ Oh no, no I ” said the little Fly, ‘*for Tve often heard it said. 

They never, never wake again, >Yho sleep upon your bed 1 ” 

Said the cunning Spider to the Fly, Dear friend, what shall I do 
To prove the warm affection I’ve always felt for you? 

I have within my pantrv good store of all that’s nice; 

I’m sure you’re very welcome—will you please to take a slice ? ” 

Oh no, no 1 ” said the little Fly, “ kind sir, that cannot be ; 

I’ve heard what's in your pantry, and I do not wish to see. ” 

Sweet creature I ” said the spider, you’re witty and you’re wise ! 
How handsome are your gauzy wings, how brill^tare your eyes I 
I liave a little looking-glass upon my parlour shelf; 

If youll step in one moment, dear, your shall behold—yourself* ” 

** I thank you, gentle sir, ” she said, for what you’re pleased to say, 
And bidding you good morning now, ITl call another day." 

The Spider tum^ him round about, and went into his dca ; 

He knew the vain and silly Flv would soon come back again : 

he wove a subtle web in a little comer sly. 

And set his table ready, to dine upon the Fly. 

Then ho went out to ms door again, and merrily did eing: 

* Come hither, hither, pretty Fly, with the pearl and silver wing I 

Tour robes are green and purple—there’s a crest upon your head, 
lour eyes are like the diamond bright, but mine ere dull as lead. ” 
Alas, alas ! how very soon this silly little Fly, 

Hearing his wily, flattering words, came slowly flitting by; 
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With bazzice wings ebe bang aloft, then near and neiror drew, 
Thinking only of her brilliant cyea, her grwn and parjilc hue. 
And drcazDiDg of her cre-sted bead—{>oor fooliBh thing ! At last, 
Up jumped the cunning spider, and tiercely held her fast* 

He dragged her up his winding stair, into hL< dismal don, 
Within his little parlour—but she ne'er came down again ! 

And now, do you take warning ? all who this story hear ; 



^XXVIII.—C0NTE:5T between THE NOSE AND THE 

EYES.—Cowj'tn. 

Bktwkks Nose and Eyes a strang-? contest .irosc, die .spcct-tclcs 6«.t 
them uuhappilT "Tonp: the point in di.spute wjs, xs all ilie world 
knows, to which the said spectacles ought to belong. So the Tongue 
was the lawyer, and argued the cause with a great deal of skill, and a 
wig full of learning ; wHUe Chief-barou Ear sat to balance the law!», 
so famed for Iris Uleut in cicely discerning. •• In behalf of the No^, 
it will quickly appwir, and vour loixiship,'’ he said. - will undoubtedly 


Ujc court—“ I our lorcusnip oDserre^ uicy are uiauc wiui a 
wide as the ridgu of the nose is ; in short, designed to sit close to it, 
just like a saddle. Again, would your Iord.'hip a moment supposo 
( ttf a casu that has happened, and may be ug-.»m,) that the vU;»ge or 
countenance had not a Nose, pray, who would, or who could, wear 
Hrwctaclca then ? On the whole, it appear.*, and roy argument shows, 
w^th a rcaaoulug the court will never condeum. that the sjK-ctacle.s 
plainly were made for the Nose, and the Nose was as plainly uiteuded 

for them.” . , , , i j 

Then shifting bis side, as a lawyer knows how. lie plc-tdcd ogam 

in Ijchalf of the Eyes; but what were his arKUiiiunls few people 

know, for the Court did not tl.ink they were equally wise, ho Lis 

lordship decre"d, iu a gr.ive solemu loni\ decisive au<l clear, without 

one if or but, thut—” Whenever the Nose put nls spectacles on, by 

daylight or candle-ligiit—Eyes should be shut." 


XXXIX.—THE DUEL.—TiioiiAS Hood. 

Ik Brentford town, of old renown, th^re 

^Vho fell in lore with Lucy Bell,—and so did Mr. Clay. 

Bald Mr. Bray to Mr. Clay, ” You choose to nvnl me. 

And court Mws Bell ; but there your court no thoroughfare shall be. 
Unless you now give up your Buit, yon may » 

I who luve shot a pigeon match, can shoot a turUo doire. 

Said Mr Clay to Mr. Bray. ** Your threats I quite explode , 

One who has-been a volunteer, knows how to pn^aod load. 

And BO I say to you, nnless your pssBion quiet k^s, 

L wh^havo^abot and hit bulV eyes, nmy to bit a 6^-p s. 

Now gold is oft for silver chaDgod,^d that for copper red 1 
But the» two went away to give each other change for Ic^. 

But first they sought a friend a-pi^ this pleasant thought to give, 
Whentoey Woredcad, they ‘kus should have two Becon&B^l to live 

To measure out the gron^d not lonflf the then forbore, 

And, haying taken one nuh step, they took a dozen more* 
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They next prepared each pLstol-pan aj^ainst the deadly strife, 

By putting in the prime of death to blast the prune or ufo. 

Nonv all was ready for the foes ; but when they took their stand.*. 
Fear made them tremble so, they found they both were shaking hands. 
Said Mr. C. to Mr. B., “ Here one of us may fall, 

And. like St. Paurs Cathedral, now bedooiue^l to have a ball. 

I do coiifc'^s I di<l attach misconduct to your name ; 

If I \>itluir.^n' the charge will then your nimrod do the same? 

Mild Mr. B.. “ I do agree ;—but think of Honour s CourU \ 

If we go off without a shot, there will be strange reports. 

But look, the morning now is bright, though cloudy it began ; 

Why can't wc aim above, as if we had called out the sun ? ’ 

So up into the harmless air, their bullets they did send ; 

And may all other duels have that upshot iu the end I 


XL.—BLACK BEER, FOR BROWN STOUT”—Anon, 

A Bukwkr, in a country town, had got a monstrous reputation I no 
other beer than his went down the Hosts of the surrounding station 
carving his name upon their mugs, and painting it on every shutter; 
and though some envious folks would utter hints that its flavour came 
from drugs, others maintain’d *twas no such matter, but owing to his 
monstrous vat—as corpulent, at least, as that at Heidelberg—and 
some say fatter. His foreman was a lusty black, an houeet fellow ; 
hut one that had an ugly knack of tasking samples, as he brew’d, till 
ho was stupefied and mellow. One day, in this topduavy inoo<l. 
having to cross the vat aforesaid, (just then with boiling boor sup¬ 
plied.) o’ercome with giddiness and qualms, he...recVd—FELL IN— 
and nothing more said, but, in his favourite liquor, died; like Chireuce 
in his butt of Malmsey. In all directions round about, the negro 
absentee was sought, but as no human noddle thougat that our fat 
black was made brown stout, they settled that the negro left the place 
for debt, or crime, or theft. Meanwhile, the beer was, dav by day, 
dr.nvn into casks, and sent away, until the lees flow’d thick, end 
thicker, when lo 1 outstretch'd upuu the ground, once more their 
missing friend they found, as thov’doft done^fore—in liquor ! “ Sec, ^ 
cried his mondiring master, I icncw the fellow always drank hard, 
and prophesiui eotne sad disaster. His fate should other tipplers 
strike, roor Mungo I there he welters, like a toast at bottom of a 
tankard 1 ” 

Next mom, a Publican, whose tap had helo'd to drain the vat so 
dry, not having heard of the mishap, came to demand a fresh supply ; 
protesting loudly, that the hast all previous specimeus surpass*^— 
possessing a much richer gusto than formerly it ever used to, and 
ht'gging,—as a special favour,—more of exactlu the same flavour. 

Why I ** cried the brewer, that's a task more difficult to gi^tU than 
ask 1 Most gladly, would 1 give the smack of the last beer to the 
ensuing; but, where am 1 to find ;x Blacky io be boiFd down at cvertf 
brewing t 


XLL—THE BACHELOR’S COMPLAINT*—H. Q. Bbll, 
They'RE stepping off, the friends I knew ; they're ^oing, one by one : 
They’re taking wives to tame their Uvea—their jovial £iye are done; 
I can't get one old crony now to join me in a spree ; 

They've all grown grave domestic men, they look askance on me« 

I hate to see them sobered down—the merry boys and true; 

1 hate to hear them sneering now at pictures fancy drew j 
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I a^re not for thoir married cheer, their puddiogs and their soup% 
And nuddle*aged relatioos roimd iu formidable groups. 

And though their wife p*.TChaiicc may hare a comely sort of face, 
And at the table*?; upper end conduct herself with grace— 

I hate the prim reserve that reigns, the caution and the state : 

I hate to see my fnend grown rain of furniture and plate. 

How strange I they go to bed at ten, and rise at balf-pa»t nine ; 

And seldom do they now exceed a pint or so of wine : — 

They play at whist for sixpences, tney Tcry rarely dance, 

They ucTer read a word of rhyme, nor open a ronutnee. 

They talk, indeed, of politics, of taxes, and of crops, 

Ana very quietly, with their wives, they trot about to shops 
They get quite 5kilied in groceries learnM iu butcher meat, 

And know exactly what they pay for every thing they eat. 

And then they all h.ive children too, to squall through thick aud thin, 
And seecu right proud to multi pi)* small images of sin I 
If these be Hymen's vauuUtl joys, IM have him shun my door, 
Unless bo'U quench his torch, .uid live huLCeforth —a Bachelor. 


XLII.—BULLUM vKitscft BOATUM.— Sti:vkss. 

I>\w is law—law is law: and as io such, and (U) forth, and hereby 
and aforeaaid, provided always, nevertheless, notwithstanding. Lixw 
is like a country dance ; i>eople are led up and down m it till they are 
tirtd. I^w i.s like a book ot surgery ; there are a griMt many dosperaU* 
cases in it. It is also lik*.* physic ; th**y that tiko h ast of it arc h<*sl 
• df. Law U like a homely gi.Dtiewoman, very well to follow. Liw is 
al^olikc a scolding wife, very b.id when it follows us. Liw is like a new 
f.i-hioD, people arc hewitchetl to get into it ; it is al.^o hkebad weather, 
UjOKt jKuple aie glad when they gf* ''ul of it. 

We shall now mention a cauFc, called *• Bulhim rcrsiu Baatum it 
w;is a cause that came iKrfore me. The cause was as follows : 

There were two farmers ; farmer A. aud farmer B. Farmer A. was 
M iiod or jiosj^ess'd r»f a bull ; farmer B. was sciood or rwsse^sed of a 
f.Try-l>oat. Now, the ovsikt of the ferry-Wrt made his neat fast to a 
r>o<it OD shore, with a piew of hay, twjf^Uil roped.u>hion, or^ uii wo say. 
vu/oo vocata^ a hay-band. After he had in-ule his l^iat fast to a ponton 
shore, as it was very natural for a hungry mao to do, he w* iit up town 
to dinner ; farmer A.*s bull, as it was very n.itural for a hungry bull 
to do, came down town to look fora dinner ; und, observing, discovering, 
seeing, spying, and prying out, some turnips in the bottom of the ferry* 
boat the DuUscramuled into Uie ferry-boat, ale up the turnips audio 
make an end of his meal, fell to work upon the h.ay-barid ; Uie boat 
being eaten from its mooring, floated down Uie river, with the bull 
in it * it struck against a rock ; beat a hole in the bottom of the bo;it, 
and tosw;d tlie bull overboarf: whereupon tho owner of the bull 
brought his action agaim^t the boat, for running away with the bull; 
and the owner of the boat brought his action against On? bull^ for 
running away wdth tho boat: and thus notice of trial was given, 
BuUum vertu Boatum, Boatum rrro# BuUuin.*' 

Now the counsel for the bull began by saying, My lord, and you, 
gentlemen of tlie jury, we are counsel in this cause for the bull. Wc 
are indicted for running away with tlie boat. Now, my lord, wo havo 
heard of fanning horses, but never of running bulls before. Now, my 
lord, tho bull could no more run away wiUi tho boat, than a maa in a 
coach may bo ■aid to run away with the horses: therefore, ms lonl^ 
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how can we punish what is not punishable ? ^ How can we eat w^t 
is not eaUble ? How can we drink what is not dnnkahlc? Or, 
as the law says, how can we think on what is not thinkable ? Therefore, 
my lord, as we arc counsel in this cause for the bull, if the jury should 
brine the bull in guilty, iUc jui-y would be guillY of a bull/ 

The counsel for the boat observed, that the bull should be nonsuited, 
l>€causc, in his declaration, ho h;wi not specified \vbat colour he was 
of; for, thus wisely, and thus learnedl>\ spoke the counsel: “ Sly lord, 
if the bull was of no colour, he must be of some colour; and, if he wsis 
not of any colour, what colour could the bull be of ? * I overruled this 
ifudion niy.^elf, by observing, the bull was a white bull, and that white 
no colour ; besides, as I told my brethren, Uiey should not trouble 
their heads to talk of colour iu the law, for the Law can colour anything. 

This c^iuse being afterwards left to a reference, upon the award both 
bull and boat wcrcivcijuitted ; itbeing proved, that the tide of the river 
carried them both away ; upon which I gave it as my uj)mion, that, as 
the tide of the river carried both bull and Wat away, both bull and 
boat ha<l a good action against the water-bailiff. 

My opinion being taken, an action was issued, and, upon the traverse, 
this point of law arose;—how, wherefore, and whether,—why, when, 
and what,—whatsoever, whereas, and whereby,—as tlie boat was not a 
mtfitis evidence, how could uxi o.ath l>e administered? That 
was soon settled, by IJoatum's attorney declaring, that, for his 
client, he would swi*ar anvthiug. 

The water-bailiff’s charter >vas then read, taken out of the original 
record, iu true law Uitiu, and was as follows : —IxtjUjfi es( 
innQtstratus tn vh<»isi^ $u}>^r omnibus ^shibus qui hnbnurunt fin nos et 
sailos, clawed, sheiUs, ti tolas; qui smmmarf in frtshibus^ vtl snlttbust 
riveriSy iakis,tfont/iSyCanalibuSy tt wtH-boat<^s; o/dfeci, wroicA 
shrimpiy turbutus^ solus;*' that is, not turbots alone, but turbots and 
soles together. But now comes tlie nicety of the law : the law is as 
nice as a new-laid egg, and not to be understood by addle-headed 
people. Bullum and Boatum mentioned both ebb and fiood, to avoid 
quibbling ; but, it being proved, that they were carried away neither 
by the tide of flood, nor by the tide of el>b, but exactly upon the top 
of high water, they wore nonsuited ; but such was tne lenity of the 
court, that, upou their paying all coats, they were allowed to begin 
again, </« noro» 


XLIU.—SPEECH OF SERJEANT BUZFCZ.— Charlkb Diokkns. 
Xbvbu, in the whole course of my professional experience—never, 
from the very first moment of my applying myself to the study and 
practice of tne law—Imve I approached a case nith feelings of such 
deep emotion, or with such a heavy sense of the responsibility imposed 
upon me ;~a responsibility, 1 will say, which I could never have 
supported, were 1 not buoyed up and sustained by a convictioxi so 
strong, that it amounts to positive cei ainty, that the cause of truth 
and justice, or, in other words, the cause of my much injured and most 
oppressed client, must prevail with the high-minded and intelligent 
dozen of men whom 1 now see in that box Mfore me. 

The plaintiff, gentlemen, the plaintiff is a widow: yes, gentlemeUi 
a widow. The late Mr, Bardell, after enjoying, for many year& tho 
esteem and confidence of his sovereign, us one of the guardians of the 
royal revenues, glided almost imperceptibly from the world, to seek 
elsewhere for tnat repose and peace which a custom-house can never 
afford. 

Some time before his death, he had stamped his likeness upon a little 
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boy. With this little bov.the onlv pleUfje of her departed excisemai}, 
Mrs. B.>rdcll shruDk from the world, and courted the itMirement ard 
tranquillity of Go.«well-street : and here she placed in her front parlour 
window, a written pl.icard, bearing this inscription,— * Apartment', 
furnished, for a single geiitleman. Enquire within.” I t-alreat the 
attention of the jury to the wording of this document—‘• Apartment', 
furobibed. for a single gentleman ! ” Mrs. Bardell s opinions of the 
opi>osite BOX. gentlemen, were derive*! from a long contemplation of 
the inestimahle qualities of her lost husband. She had no fear—she 
liad no distnist^she h.ad no suspicion. Mr. Btrdell, said the widow ; 
Ifr. Bardell was a man of honour—Mr. Bardell was a man of hU word 
_Mr. BanIcU was no deceiver—Mr. Bu-dell wa« once a single gentle¬ 
man himself: to single gentlemen 1 look for protection, for usswtano.-, 
for comfort, for consolaliou ;—in single centleinen I shall i>er|»tually 
eec FvoQQCthiiig to tnc of what Mr. Daniell vsas^ when he nr>t 

won my roan;* and untried alTectiou'i; to a sinj'lc then, 

shall my lodgings be let. Actu.ited by this ber.utiful and touching 
imi>ulsc, (amon.r tuo best irnpuls-'s of our imperfect nature, gentlemen,) 
the lonely and desolate widow diicd her tears. furnieh<-d her first Ho. r. 
caught her innocent boy to her maternal bosom, and^ put the bill ii)« 
in her parlour window. Did it icmaiii there long ? Ko, Thc ser}viit 
was on the watch, the train was luiil, the mine was preparing, the 
sapper and miner Wiis at work. Before the bill had b-en in the 
window three days—three day-s, irentlomen—a being, erect upon two 
lc"R, and bearing all the outward s-mblance of a man, .md not of a 
mor.sUr. knocked at the door of Mr*. Bardcll s house. IIo enquirwl 
within ; be took the lodgings ; ami ou the very next day ho ent.'n-d 
into possession of tliem. That man w.ib PiLdcw ick—I'ickwick the 

defendant. , , 

I Bball show you, gentlemen, that for two year* Pickwick contiim'.l 
to reside constantly, and without iut./nuption or int* riiiUsion, in Mrs. 
B-ardell’s liou.se. I shall show you that Mrs.. B.irdell, during the whole 
of tliat lime, waited ou him, atb-nd.-d to his cmforls. cook.>d hiu 
meaU look.-d out hU linen for the washerwoman when it went abroad, 
darned, air,J. and prepared it for wear, when it came home, and m 
fcbort cnioved hU fullest tru.st and confidence. I th-ill show you that, 
on many oc.%asir.ns. be gave halfp. no*, and on Bome occasions eveu 
Bixncnc'ai, to her little boy ; and I shall prove to vou, by a witness 
whUe tcBtimony it will be iinposBiblc for my learned fncn.l to 
^veaken or cootrovert, that on one occa«jon lie j»dtlcrl tlio boy on tho 
head : and, after enquiring whether he Lad won any o//ry (on or com- 
«*o«ev* LiUly. (both of whiclt I UDdersUnd to bo p.articuUr species oi 
marbles much prized by the youth of this biwn) in.ide use of tb s 
remarkable espreasion,—“How ehould you like to ha>o another 

^‘*And^now, gentlemen, but one word more. Two letters have passed 
between the:« ptirtics ; letters which are admitted to bo lu the hand¬ 
writing of the defendant, and whicli speak volumes indeed. Ihe'O 
letters?too, bespeak tlie character cf the man. They arc not open, 
fervent, eloquent cpintles, breathing nothing but the language of 
affectionate atUchment. They are covert, sly, underhanded <»mmu- 
nications; but, fortunately,far more conclusive than if couched ui the 
most glowing language and the most poetic imagery—letter* that 
must it vtew^ed with a cantious and swpicio^ eyo-lcttem Umt were 
ovidoatly mteoded at the time, by Pickwick, te tnislcad delude 
any third parties into whose han.^ they oiqjht 

firstway’s, twelve o’clock,—Dear M rs. B. Chop* and tomate 
eauce. Youe8,Pickwicb." Gentlemen, what doc* this mean ? Chops* 
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and tomato saueo I your^ Pjcrwick 1 Chops! pmcious hoar^as . 
and tomato fuuice ! "Gem 1 •'men»is the happiness of a sensitive and 
confitliu^r female to be triHe^l aw ay by such shallow artifices as these ? 

'J he nest has no date >vhatever» which is in itself swspicioii*^.—“ Dear 
Mrj>. B.* I shall not bi* at home till to-morrow. Slow coach.** And 
tlicn follows this very rimarkable expression—“Don't trouble your¬ 
self about the wamiiiip-pan.'* The wanninifpaii ! Whv, gentlemen, 
who trouble himself about a warming-pan? ^\ hen was the 

peace of mind of man or woman broken or disturbed by a warming* 
pan, which is in itself a haro^h ss. a useful, and I will achl, gentlemen, 
a comforting article of domestic furniture? Why is Mrs. BardcU so 
t a mostly entreated not to agitate he reelf about this w a rmi tig-pan, 
unless (as is no doubt the case) it is a mere cover for hidden fire—a 
mere substitute for some endearing word or promise, agreeably to a 
precoiKXMted system of correspondence, artfully contrived by Pickwick 
with a view' to bis contemi>h«Utl <bscrlion, and which I am not in a 
condition to explain ? Ana >vhat does this allusion to the slow coach 
mean ? For aught I know, it may be a reference to Pickwick himself, 
w lio has most unquestionably been a criminally slow coach during the 
w hole of this tn^nsaclioD ; but w hose speed will now be very unex* 
pectenlly accelerated, and whose wheels, gentlemen, as he will find to 
his cost, will very soon be greasetl by yotu 

But, gentlemen, enough of this ; it is difUcult to smile ^Yith an 
aching heart; it is ill )csling when our doep^'St sympathies are 
awakened. My client's hopes and prospects are ruined ; and it is no 
figure of speech to say that her occupation is gone indet^l. The bill 
is down—but there is no tenant. Eligible single gentlemen pass and 
repass—but there is no invitation for them to enquiro >Y!thin, or 
without. All is gloom and silence in the house ; even the voice of 
the child is hushed ; liLs infant sports arc disregarded when bis 
mother weeps. His alley tors and cotnntoneys are alike neglected ; ho 
forgets the old familiar cry of i*mici7e tlotrn! amt at (ip cheese^ or odd 
and eveny his hand is out. But Pickwick, gentlemen, Pickwick, the 
ruthless destroyer of this domestic oasis in the desert of G os well 
Sti*eot—Pickwick, who comes before you to-day with hU heartless 
tomato sauce and wnriniDg-pans—Pickwick still rears his head with 
unblushing effrontery, and gazes witliout a sigli on tho ruin he has 
made. Damages, gentlemen—heavy damages nro the only punish* 
incnt with which you can visit him ; the only recompense you can 
award to my client. And for those damages she now* appeals to au 
enlightened, a ^igh-minded, a right-fceliug, a conscientious, a dis* 
])assionate, a ^rmpathising, a contemplative jury of her civilized 
countrymeu. y 


—THE BASHFUL SIAN.—Macrenzig. 

I LADOcn under a species of distress, which, I fc>ar, will at length 
drive me utterly from thU society, in which I am most ambitious 
to appear; but I shall give you a short sketch of my origin and 
present situation, by which you will be enabled to iudfire of my 
difficulties, ^ 

My father was a farmer of no great property, and with no other 
learning than w'hat he had acquired at a oharity*scliool; but, my 
mother being dead, and I au only child, ho determined to give me 
Jhut advantage which ho fancied would have made Atm happy—that 
is. a learned education. I was sent to a country grammar-school, 
and from thence to the university, with a view of qualifying myself 
for holy orders. Hero, having but a small allowance from my 
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f-»ther and bcinj? naturallr of a timid, bashful disposition. I bad no 
opportunity of rubbing oft that native awkwardness which is the 
fatal cause of all my unhappiness, and which, I now begin to fear, 
<4n never be ameuded. You must know, 1 am of such extreme 
susceptibUity of ahame. ti.at, on the slightest subject of confusion, 
my blood all rushes into my cherts, and I appear a perfect full¬ 
blown ro«o. The consciousness of this unhappy failing made me avoid 
bocicty, and I became en.imonrod of a ooUcjro life; particularly 
when I reflected that Uio uncouth mannerd of my rather« lamiJy 
were little calculated to iinproxo my outv\ard conduct. I bad ihere- 
fom resolved on living at the miivcmit^. ar>c lakmg pupils ; when 
two unexpoct<Hi eventa greatly altered the posture of my affairs— 
namely, my father s death, and the arrival of a nch uncle from the 

Xndios 

ThS uncle also died, after a short illmivs ; leaving me heir to all hn 
property. And now. behold me. at the age of—no matter what,—well 
stocked with Latin. Ortek, and m.uhoiu.alic—po«c«scd of an ample 
fortune—but so awkwanl. and unversed in any genileinanhke acix. n- 
plishmont, that I am poinU-d at by all who sec m-, as the wealthy 

^'iTJave Lately purchased an estate in the countr>-. which abounds 
with what is called a f;ishioDable neighbourhood ; and 
rt:flcct on my parentage and uncouth manners, you wi I hardlj think 
how much my company U cou.ted by the surroundicg famihes- 
esneciallv by those who have in.irnageable d.uighten*. From these 
Semen Aave rcceive.l familiar calls and the most pressing invita¬ 
tions • and though I wLslutl to accept their offered friendship. 1 have 
rvMX?atcdly excused myself, und< r the pn;tence 

J^tUed • but tbo truth u. when I have ndden or walked, with full ui; 
teutiou to p turii tli-ir several visits—niy heart has failed mo as * 
approached their g.iles, and 1 returned homewards, resolving to try 

at length determined to conquer my timidity, ami 
three clavfl ago. accented of an invitation to dine, this day. with 
In? w W o^en. ca-y manner left me no room to doubt u cordial 
one, «i;o lives about three mill's distant, 

ra"“;onct wi h an esU^^^ two thousand pounds a year, 

mVrd"u^hVc?s, “““f dependent 

on their^ father. Conscious of my unpolished g.ut, I have, for 

taken private lesions from a professor, who teaches 
t to d.ce.;" 00,1 al.bo,.„h I ot lust (ound 

grownup ^ taught, yet my knovvlcdge of the 

.vondrous diflic^ty in teaching me the equilibrium 

mathem^ca aid the due^ adjustment of the centre of gtaviiv to 

M fi^nStioDS Having now acquired the art of walking without 
the fivcpodiucos. ^ ^ I boldly vcnlured to accept 

lh?*B?roua’8 to a family dinner: not doubting but my 

tbo BaroiJttfl in • , enable mo^to i^ec tno ladies wuh tolerable 

new iVuil^how vain ate all the hopes of theory, when 

intrepidity . but ah« practice! As I appr«.achcd the house, a 

uMupportod by Imba^^ p ^ ^ ^ 

dinner-bell this idea, 1 blushed the deepest 

of punctuaUty. repcaUdly announced by tbo several 

crimson, as my ^ inU) the library, hardly knowing 

wK “That'I saw. to bnt[ 
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I trod upon the pouty toe of poor Sir Thoinaj*, who had followed 
close at my hecl« to be the nomeoclator of the family. The con¬ 
fusion this accident occasioned in me is hardly to be conccivjd, 
since none but bashful men can jud^ of my distress. The Baroc^yt a 
politeness by dejn'ccs dissipittil my concern; and I was arto- 
niched to see how far good-breed in jr could enable him to suppress 
his feelings, and to appear at perfect case after so pamtul an 

The cheerfulness of her ladyship* and the familiar chat of the 
yonng ladies* mseusiblv led me to throw off my reserve and sheepish- 
ucss, till, at length, 1 vencu ed to join in the conversation, and ctcu 
to start fresh subjects. T;ie library being richly furnished with 
books in elegant bindings. I conceived Sir Thomas to be a man or 
literature; and ventund to give mv opinion concerning the several 
editions of the Greek cla<»>ics—in which the Baronet s ideas exactly 
coincided with roy own ! To this subject I was led by observing an 
edition of Xenophon, in sixteen volumes; w*hich (xs I had never before 
heard of such a thing) greatly excited my curiosity, wod I approached 
to examine what it could be. Sir Thotuas saw whut I was about, and 
(as I Buppoflctl) willing to save mo tToublc, rose to take down the book, 
which made mo more eager to prevent him; and, hastily laying my hand 
on the first volume, I pulled it forcibly—when, lo ! instead of bocks, a 
board, which, by loiithcr and gihling. had bc *n made to look like 
sixteen volumes, Ci^me tunrnling di>wn, and, \uiluckily, pitched upon 
a Wedgowood inkstand <»n the tabic uud t it. In vain did Sir 
Thomas assure me there was no harm done. I saw the ink streaming 
from an inlaid bihle on the Turkey carpet ; and, scarce knowing what 
I did, attempted to stop its progrc'^n wilh my cambric handkerchief. 

In the height of this confunou. >ve were informed that dinner was 
served up. 

In walking through the hall and suite of apartments to the dixung* 
room, I had time to collect tny saittored ^k*nscs; till I was deedred to 
take my seat at table, betwixt Lady Friendly and her eldest daughter. 
Since the fall of tlu* wooden Xcuophon, my face had been continually 
burning like a fire-bruod : and I was just b:*ginnmg to recover myself, 
and to feel comfortably cool, when an unlooked-for accident rekindled 
all my heat and blushes. Having set my phito of soup too near the 
edge of the table, in bowing to Miss )')uuib, who politely compli¬ 
mented the pattern of my waistcoat, I tumbled the whole scalding 
contents into my lap. In spito of an immediate supply of napkins to 
wipe the surface of my clothe.^, they were not stout enough to save 
mo from the painful eifects of this sudden fomentation, and, for 
some minute^ my legs and thighs sceine<l stewed in a boiling caldron • 
but recollecting how Sir Thomas had disguised his torture when i 
trod upon hU gouty toe, I firmly boro my pain in silence, and eat with 
my lower extremities parboiled, amidst the stifled giggling of the 
ladies and servants. I will not relate tho several blunders which I 
mode during tho first course, or the distresses occasioned by my 
being desired to carve a fowl, or help to various dishes that stood 
near me, spilling a sauce-boat, and knocking down a salt-cellar; rather 
let me hasten to the second cooreo, where fi*esh disasters quite over* 
whelmed mo. 

I had a piece of rich sweet padding on my fork, when Miss Lonise 
Friendly begged to trouble me for part of a pigeon that stood near 
me. In my haste, scarce knowing what I did, I whipped the pudding 
into my mouth—hot as a burning coal J it was impossible to conceal 
my agony; my eyes were starting from their sockets I At last, in 
spite of shame and resolution, I was obliged to—drop the cause of 
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torment on my pLite. Sir nioinas nnd the Indies all compassionated 
niT misfortune, and each advised a different application. One recom¬ 
mended oil, another wat-ii-, bnt all aj^rcod that wme was iH--rhaps the 
bc-t for drawing out the heat ; aud a glass of sherry w.aa brought 
•ac from tho sidi-board—I ouatched it up with eagerness: but oh ! 
how shaU I tell the sequel ? Whether tho butler by accident mi-;, 
took, or puri>o.4eiy to driTe roo mad, I know not ; but 

gave me the strongest br.andy, with which 1 filled my mouth, alrv.idy 
Have-j and blistered. Totally unused to every kind of ardent fiPirits, 
with mv tongu-*, throat, and pal.ite as raw as beef, what could I do ? 
I could’ not swallow, and. clapping my hands ujxm mv mouth, the 
burning liquor squirt-.tl throngh my nose and fingers, like a fount-iin, 
over all ih-j dbhes and I was crashed by bursts of langhU-r from 
all quarters. In vain did Sir Thom.is reprimand the servants, 
and Uadv Friendly chnle her daugiitcra ; tho me.iaure of my .shame 
aud tht-rr diversion was not y< t complete. To rvlicve mo from the 
iotoloralde stale of perspiration which thw accident had causal, 
without considering >vh.»t 1 did, 1 wii>ed my face with that ill- 
f-ite<i handkerchief, still wet from the consequences of the f.Ul of 
Xonophon, and covered my features with .streaks of ink in every 
direction! The Baronet himself could not support this shock, but 
joined his lady in the gener.al laugh ; while I sprang from the table in 
desiiair rushed out of the house, and ran home, in an agony of con¬ 
fusion and disgrace, which the most poignant sense of guilt could no, 

^^Let*^c*'cnlroat that you will not add to my sufferings by un- 
ccnerotis ridicule: or still further incr.jaso my unhappy notoriety, 
by making my infirmity, at any future tune, the subject of your 
conversation. 


XliV.— ADDRESS TO AN EGYPTIAN MUMMY.— Horace Smith. 

And hftst thou w.alkcd about (how strange a story I) 

In Thebes’s streets three thousand years ago ?— 

When the ilerononium was in all it.s glory, 

And Time had not begun to overthrow 
Those temples, pabic^ and piles stupendous, 

Of which tno very ruins are tremendous ! 



Sneak ! for thou long enough ^st acted durnmy ; 

Thou ba.-it a tongue ? come, let us hear its tune : 
Thou’rt standing on tby legs above-ground, Mumm> ! 

•* Revisiting the glimps^ of the moon ; 

Krtt like thin chosts, or discmbodierl creatores. 

But with thy Doncs and fiesh, and limbs and features. 


Tell us—for doubUeas thou caust ^Ucct— 

To whom should we assign the Sphinx s fame ? 

Was Cheops, or Cephrenes, , 

Of cithor pyraiuitl that besirt hid name? 

Is « Pompey'd Pillar*^ rc^iUy a misnomer ? 

Had TUun^ a hundred gates, as sung by Homer ? 

Perhaps ihou wert a Mason, and forbidden, 

By TOtb, to Ull the secrets of tby trade,— 

Then say, what secret melodv was bidden 

In Memnon's statue, which at sunrise played ? 
Perhaps thou wert a Priest—if so, my s^rel^ 
Are rain, for Priestcraft never owns lU juggles! 
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P#^rchaDce that very hat)d, now pmmocd fiat* 

Has hob-a-nobbed with Pharaoh, plass to gUv>; 

Or dropped a halfpenny in Uomcr*s bat, 

Or dofled thine own to let Queen Uido pasA ; 

Or held, by Solomon's own inviiatiou, 

A torch at the great Temple's dedication. 

I need not ask thee if that hand, when arm^, 
lias any Roman soldier mauled and knnckli^^i; 

For thou Wert dead, and bnri* d, and embalmed, 

Ere Romulus and Iteinus h;ut bocu suckled; 

Antiquity appears to have begun 
Long after thy primeval race was run 1 

Thou couldst develop, if that withered tongue 

Might tcU us what those sightless orbs have seen, . 

How the World looked when it vvas fresh and youngi 
And the great Deluge still had left ;t green-" 

Or was it then so old, that llintory's pages 
ConUined no record of Us e:irly ages ? 

Still silent? Incommunicative elf ; 

Art sworn to secrecy ? then keep thy vows } 

But pr'ythoe tell us something of thyself— 

Reveal “thcfccrets of thy prison-house 
Since in the world of spirits thou hast slumbered. 

What hast thou seen ? what strange adventures numbered ? 

Since firet thy form was in this box extended, 

We have, aTOvc-ground, seen some strange motattons 
The Roman empire bus begun—and ended,— 

New worlds have risen—we have lost old nations ; 

And countless Rings have into dust boon humbled^ 

While not a fragment of thy flesh has crumbled* 

Didst thou not hear the pother o*er thy head. 

When the great Persian conqueror, Cambyscs, 

Marched armTes o*er thy tomb with thundering treads 
O’erthrew Osiris, Orus, Apis, Isis, 

And ^ook the Pyramids with fear and wonder 
When the gigantic Memnon fell asunder? 

If the tomVs secrets may not be confessed, 

The nature of thy private life unfold: 

A heart has throbbed beneath that leathern breast, 

And tears adown that dusty check have rolled 
Have children climbed those knees, and kissed that face? 
What was thy namo and station, age and race ? 

Statue of flesh—Immortal of the dead 1 
Imperishable type of evanescence ! 

Posthumous man, who quitt'st thy narrow bed, 

And standcst undocayed within our presence,— 

Thou wilt hear nothing—till the Judgment momiDg, 
When the great Trump shall thrill thee with its warning I 

Why should this worthless tegument cndarOi 
If its undying guest be lost for ever? 

Oh t let us keep tne Soul embalmed and pure 
In living virtue ^ that, when both must severe 
Although Corruption may our frame consumu, 

The immortal Spirit in the skies may bloom I 
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XLVI.—THE BELLE OF THE BALL. 

WtNTHUOl* MaCKWOUTH PUAKD. 

Ycabs— ycar:5 ago—crc vtt n»y dream.- h.id beer of being wi-e and 
\s-itt 7 ‘’ero Ibid done with writing themes*, or yawnetl o’er thU infem.iI 
Chilty • yeans, ye-ars ago. while all tny joy w.-»h In my fowhug-picc- 
and hlly ; in short, while I wa.s yet a boy, I fell in love with Laur.i 
Lvllv I tnei her at a couutrr b.ill: there, whea the of nut'* 

and fiddle gave signal sweet m that old hall of “haudB ucr^<* and 
down th^ middle, •' hers was the subtlest 6i>eU, by f.ir, of all th.at set- 
young hearts romancing: she w.ts our queen, our rose, our ; aiio 
when she danced—O heaven, her dancing ! Dark was her hair, her 
hand was vihiw ; her voice waa eaqui-ilelr temler : hor eyes were full 
of liquid light; I never saw a waist so sl-ndcr; her every 
©very sroilcTshot right and left a score of arrows ; I thought cm. is 
Veil Js from her isle ; I wondered where she’d left her ’ J]; 

talked of politics, or prayers ; of Southey s pro.<e, or W ordsworth s 
sonnets ; of daggem.or of dancing b<ars ; of battles, or the List new 
WDC^ :-by ciudlc-light, at twelve o'clock, to me U mattered not a 
little if thoie bright lips h.id quot<d *• L^ko," I might have thought 
ihoT murmtTred. -‘’Little.” Through sunny May, through sidtry June 
I loved her with a love eternal j I spoke her praises Who moon. I 
wrote them for the Bunday Jonrn^ My mother laughed ; 1 so<in 
found out that ancient ladies ^ve no feidmg: my ' 

bat how should gout find any happmess in kneclmg? She wm the 
daughter of a Dean, rich, fat. and rather a" 

hrn^ier iusf thirtctjft, who«o colour cxtremel/ hectic , her graQii 
m^lbcr ^or nmny a year. h.-ul fed the parish with her bounty ; her 
second.’cousLn wasa p^r, and lord-lioutenant of the county. But litUs 
a^the throo-per-cents^and mortgage*, and great relations, and lndm 
b^niLs and mbL, and rent^ O ! what arc they to love’s senwtioa.s ? 

f^'*/homrweiTfilltd“^th an an ^b^m’^gloriM: paintmgR of butler- 

.nd ho? dr'e^i 

demoluhcd- tJe^onlr one, her heart had thought of 

.t i I .he“ofd »,’«>, in »hra-«= »hich was 

Si,nn.T”ridi .’‘r d,a™in.^^ 

lnJ"heY .'o,/. 

n.*fe:rTmme« afUrrour pa^F ^ j/job 

Sdl’e. ba?only Ur^-Something-Kojers. 
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XLVII.—THE GROVES OF BLARNEY.—R. A. Mimjktn". 

Tilt: proves of BLimey, they look so channinp, down by tbe pnrlinp^ 
of sweet silcDt brooks, nil deck’d by posies that spontaneous prow 
there, planted in order in the rocky nooks* ’Tis there the daisy» and the 
sweet carnation, the blooming pink, and the rose «so fair; likevvi^ the 
lily, and the daffydowndilly—all flowers that scent the sweet frag* 
rant air. 

'Tis lyadr Jeffers that owns this stattotij like Alexander, or Qv^een 
Helen fair : there’s uo commander in all the nation for emulation cau 
with her compare. S^xich walls snn-ound her that no nine-pounder 
conld dare to plunder her place of strength ; but Oliver Cromwell, he 
did her pommel, and made a breach in her battlement. 

There's pravol walks therefor speculation and conversation iu sweet 
solitude ; ’tis there the lover piany hear tbe dove, or tbe gentle plover, 
in the afternoon : and if a lady should be so engaging ns to walk all 
nlone in those shady bowers, ’tis there the courtier he may transport 
her into some fort or under the ground. 

For ’tis there's a cave where no daylight enters, but bats and badgers 
arc for ever brc<l, being mous'd by natur*—that makes it sweeter 
than a coach and six, or a feather bed. *Tis thi re's the lake is well 
stored with perches, and comely eels in the verdant tnud. besides the 
leeches,—and the groves of beeches, staudio* in order for to guaiai 
the Aood. 

'Tis tbere*d the kitchen hangs many a flitch in, with the maids a- 
stitchin’ upon the stair ; the bread an ToiskV—the beer aud whiskey 
would make you frisky if you were there. *Tis there you’d see Peg 
Murphy^s daughter a washin’ praties fomint the door, wid Roger Clv.ary 
and Father O* Leary, all blood relations to my Lord Donougnmore. 
-There's statues gracin' this noblo place in—all heathen gods and 
nymphs eo fair—bold Neptune, Plutarch, and Nicodemus, all standin* 
nakM in the open air. now to finish this brave narration, which 
my poor gent’ could not cntNvlno ; but were I Homer or NeDUchad« 
neesar, ’tis in every feature, I would make it ehiue I 

XLVIll.—AN INVITATION TO TUB ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS* 

AkoN.—DT A GBNTLEMAK WITH A BL1011T IMPBDIUWT IH 

HIS 6PKBCH. 

1 HAVE found out a gig*gig*gift for my fuf-fuf-fair, 

I have found where the rattle-snakes bub-bub-breed. 

Won’t you c-oc-comc, and I’ll show you the bub-bub ' b ear, 

And the lions aud tit-tib—tigers at fuf-fuf-fuf feed. 

X know* where the c-c-o-co ■ cockatoo’s song 

Makes mum-mum-mum- me\odT through the sweet vale; 

^Vlicre tlic m—monkeys gig-gig-griu all the day long^ 

Or g-g-gracefully swing by the tit-tit-tit-tit——tail. 

You shall pip-pip play% dear, some did-did—delicate joke. 

With the bub-bub—-^bcar on the tit-tit—top of bis pip-pip- pip- 
-pole; 

But observe, ’tis for-for-for--bidden to pip-pip-poke 

At the bul>-bub—bear with your pip-pip^——pink pip-pip-pip-pip 
■ parasoL 

You shall see the huge elephant j>ip-pip-pip—play ; 

You shall gig-gig-gaxe oo the stit-tit——ately raccoon, 

And then, did-di<1“-^CAT, together we’ll stray, 

To tbe c-c-cago of the bub-bub—blue fuf-fnf-faced bab-bab-bab 
boon. 
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You wished (i r*r-r-remember it well, and 1 l-i-J-loved you m*m- 

more for the «-ish) . 

lo witncis the bub-bub-bub-beautiful piivpip-pehcan swallow 

the 1-Mivtf l-l-l-little fuf-fuf-bsh. 


&UQ*oaD*&un 

*bus 


Tiuia cc<OD\(*y did*did-dearci»t» n^n-n-u^Tcr saj 

»i 

ru nt-tii-treat yon, my love, to a bu^bub-bub 

'I'lj but a tluiii)-i'‘p-pip-pi{>-pence a p»p-p»p——ptecc all the way, 

To see the bip*pip*pip—(I bejt your pardon .) 

To (w?e the hip-pip-pip-pip—( ‘beia !) 

The hip-hip-pip-pip-r>op-pop-pop-pot—(I mean) 

The bip-iw-po-po—(dear me, lore, you know) . , , 

The hipj>o-i>ot-iK)t-pot-( pon my word I m qmte ashamed of 

lUV»<Mf> 

Tlie’hii>-pip-pop-the hippo-pot, / 

To sec the Hip|)op —poUmus. 

'' XLIX.—TITE LADIES’ PETITION.—AsoNVliors. 

Dkaii Doctor, let it not transpire how much your lectures wx 
how at your eloquence we wonder, when you explain the cause of 
thunder of Ucbtninic, and of electricity, with so mucti plainness and 
(rimnheity the origin of rocks and mountams*, of seas and 
lakis ani fountains ; of rain and baU, of frost and snow, 
storms and wind.s that blow ; besides a huiidr^ 

which we never hc.ard before. Bui now, dear Doctor, not to flatter, 
Tberc uTa S important matter, a matUr which you never touch on 
II uialb.T which our tliougbls run much on ; a 

coniccture. that well deserves a lone, long lecture, whiuh all the 

ladies would approve— the ** Natural History of I^vo l ^ 

our subiect's choice : oh, list to our fnirc;»tiug voice 1 tell us, w-hj 
our tender h^a’rts^ easily admit love’s dar^ Teach us the 

nv.rlui of love’s bcgiuuing ; what makes us think a beau so winning ? 

expLain o«r blushlSg, laughing. “ub dear 

our doubting, our tcazing, simjienog, and pouting 1 leacn u., u^ 

D(!ctor U yoi can, to humble that proud creature, Man: ^ 

wise onrt into foo\i tho proud and insolent to leave 

all run belter akeltor their necks into the marriage halter . . 

To oursSres with thcse.-well turn and rule them ' 

Dear I>octor, If you grant our wishc^ we 
hilu’drerkissc.s ; and, nitUer than tho atfair b« blunder.-d. we 11 give 

you six score to the hundred. 

L-MISADVESTUUES AT MAROATE.-Rev. R. H, UAl-.nAM. 

Ke fr<,w«ed.-tl.at little valpr ' 

rBSSSE?iltS'e»- 
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Hark ! don't you hear, my Kttle man? Ws striking nine,” I said, 

Aq hour when all good little boys and girls sbonld be in bod ; 

Run home and get your supper, r>c your ma* will scold—oh, fie 
It’s Tcry wrong, indeed it is, for little boys to cry !” 

Tlie tear-drop in his little eye again began to spring. 

His bosom throbbed with agony—he cried like anything ! 

1 stopped, and, 'midst his sobs, I heard him murmur, ** Ahl 
I har'n't got no shipper I and I bav'n't got no ma’ ] 

My father he is on the seas,—my mother's dead and gone ! 

And I an) here, on this here pier, to roam the world alone; 

I have not had, this live-long day, one drop to cheer my heart, 

Nor ‘ brown ' to buy a bit of bread with,—let alone a tart. 

If there’s a soul will give me food, or find me in employ, 

By day or night, then * blow me iiyht ’ ” {he was a vulMr boy); 

** And now I'm here, from this here pier it is my fixed intcat 
To jump—as many a chap has done, from oS the Monumeut.*’ 

“ Cheer up t cheer up I my little mau—cheer up !” I kindly said ; 

'' You are a naughty boy to take such things into your he«ad ; 

If you should jump from off this pier, you'd surely break your legs, 
Perhaps your neck—then Bogy'd have you, sure us eggs are eggs ! 

Come home with me, my little man—come home with me and sup ; 
My landlady is Mrs. Jones—we must not keep her up :— 

There's roast potatoes on the fire,—enough for mo and you— 

Come home, you little vulgar boy—I lodge at number two/’ 

I took him home to number two,—with charitable joy— 

I bade him wipe his dirty shoes—he was a vul^r boy,— 

And then I said to Mrs. Jonee—the kindest of oer sex— 

** Pray, be so good aa go and fetch a pint of double X/’ 

But Mrs. Jones was rather cross, she made a little noise; 

She said she ^did not like to wait on little vulgar boys.” 

She with her apron wiped the plates, and, as she niboed the dclf, 
Said, ” I might go to Jericho, ana fetch the beer myself/’ 

I did not go to Jericho—I went to Mr* Cobb — 

I changed a shilling (which in town the people call a ^bob ”) ; 

It was not 60 much for mynelf as for that vulgar child, 

And I said, * * A pint of double X—and please to draw it mild ! ” 

\Vheo I came back, I gaxed about—I gazed on stool and chain— 

I could not see my little friend—because he was not there 1 
I peeped beneath the table-cloth—teneath the sofa too*— 

I said, ” You little vulgar boy 1 why, wliat's become of you ? 

I could not see my table-spoonsI looked, but couldn't see 
The little fiddle-pattern ones I use when I’m at tea 
—I couldn’t sec my sugar-tongs—my silver watch—oh dear I 
1 know ’twas on the mantelpiece when I wont out for beer. 

I couldn’t 800 my Mackintosh!—it was not to be seen I 
Nor yet my best white beaver hat,—broad-brimmed, and lined with 
green ; 

My carpet-bag—my ernet-stand,—that holds my sauce and soy—• 
My roast potatoes I all are gone I—^nd so’s that vulgar boy I 

I rang the hell for Mrs. Jones, for she waa down below ; 

Ob, Mrs, Jones I what do you think ? a.n’t this a pretty go ? 
—That horrid little vulgar boy, whom I brought here to-night, 
Ho’a stolen my things and run away/’—Says she, And sarot you 
, right I ” 
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■Kelt inominK I '^aa op betimes—I sent the crier rotmii, 

\ll with his and gold.laced h.it. to say I’d gire a pound 
To tied that bttle Tulgar bov, "h'/d cone and 
But « hen the crier cnod ‘ * . the people cried O »u> . 

I went doivn to the “ Uudiug-plac^s”—the glo.y of the town, 

There was a common sailo**maQ a-walkmg up and • 

I told mv tale—he ueemed to tluulc 1 dnot l»eon treated will. 

And called me “ Poor green butfer ! -—what that mcaua 1 cannot till. 

That aailor-man he said he’d ser o. that morumg on the b^rc, 

A A<%n—of soiuuthuiif—‘tw.is a n;nn^i I Dever heutd bcfor<^ 

sS'r i-" 

/;s.”7o x'l: ^r... ug. ^• 

g.", Bvi;"Lughte'‘.h"i;e “.“‘“uip bo,-wut 

ii;.-=^ E .... 

S1,'‘»’w“"k» "•<■ LAth»JL«m, .nd rov «U..,L no .nnn 
^ f/vitf* irot no 6xc<l al>o<lc, 

■■“■' f•' ■' 

non't ,.k. .oc much "< > 

LL-TEE coronation of QUEFN VICTOKIA.- 
^ luv. U. u. Bauham. 

OcH 1 the Coronation f what celebration 

sUf' 

M.kiuc . dllli MU. b’Gr.dj-., 

All suuding round before the Abbc> noor. 
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Th*'ir pillows scorDin^, thnt solf-samc morning 
Themselves adorning, all bv oindk-light, 

With roses and lilies, and daffy <iown dillics, 

And gould and jewels, and rich di'montls bright. 

And then appraaches five hiui<ired coaches, 

Witli General Dullbeak.—Och ! Twas mighty fine 
To Ki'o how a^T bould Corporal Casey 

Witii lus awbrd di'awa, prancing, made them keep the line. 

Then the Guns' alarums, and the King at Arums 
All in hU Garters and his Clarence-shoes. 

Opening the massy doors to the bould Amba^sj’dors, 

The Prince of Potboys, and great hay then Jews ; 

'Twouhl hare made yo\i crazy to see E'^terhazy 
All jools from his jasey to his di'uiond boots, 

With Alderman Harmor. and that swale cliarmcr, 

The famalo heireas, iliss An]a-ly CoutUs. 

And Wellington, walking M*ith his swoord drawm, talking 
To Hill and Uardinge, haro<*d of great fame : 

And Sir De Lacy, and the Duke DaTmascy, 

(They called him Sow It afore he changed his nameh 
Tltcniselves prcsaditig Lord Melbourne, lading 
The Queen, Uie darling, to her royal chair, 

And that fine oiild fellow, the Duke of Pell-Mello, 

The Queen of Porting'tl's Cltargy-dc-fair. 

Then the Koble Prussiaus, likcwiso the Russians, 

In fine hiced jackets Mith their gouldeo cuffs. 

And the Bavarians, and the proud Hungarians, 

And Everythiogarians all in furs and muffs. 

Tlien Mistbur Soaker, with Misthor Pays the Qoaker, 

All in the Gallery you might persave ; 

But Lord Brougham was missing, and gone a-fishlng, 

Ounly crass Lord Essex would not gire him lave. 

There was Baron Alten himecif exalting, 

And Prince Von Schwartzenberg, and many more 5 
Och ( I'd be bothered and entirely smotherod 
To tell the half of ’em was to the fore ; 

With the swate Peere^es, in their crowns and dresses, 

And Aldermnucsf^ea, and the Boord of Works ; 

But Mehemct AH said, Quite gintaly, 

Vd be proud to aee the likes among the Turks 1 

Then the Queen, heaven bless her 1 och ! they did dress her 
In her purple garauients and hcrgoulden brow*n ; 

Like Venus or Hebe, or the Queen of Sheby, 

With eight young ladies houlding up her gown« 

Sure ’t>^*a 3 grand to see her, also for to he-ar 
The big drums bating, and the trumpets blow. 

And Sir George Smart I O ! he play'd a ConsartO| 

With his four-and-twenty fiddlers all in a row I 

Then the Lord Archbishop held a gonldcn dish up, 

For to resavo her bounty and great wealth, 

Saying, “ Please Tpur Glory, great Queen Vic-torj* 1 
Ye’ll give tho Clargy lave to dhrink your hcaltu t ” 

Tticn hi^ Rivercncc, retreating, discoorsed the meeting 1 
“ Boys I Here’s your Queen 1 deny it if you cau I 
And if any bould traitour, or infarior craytnur, 

Sneezes at that, I’d like to see the man ] 
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Then the Nobles koeeline to the Pow’rs appealine. 

8>‘nd yoar M-ijeJty a glorious reign ! 

And Sir Claudius Hnntcr he did confront her, 

Ail in his scarlet gown and gouldeo dtaio. 

The great Lord May’r, too, s.it in his chair, too, 

But mighty serious, looking fit to cry, 

For the hSirl of Surrey, all iu his burrv, 

Throwing the thirteen^, hit him m tho eye. 

Then there was preaching, and goo<l store of specchiog. 

With Dukes and Marfi'uiees on bended knee ; 

And they did splaob her witii raal Macasshnr, 

And the Queen s-iid, “ Ah ! then Uiank ye aU for me . 

Tlien tho trumpets brijing. and the org;»n jilaying, 

And sweet trombones, with their silver tones . 

But Lord Uolle wa.s rolling ’twas mightv consoling 
To think bus Lonhhip did not break hw bones ! 

Then the cramcs and enshard, and the beef and miis'.ard. 

All on the totuhstones like a poulthcrer s shop ; 

With lobsters and while-bait, .and oth^ sweet-me.at. 

And wine and nagus, and Imp t rial PoD I 

There were cakes and apple* in all the Chapels, 

With fine polonies, and rich mellow pcar-s— 

Och 1 the Count Von Strogonoff, sure lie got prog cuocgn 
Tho sly old villian, uodemeath the .stairs. 

Then the cannon.* thundered, and the pconle wondered, 

Crving. “Long live Victoria, our lUiyal Queen . 

—Ocli ! if myself should live to be a hundred. 

Sure it's the proudest day th;*t I'U ^ve seen . 

And now. I’ve ended, what I pretended, 

This narration sjilcndid, in swate poc-thry ; 

Ye dear bewitchcr, ju.*t hand tlio pitener, 

Faix, it’s myself tliafs getting mighty dhry. 

LII-A PARENTAL ODeTo MY SON.^Tiiomas Hood. 

^ ' , .1/1 n„,t Ktoii_first let me kiss away that tiar) 

ThoO happy, happy elf ( I • . j,eas into hia 

-lho.1 tiny Image ' Jlfy, ^Juh sp^^ fcftier-light. un- 

car!) lliou merry, -.Ji hv sin—(goc4 heavens! tho child is 

touched by «r«w and un o M by^^sm ^ antic.toys so 


sire I fwhy. Jane, gbiVl^^^ of thy 

joy ! lo love's dear chain dicrub-but of 

IKircnU— (drat the ^y l « g moonlight pale, in harmless sport 

earth ; fit 1,% if ho pulls its UU !) Tliou human 

and mirth ^at dog honev'from every blouaiom in the world 

humming-bee, ***5.n^‘ ® *l,-“£lysium ever sunny (another tomble l 
that blows, Tby Other’s prido nod hope! (he'll break 

that's his “t JJiipUg.W !> wl 5 i pure heart ncss )y stamped 

tho mirror with tliat skipping 'learn tLt squint ? l-hou young 
fromNatarosnun^Cwliced nuothcr 

domestic dove 1 (he 11 have tnat^ gjoae u>ru clothes his best ?) little 

nursling of tbchymci,^l u^^(g^m^^ ^ D.^to^hod 

pCoi! p's/O". W 
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—(I kupw 50 many cakes would roake liim sick!) With fancies, 
buoyant as the tnLstle-down, prouiptiii'r the face grot-?«'iiie and 
antic brisk, with many a lamb-like frij^k (hc*s got the sci^-on*, snip¬ 
ping at your gown !) Tbou pretty opening rose ! (po to your niotlier. 
child, and wipe your nose !) balmy and breathing music like the 
South (ho really brings my heart into my mouth !) fresh as the morn, 
an<l hrUliant as its star,—(I wish that window had an iron bar!) 
Bold as tho hawk, yet gentle as the dove ,—(1 tell you wh:v;, my love, 
1 cannot write unless he's sent above!) 


LIIL—THE COURTIN'.—Jameis Rcssell Lowr.id.. 

Gon makes pech nights, all white an' still, fur*z yon can look or listen, 
Moonshine an’ snow on field an' hill, all siK nee an* all glisten. 

Zckel crop’ up. quite unbeknown, an’ pwked in thru the winder, 

An’ there sot Uuldy, all alone, with no one nigh to himler. 

The wa'nut logs shot sparkles out toward the pootiest, hlcss her 1 
An* leeilc flames danced all about the chiny on the dres-er ; 

The very room, coz she was in, seemed warm from floor to ceiliu,* 

An* she lookc<l full cz rosy agin cz the apples she was peel in.* 

’Twas kin* o* “kingilom come " to look on such a blesstnl cretur, 

A dog-rose hlushin* to a brook ain’t modestor nor sweeter, 

He was six foot o' man, A 1, clean grit an* human natur. 

None couldn’t quicker pitch a ton, nor dror a furrer straiv^i’cr. 

He'd sparkcil it with full twenty gala, he’d squired 'era, danced 'em, 
druv ’em, 

Fust this one, and then thet, by epelljs—all is> he couldn't love Voi, 

But long o* her, hU veins 'ould run all crinkly, like curled maple, 

The side she broshed felt full o* sun, ez a south slope in Ap'il. 

She thought no v’icc hed scch a swing as hisn in the choirj [nigher. 
Myl when he made ‘*Olo Hundred ** ring, she Xvioired the Lord was 
An* she'd blush searlit, right io prayer, when her new mcotin’-buunet 
Felt, somehow, thru its crown, a pair o* blue eyes sot upon it, 

Thct uiglit, I tell yr, she looked ponic/ she seemed to’vo gut a new soul, 
F<.r she h*lt sartiu-surc hc*d como, down to her very shoe-sole. 

She heerd a foot, an* knowed it, tu, a-raspin’ on the semper,— 

All ways to once her fcelius fiew, like sparks in bumt-up paper, 

H^ kin' o* loitcro^l on the mat. some donbtfle o’tho sekle, 

Jl'iS heart kep* goin* pity-pat, but hern went pity-Zekle.’^ 

An* yit, she gin Iut cheer a jerk, cz though she wished him furder, 

An* on her apples kep* to work, parin’ away like murder. 

‘•You want to see my Pa, 1 8*po.sc?” “Wall—no—I come de» 

• i I s 

signm - 

“ To see my ma ? She’s sprinklin’ clo’cs, agin to-morrer’s i’nin/^ 

—To say why gals acts so or so, or don’t, %Yould be presumin’; 

Mohby to mean yw, an* say no, comes natcral to woman, 

He stood a spell on one foot fust, then stood a spell on t* other, 

An’ on which one ho felt the wust, he couldn't ha* told ye, nuther. 

Says he, “Td better call agin,” Says she, “Think likely, Mister.*’ 
Thct last word pricked him like a pin, on*—waljie up and kissed her. 
When lla, bimeby, upon ’em slips. Huldy sot, pale as ashes, 

All kin' o’ smily ronn* the lips, an tenry roun* the lashes. 

For she was jest the quiet kind, whose naturs never vary, 

Like etreams thet keen a summer mind, snow-hid in Jenooary, 

The blood clost roun’ her heart felt glued too tight for all exprossin/ 
Till Mother sec how mutters stood, on’ gin ’em both her blossio.’ 

Then her red come back, like the tide down to the Bay o’ Fuady, 
~An* all I know is, they was cried in meetin*, come nex’ Sunday. 
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LIV.—THE BACHELORS DREAM.—Thomas Hood. 

My p^pe U lit, my f^rog b miiiM, mv curUinA drx\vn, and all is snr.z ; 
ohl ru-'S is in ber vlbow-chair, and Tny is sitting on the rug. I. 

Di I hida cnnoa^ dream !—Miss Susutu Bates was Mistress Moca— 
>rbat d’ve think of that, my cat ? what dye Ihmk of that, my <-0,; 

She look’d so fair, she saiiy eo acII, 1 could but woo, and vva^ 
won ! n^ysclf in blue, the bride in wliito, the ring was placed, the deed 
WLS don A » A wav wc went in cliai^^o and four, f.v-t i;riiiDi:v* 
boys couici rto 4 -what d ye think of that, my c»: what d ye thml; c. 

loyfng t<u-d-U(fS to coai« ! H it uu-^i-tet-s mn^t s‘ill Jefer ! 
_wh.-n So-sauXMJi.e to live with uu-, h-r camo to hve* with l«vr 

With Sinter Belle -lie couldn’t p'tt. 

what <rve think of that. ii.>- c.l? «hat d’ye tl.iuk of that, iny dog /- 
The ilothcr hrojgnt a jn- tty poll—a monkey. to.>-. .li.a work ho 
made ! the Sifter iutro.luc.-d a an—my Su-an brou-iit a fayotinu! 
Maid. She ha.i a tabby of her own, a i^nappLih mongrel, christ -u <t 
(iog—what d’ye thiuk of tliat, iny caft- w hat d yc thmk of tliat, mj do..v 
l‘=‘hc monkey h.t-thu parrot -crcam’d-all day the Si.*ler atruima d 
and sung; the petted M.iidwivs such .a .«^colJ mv Sns.an learned to 
u« her tineuet No louger »I>cary ! ”" Duck !" .and ‘-Wo! I 
Bfxm came down to simple “ ilogg ! ”—wli.»t dye think of that my 

catwhat d’ye think of that, my dog ? 

Her Mother hail fluch wretchi d health, my comforts one one 
tnual CO ■ t»»o very eerrnnts cros^cl my wwh—I found my Sua-iu 
^hiok-d them -o ! The pokvr hardly ft Wd my own, I might as well 
has? been a log-w hai .I’yc think of tliat, my cat’i- what d’ye thmk 

^^M?clotL--s Aey were the qocere5<t shape; such coats and hats she 
^ v,r ni 4 *t * Mv WANS tUuN* NNOH* thc odilot wuvs ; ujy fncmW wtre 
?uLh “ a vuirar Lt Poo? Tomkin..oii was siiubb’d and hull’d--he 
?Suld not b£r that Mister Blogg-what d’ye thmk of llmt, my Cit / 

My Sunauft taste , tnjin to ^l«;ml ! She fo.ced 

"“NOT?'»'S‘n".'^lSt d?c‘ono’nto .ingu: U, „nd snujr 

!u'S;L of“tUa.' «;-tV d>o ....nk of .bo., .„>■ dog f 

LY.—RUYME OF THE BAIL.—Saxe. 

SiSOlSfl through the forests, rattling over ridges. 

Shootiuir under archer, rumbling over bridges, 

Whiuing throu^jb tho mounUms, bu«mg o cr the T..le— 
Blew mo l this £ phiasaot, ndmg on tho rad 1 

Men of different sUtions, in the cy-e of Tame, 

Here arc very quickly coming to the Ramo ; 

High and lowly people, blnls of every feather. 

On a common level, travelling togeUier I 
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Gentlcm^'Q in looming very tall; 

Gcntlem* n at lirpc, talking very small; 

Geotlcmen 5 n tights, with a loovC-Uh mien; 

Gentlemen io ^ay, looking rather green ; 

Gentlemen qitite old. asking for the news; 

Gentlemen in black, in a 6t of blues ; 

Gentlemen in claret, sober as a vicar; 

Gentlemen iu tweed, dreadfully in liquor! 

Stranger on the right, looking very sunny, 

Obviously reading something ratlux iiiuny. 

Now the smiles arc thicker—wonder what they u e^n ? 
Sure, he*s got the Knickerbocker Magazine ! 

Stranger on the loft, cIo'-uhl^ up his peepers ; 

Now he snores amain, like ih*? seven sleepers: 

At his feet a volume gives the explanation, 

How the man grew stupid from ^association 1 ” 

Ancient maiden lady anxiously remarks, 

That there must be peril *mong so many sparks : 
Ttoguishdookiug fellow, tuvuing to the slrungei*. 

S lys it's his opiniou. she is out of danger! 

Woman with her baby, sitting vis^^vh: 

Baby keeps a-squalliog, woman looks at me ; 

Asks about the distance ; says it’s tiresome talkinc^ 

Noises of the cars are so very shocking I 

Market woman, careful of the precious ca^iket, 

Knowing eggs are eggs, tightly holds her basket ; 

Feeling that a smash, if it came, would surely 
Send her eggs to pot, rather prematurely* 

^^inging through the forests, rattling over ridges, 
Shooting under arches, rumbling over bridges, 

Whizziug through the mountains, buzzing o’er the vale,-^ 
Bless mo I this is pleasant, riding on the rail! 


LVI.^THE bashful bachelor—ask PAPA!*' 

A* MsLyiij«B Bell, 

When bashful bachelors are “ well to do,” 

Tlio ladies try their best to make them woo ; 

And, surely, if the man is worth the plot, 

And to one's mind, el oefern,^wherefore not? 

All wives aro “ helpmates ; and each tcouid-be wifp 
Helping to mate, proves fit for married life* 

No mortal ever had a better heart, 

Or needed more this matrimonial art, 

Than Mr. Slow : and many damsels vied 
In showing him he would not be denied, 

If he would only lay aside his fear, 

And tell—or whisper—what they longed to hear, 

Some sent him slippers to advance their suit. 

Hoping to catch the lover by the foot I 
Some, with a higher aim, his throat would deck 
With warm cravat—to take him by the nock 1 
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Ooo maiden, with affections fix^'d ‘‘aboTo/* 

Sent him a smokiog^cap to cro'vn her lovo I 
Others gave dower?, their passion to disclose, 

And even handkcrchiefe,—to have him by the case I 
Gloves, cuffs, and mitteus were by many planned, 
With wiles directly levelled at bis hand ! 

But none had found out the successful art 
To make this eligible man ** take heart. 

He looked the lover, gave expressive sighs, 

But only spoke the language of ** sheep’s eyes ; 

At last, one maid, who wisely judged the c;i5e, 

And re^ly loved him, met him ** face to face.'* 


She bauU-red Mr. Slow upon his ways ; 

You need some one, I’m sure, to cheer your days—* 
Eh ? Did you speak ? "—Ho could not for his hfo t 
I often wonder you don't got a wife I 
1 know some one, / Mini, who would not frown. 

If you should ask her ! O. the senseless clown 1 
He wriggles nervously, plays with his bat. 

Looks down and blusLes, fumbles his cravat. 

Then “ hojns I ” and seems about to speak. But no— 
Ho only sighs, and draws a face of woe ! 

“Are you not well ? I fear yon don’t take caro 
To wrap yourself from this damp evening air. 

Put in thu button : there I that draws your coat 
Close as a comforter about your throat— 

But I’m afraid you thiuk me very bold i* 

“ O no : go on ! I’m . . . not afraid of cold. 

*• JFAy then go on ?—I think you hardly know ; 

But ril unbutton it if you say no." 


“ you’re ve y kind—I—don’t know what *^“ 7 — 
Whatever way you please !—don't go away ! 

“Dear me ! I’ve pulled the buLtou off, I= 

If you'd a wife, she'd sew it Tor you now ! — 

“ I wish that you would “ Eh ? “ would sew it on— 

And eomcUan'g cls*^ ! ’’—His modest f.^Yurcs slioac, 

But not a word liis palsied tougue could frame • 

“ Well ? * Something else ’ has surely got a name ? 

He covered up his face, and whiswrcd = 9 •* « * k 

^h-you^d-yirs me-somelhing! \\ h.at ? A k 

“ Ob, Mr. Slow 1 you arc a curiouii cll: 

A man in such a case should help hln^»» 

For, if I gai « > o“ would ho 

Like acafiug an engagement,—don t jou fco? 

•• That’s what I want! “ Now really 1 Is it so ? 

Well, iust suppose that I have not ^id, „ 

A maiden’s coyness ovorw^lmcd him. , „ 

Hc“whUpcredflushing-" Thank you : ask papa ! 

She Uughed outright; thowh ’twas i"d^ ‘ 

Ho felt the Rubicon was i^cd I »PO*® 

Quite fi^y now : and had ao , 

That, ere she left, ho made her fix the day ! 

A Uttlo help quite cuwl biB vtn^/e trouble , 

And very soon they loved each other double . 
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LVII.—THE THREE BLACK CROWS.—Dn. Btrom. 

Two trndcsmen, meetinp id thf' Strand, one ftUook the oihyr 

brifkly by Iho hand : -‘Hark you” ?aid he. -/tis au odd Blorv this, 
about'^thc crows!'—I don’t know what it is. replied his frund. 
— No : Tin s«n)riscd .at that; where I came from, it is the common 
chat. But you^^hall hear : an odd affair indeed ! and that it happened, 
th 'V arc all agiCH'd. Not to detain you from a thin- so strange—a 
gentleman who lives not far from Cliange.—this week, in as all 

the AlU v knows.-taking a vomit, threw up Three Black Crows . 

• Impossible r—“ Nay. but ’ti$ really true; I hare it from good 
hands, and so may you."—From whose. 1 pray ? " So, having named 
the inan, straieht to inquire hLs curious comrade ran. “ Sir» did you 
teir—relating the affair. ‘ Yes, Sir, I did; and if tie worth yoiii 
care, ’twas Mr. **—euch-a-onc—“ who told it mo : but. by the by, twas 
Two Black Crows, not three." 

Resoived to trace so wondrous an crent, quick to the third the 
virtuoso went. “Sir,"—and so forth.—“Why, yes ; the thing is fact, 
though, in regard to number, not exact; it was n<»t Two Black Crows, 
’twa.< only One ; the truth of that you may depend upon : the gentle¬ 
man him^olf told me the caeo."—‘•\Vhere may I hod him ? Why, 
in "—such a place. 

Aw.nv he ran ; and, having found him out,—“ Sir, be so pood to 
resolve a doubt ! "—then to his last informant he referred, and begged 
to know if true what he had beard : ** Did you, Sir, throw up a Black 
Crow ? "—“ Not I ! "—“ Bless me ! bow jicople propagate a lie ! Black 
crows have been thrown up, three, two, and one; and here, I fil'd, 
all couio at last to none! Did you say nothing of a crow at all?*^ 
“ Crow V—crow'?—perhaps I might, now I recall tho matter o'er.*— 
“ And pray. Sir, what was’t ? "—“ Why. I was horrid sick, and, at the 
last. I did throw unhand told my neigobour so—something that was 
as black, Sir, as a Crow,” 


LVIIL—EVENING—BY A TAILOR.—Ouvf.r W, Holmba 

Dat hath put on bis jacket, and, around 
His burning bosom, buttoned it with stars. 

Here will 1 lay me on the velvet gras^ 
lliat is like padding to earth’s meagre ribs— 

Aud hold communion with the things about me. 

Ah me ! bow lovely is the golden braid 

That binds the skirt of night’s descending robe I 

The thin leaves, quivering on their silken threads, 

Do make a mosic like to rustling satin. 

As tho light breezes smooth their downy Dap« 

Ua I what is this that rises to my touch, 

So like a cushion ? Can it be a cabbage? 

It is I it is that doeplydnjured flower 

Which boys do flout us with ; but yet I love thee, 

Thou giant rose, wrapped in a green enrtout I 
Doubtless^ in Eden, thon didst blush as bright 
As these thy puny brethren, and thy breath 
Sweetened Uic fragrance of her spicy air ; 

But now thou scemest like a banjcrupt beau, 

Stripped of his gaud;^ hues and essences, 

And growing portly in his sober garments. 
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Ip that a swan tUat rides ujx-u llio watri ? 

Oh no ! it is that other gentle binl 
Which is the patron of our noble calling. 

I Nvell rctncuibir, in my early years, 

When thc.'-c- young hand-i tirst clos^l upon a goose . 

T have a scar upon mv tUiinblc-lin:.'- r 

Wliich chronic.es th. 'hour of young ambitiou. 

Sly father was a Uilor, ana hi.- f.ither, 

And ray sire's gr.indiirc. all of them w,-re tailors ; 
They had an ancient goose—it sv-is an heirloom 
From some remoter tailor of our race. 

It happened 1 did see it on a time 

Whr n none was near, and I did de.'il with it. 

And it did burn me—oh, most fearfully ! 

It is a jov to straighten out one's limbs 
And leap elastic from the level counter ; 

Leaving the petty grievances of earth— 

The bnsiking threa.l. the dm of clashing .shears, 
And all the needles that do wound the spirit- 
For such a pensive hour of sooUimg silence. 

Kind Nature, shuOling in h< r loo.ee undrei-v 
Lays bare her sbariy bosom. I c.in feel 
With all around roc. I c.sn h.iil the flowers 
"That sprig earth’s mantle ;—and yon quiet bird 
That rides the stream, is to me as a brother. 

The vulgar know not all the hidden jKickcts 
Where Nature stows .iway her loveliness 1 
But this unnatural posture of the legs 
Cramps my extended c.alves, and I must go 
Where I can coil them in their wonted fachion. 


LIX.-THE SCHOOLMASTEK'.S GUESTS.—Will Carletow. 
Thf District Schoolmaster w.as silting behind his g^-at book-laden 
desk, closc-watching the 

h'».^othi;r“ui.. ^.orc ,cro .«o kaow.n,: ....U » -'“-J 

(•ach oDe with some b€Auty pos* -• * t A '-Kaa id the frout, 

F“'‘-a Ky - 

Boiraris h.ad ® „.Uen fool.-.t.^is were heard at the door 

to their Be.aW w ere retreaung, n.-ircb*^ into the room m a row. 

K^X;,,-wgi,o .„o“l.K,.d,o„ ol. U^u-Bod. 

•round, concermn width of your doin’s, an’witness 

lately Wn found ; to ^:?®5,^?lvin’ to keep you, or whether 

what you’ve been jfl® bid for to mention Is, when 

we’d best turn ye out. The A wt thing ^ an’ touch 

fouTe nic, .b»= w..o l» .he matter e. 
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< the liook in ono hau\ an* you turn a stray y iu their doia*j\ 

HQ* tack an odd don their an*; there ain't no groat good comee ot 
•peaking the \roidfi ^>o/i7r, as I see* proTidin* you know what the 
facts is, an’ tell ’em }i%t as they be. Au* then there's that readin* 
in corncert, is c nsured frf^m first unto la?t ; it kicks up u heap of a 
racket, uhen folks is a-travellin’ past. What ever is done as to readin', 
providiti* tilings go to mi/ say, sha'D*t hang on no new-fangled hinges, 
Jnit swing in the old-fashioned way.”—And the other four good District 
Fathers garc quick the consent that was due. and nodded obliquely, 
and muttered, 7'h<m 'ere is wy sentiments (eic.** 

** Then, as to your spelliu*: I'to hccro tell, by them as has looked 
into this, that you turn the « out o* your labour, an* make the word 
shorter than 'tis ; au' clip the k off o* ycr musick, which makes my 
son Ephraim perplexed ; an* when he spells out as he ougbt'r, you 
pass the word on to the next. They say there’s some new-graft<Kl 
books here that don’t take them letters along : but if it is so, just 
depend OD*t, them new-grafted bocks is made wrong. Yen might just 
as well say that ‘ Jackson * didn't know all there was about war, as to 
say that old SnclUir-book * Webster ' didn’t know what them letters 
was for.*'—Ana the other four good District Fathers gave quick the 
consent that was due, und scratched their heads slyly and softly, and 
said, *'Them's my scntinurit^ (etc," 

'• Then, also, your 'rithmctic doia’s, as they are reported to me, is 
that you have left Tare an* Tret out, and also the old Rule o’ Three ; 
an* likewise brought in a ucw study, some higb-steppin* scholars to 
please, with saw-bucks au* crosses and pot-hooks, an’ w’s, x, y*s an* 
fl*s. We ain't got no time for such fool in*; there ain’t no great eoi^d 
to be reached by tintooin’ childr*n up higher than crer their falucrs 
was tcachcd.*’—And tho other four good District Fathers gave quick 
the consent that was due, and cock& ono eye up to the ceiling, and 
said, Them*s my sentiments tetc** 

“Another thing, I must here mention, comes into tho question to¬ 
day, concernin’ some things in the ‘ grammar ’ you’re teachin* our gals 
for to say. My gals is as steady as clockwork, and never give cause 
for much fear, but they come homo from school t’other evenin’ a-talkin’ 
such stuff us this here ‘ / /oife,’ an* * Thou totest; an’ ^ Be loves: an’ 
} e love, an’ ‘ You foee,’ an’ ‘ T*Aw—’ An’ they answ 


an 

ered my questions. 



evening before, had well-nigh unjoinled tho stove-pipe, to make it 
come dovn on the floor; and the Squire bringing smartly his foot 
down, as a clincher to what he had said, a joint of the pipe foil upon 
him, and larruped him square on the head. The soot flew in clouds 
all about him, and blotted with black all the place ; and the Squire 
and the other Four Fathers were peppered with black in tho face. 
The school, ever sharp for amusement, laid down all their cumbersome 
books, and, spite of the teacher’s endeavours, laughed loud at their 
visitors looks.—And the Squire, as be stalked to the doorway, broke 
out in grumblings anew; and the four District Fathers, who followed, 
seemed to say, “ Thtn’s tnu sentimentt tttoV ’ 


LX.—ATIRBLIA'S TOFORTUNATB YOUNG MAN — 

Mark Twain, 

The facta to the foUowing case came to me by letter from ayoune 
lady who Is .perfMUy unknown to me, and simply signs heraeS 
Aurelia Mana.** The poor girl is almost heart-brokii by the miafor- 
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tuoea ahc hiis imdergOQo, and, in thia dileiama, ahe turns to me for help. 

she was sixteen years old, she met and loved, 

with all the devotion of a passionate nature, a young man 
Williamson Breckmr.dgc Caruthers, who was some six jears her 
f-nior They %vere “engaged." and. for a time, it as if their 

dMtined to blcharacterized by an immunity from sorrow. 
But at la^t the tide of fortune turned; youns Caru-hers became in- 
feSSed w^th small-pox : and, when he recovered, l.u 

like a waffle-mould, and his comeliness gone for . vcr. 

to break off the engagement at first ; but p ty for htr unfortunate 

Iftver caused her merely to postpone the marriage. ^ 

Tbe“e?rday UfoVthe wedding was to have taken place, Breck.n- 
ridire whlfe abLrbi-d m v atching the rtight of a Uvlloun walked mlo 
and fractured one of his loga-and it Inid to be taken off above 
the knee Acain Aurelia was moved to break the engagement, )ut 
fgai!; T^'^uo"p^:ed^ and she set the d.ay forward, and gave him 

ck v/n.sM not but be deeply crieveti to &oc her lover pa^iop from her 

Rhccould not but be oeepi>^ ^ ever undrr 

shadowed It . 3UJ relatives of the bride, considering 

one of his “ ends an^ r^^^^ reasonably bo ex- 

that she had alreadj put p insi/^U'cl that Uie mat/:n should 

So ,Uo exU-aJed Un. 

ono^i mor<.—and he hioke Jiri w^hcii she saw the snrpoon^ rever- 

It was a Hfldday for the ican^e-l by. previous 

ontly bearing Udd her the bitter truth that *^oine more of 

experience; f‘it that the field of her affections was 

bor lover was gone. Sb every day : but once more she 

,.,o,vi,.,. mora ar.d X.'iv'i K tfrithal. 

frowned down her rcLitivrf, nupluils, another disaster oc- 

Shortly before tlio J^lnld by the Owens Kiver Indiana 

curred. Ihercwssbut wniiamson Breckinridge Caruthers. He 
last year. That " taDpinS^irbis J^art. when he lost hU hair 

fofeve^?^ and in Umt ho^r bitU^mess, he almost cursed the m.s- 

takon mercy timt ^ad ®|^^.^?J‘^.^exity as to what she ought to do. 

At last Aurelm wn^es, with truly y.omanlv feel- 

Shs still loves her . w/jV# him^but her partfots arc luttcrly 

ing-sh*.tUnoyo« arpropefty, and Is dibbled 

opposed to the mufficiont muuos to support both 

}Xw7““ &o“, 

drfi“teni »u one wMcb taT0lr« th.Ulol<.»K >»PPi- 
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nc 39 of a woman, and that of nearly two-thirds of a man ; and I feel 
that it would be assuminff too jrreat a responsibility to do more than 
□akc a mere sugg '^tion. How would it do to build him up again ? 
If Aurelia con afford the expense, let her furnish her mutilated 
lover wilii wooden anna and wooden legs, and a glass eye, and a wig, 
and giv^ him another show; gire him ninety days, without grace; 
and. if he doc^ D break his nock in the meantime, marry him and 
take tliochanc s. It<loe^ not scorn to me that there is much risk, any 
way, Aurulii; n.cni^o, ;f he sticks t<> hi* propensity for damaging 
Iiimsolf every tinn* he sees a pood opportunity, his next cxj>*>rimeut 
H bound to liui'i^i him,— uui then yon arc all right, you know, married 
or fiiipie. If luat ried, the wooden legs, nud such other valuables as 
he may pos-^css, revert to the widow: and, you see, you 6 ust.)in no 
actual loss—save the cherished fragment of a noble but moat unfortu¬ 
nate husband, who hoDcstly at rove to do right, but whose extraor¬ 
dinary instincts were against him. Try it, Maria 1 I have thought 
the matter over carefully and well, and it is the only chance I sue for 
you. It would have been a happy conceit on the part of Caruthore 
if he had started with bis neck, and broken that first ; but, since ho 
lias fit to choose a different policy and etring himself out ae 

long ui possible, I do not tliink we ought to upbraid him for it. We 
must do the be.st we c;iq umlcr the circumstances, and try not to feel 
ex as pc rated at him. 


LXr.—TRUTHFUL JAMES.—Brkt Harte. 

I ncsion at Tabic Mountain, and my name is Truthful James: 

I am not up to small deceit, or any sinful games ; 

And 1*11 ten in simple language, what I know about the row 
That broke up our society upon the Stanislow, 

But first I would remark that it's not a proper plan, 

For any scientific pent to whale his fellosv-man ; 

And if a member don't agree with his peculiar whim, 

To lay for that same member for to “ put a head on him. 

Now nothing could be finer, or more beautiful to see, 

Than the fu *t six months* proceedings of that same society • 

Till Brown of Calaveras brought a lot of fossil bones. 

That he found within a tunnel near the tenement of Jones. 

Then Brown he read a paper ; and he reconstructed there, 
rrom those same bones, an animal that was extremely rare • 

An.l Jones then asked the Chair for a susjK-iision of tha rule's. 

AiU he could prove that those same bones was one of his lost mules, 
f hen Brmvii ho smiled a hitter smile, and said he was at fault 
It seemed he had been tresspassing on Joneses family vault; 

Ho was a most sarcastic nan, this qnivl Mr. Brown, 

And, on several occasions, he had cleaned out the town 
Now I hold it is not decent for a scientific gent 
To say another is an ass—as least to all intent: 

Nor should the individnol who happens to be meant 
Reply by heaving rocks at him to any great extent. 

Then Abner of AngeTs, raised a point of order—when 
A chunk of old red sandstone took him in the aMoznon 5 
And ho smiled a sort of sickly smile, and cnrled ap on the floor 
And the subfequent proceedings interested him no more I 

Then In less time than 1 tell it, every member did engage 
In a wurfarc with the rcinnants of u palreoxoic Rge ; 
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..oidy?„^‘.\»plc -bat > about .ho row, 

Th.tt broke up our society iipou the &.aD.-low. 

LXII.—THE YARN OF THE “ NANCY BELL."—W. G. Gii.EiERT. 
'TwaS oa the shores tliat round our coast from Deal to Ramsgate 

=s-;a'K.“rrs'^. 

simply said t Unow of the datie<« of moQ of the sca» 

i'nJ'Tbo-.r tigbl! a..d^lnp»ib.-, au,l .ho crow of .bo capUU.. 

Then h^e pave ^ iS'jhumpTn’^^^^^ 

lTa"-So‘;'.'on ST^cf!';;': baa O..CU cocurred to 

.. Aud pretty nigb aU o' the crow wa, drowh.al-thcre wa. acooaty. 

hcveu o'soul j . ,,:d ‘ Hero *’ to the mu?tor-roll. 

•^,lc wL'“c,'''„V,‘^heS:aT;d"iho‘^ bold, and .be ma.o of tbo 
Aud the wC^'a-bt, and a nrid.bip.nitc, and the crow of the capU.U . 

.. For /Intb we'd nciU.,.r -».cs n^ dri^, .m a« wo did foe. . 

Bo wc drawed n lot, fand a deRcato dUh he made : 
The next lot feU to the soven sarvivors stayed. 

Then our appetite ho much resembled pip,. 

T? “n ■SviuM'f'rcrdid ■th?’c»lr an^d ic, on tire crew of the capUm s 

.bon the coob ,;ud .0 ww, 

u k"’ iTv'Ubl: aa a brotbor, I did. ubd the coob be worabipped 

But wSSiotb bo blowcd, a .ve'd cither bo .towed in the other chap . 

hold, you Me. - . _g Xoro : * Ve-s, tliat,’ wiya 1, 

ni bo eat 1 if you ‘iiue* off me, say 

. Pm b;5ctiMiiP. r""a '.o" uS'fb“;; -1^ *• 

k^5on"'t ;o'!.‘i;c'’sk" «b'i “b. "W- i' 

J(4J /* 
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■o be boili the water, and takes the salt, sod the pc}>per in portioni 
true 

(Which he nerer forgot), and some chopped ebalot, and some sage 
and parsley too. 

'Come here.' savshe. with a proper pride, which hie smiling features 
teU: 

'Twill soothing be if I let you see bow extremely nice yoQ’ll smell.' 

And he etirred it round, and round, and round, and he sniilod at the 
foaming froth ; 

^7heu I ups with his hcclSf and smother? his squeals in the scum of 
the boiling broth I 

And I cat that cook in «a week or loss, and as I eating 
The Tory last bit, I roars fit to split, for a wcsael in sight I see I 
'SHiP'AKOTr « . And no more, with manor boy, I stuffs this cannibal 
skinl" 

Cheer up, naval man! those only that plan such murders are guilty 
of sin*" 

“ Oh I 1 never grieve, and I never smile, and I never larf nor play; 
But I sit and croak, and a single joke I hare, which is to say— 

Oh I 1 am a cook and a captain bold, and the mate of the yaney brig. 
And a b^uo tight, and a midshipmito, and the crew of the captain^ 

Vyi\ ^ n 

LXIII.-A PS.UiM OF MARRIAGE !— PBebe Cart. > 
Tell me not, in idle iinglc, marriage is an empty dream ; 

^yFor the girl L. dead that's single, and girls arc not what they seem. 

^ Life is real I life is earnest I single blessedness a fib ! 

“ Mon thou art, to man returncat 1" has been spoken of the “ rib ! " 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, is our destined end or w.iy ; ** 

But to act that each to-morrow finds us nearer marriage-day ; 

Lifeis long, and youth U fleeting; and onr hearts, thoogh light and gay, 
Stil!, like pleasant di-nme, are beating wedding-marches aU the wayl 
In the world’s broad field of battle, in the bivouac of life, 

Be not like dumb driven cattle I be a heroine—a wife 1 
Cmst no foture, howe’er pleasant, let the dead past bury its dead I 
Act—act in the living present—heart within, and hope ahead 1 

Lives of married folks remind us we can live our lives as well • 

; And, departing, leave behind us such examples as shall “ toll;” ’ 

■ ^ Soch example that another, Avasting timein Idle sport, 

\ A forlorn, unmarried brother, seeing, shell take heart and court. 

11 ^ ^oiog. witli a heart on trinmph set: 

. etiU contriving, still pursuing,—and e adt girl a hua^nd geM* 

LXIV.-PABLTAMENTAEY PLEDGES.—Thomab Moore. 

I PLEDGE myself, through thick and thin, to laboor still with ical 
devoutf 

To get tbe ou/#, poor fellows t in, and turn tbe int. the wretches I ouf. 

1 plccge myself, though much bereft of ways and means of raling ilL, 
To make the most of what are left, and stick to all that's rotten Itill* 

ThongU gone the days of place and pelf, and drones no more take all (lie 
honey, 

I pledge myself to cram myself with all 1 can of public money, 

To quarter on the social parse my nephews, nieces, sUtera, brothers : 
Nor, so we prosper, care a curse—because 'tts at the expense of others* 

1 pledge myself, whenever Right and Might in any point divide. 

Not to ask which is black or white, hut take at once the strongest side ; 
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B«tw*»Q the laodlurds and the poor, I’ve not the sligh:cai hesiUtiou ; 
The people must be starved to insure the laud its duo nmunenitiou. 

Such are the pledges I propose, and though I can't now offer gold. 
There’s many a way of buying those who'vc but the Uste for being 
£oId. 

So hero’s trith three tiDaes throe hurrahs, a toast our M.P.'s no cr 

disdoio, . , 

Long life to jobbing I may the days of speculation shine again 

LXV.—THE SEVEN AGES OF WOMAN.—.V>oN vaioce. 

The world’s a ^»tagc/’ and Man has seven ages '— 

So Shakespeure writes (king of drauiatic sages I) ; 

But he forgot to tell you, in hi^ phm, 

That woman plays her part, as well as Man. 

Virtii, how the Infant heart with triumph sweUe, 

When the red coral shakes its silver bills; 

She, like young statc!»man, %Yhen the rattle nogs, 

L<.>aps at the sound, und struts in leading-strings. 

Next, little Miss, in pinafore so trim, 

With nurse so noUy, and mamma so prim ; 

Eager to tell you afl she learned to utter, 

Lisps, as shegrasp-* the allotted bread and butter ;— 

Type of her sex, who, though no longer young, 
ifolds everything with ease—except her tongue 5 
A Schoolgirl then, she curb her hair in papers. 

And mimics father's gouL_and oiothet’s-Xiipours ; 

Tramples alike on customs aod^ii To;*??, 

And whispers all she hears to all she knows: 

“ Betty ” (she cries), “ it comes into my head. 

Old maids grow cro!?8, bccansc their cats are d >ad : 

My governess has l>cen in such a fuas 
A^ut the death of her old tabby pubs ; 

Slio wears black stockings ! Ua ! ha I wh:\t a i>otber-- 
'Tis one old aii iu mourning for another 1 
—The child of Nature, frt*e from pride and pomp, 

And sure to pl' 2 a.‘-e, though nothing but a romp. 

Next, riper Miss, who, nature more disdosing, 

Now finds some traiu of art are interposing ; 

And, with blue laughing eyi^ behind her fan, 

First acU her part with that great actor- Man l 
Behold her now—at i-ogling va iuQxiuettCy 
Catching male gudgeons in her «tdv4T ; 

Whilst tne fair for^^hcad ti'uasea, fnixU<l fuUf 
Rival tho tuXtedJocka thaUCracp tho_buU • 

Tbeo comes iliat sober character—a Wife, 

With all the dear distmctiug cares of life ; 

A thottsand card* a thousand iov# extend, 

For what may not upon a canl depend. 

Now abe’ll snatch half a pUnco at opera, b.all, 

A meteor traced by non^, thongh seen by all ; 

Tin “spouev” fintls, whifo anxious to Immure her, | 

A Datcnt coifin only can secure her. 

At last the Dowager In ancient flounces, 

WUh .nnlT and ape^cles, .he folly trounces, 

And moralUing, thus the oge denounwa : 

“How bold and forward each young flirt uppearti 
ConrUblp, In my time, lasted seven years ; 
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Now seTon little months suffice, of course, 

For courtinfT. inarrjinj', ecoldiDg, and divorce ; 

They say, wc have no souls ; but what more odd is— 
“ Girls of the Period have not any bodies ! 

When I was voung, my heart was always tender. 

And would, to every spouse I had, surrender; 

Their wishes to refuse, I never durst. 

And my fourth died as happy as my first !’* 

Truce to such splenetic and rash designs, 

And let us mingle candour in our lines : 

In all the stages of domestic lif»>— 

As child or sister, parent, friend, or wife— 

Woman, the source of every fond employ, 

Softens alilictioii. and enlivens joy. 

What are your boasts, mah^ rulers of the land 7 
How cold and cheerless all you can command I 
Vain your ambition, vaiu your wealth and power, 
XTnless kind woman share the 'riptured hour; 

Unless, ’midst all the glare of pageant art, 

She adds her smile, and triumphs in your heart I 


LXVI,—NOTHING TO WEAR.—W. A. BuTLsn, 

Mi«t Fi.oua MTrdMSKY, of Madison Square, 

Has made three separate journeys to Paris, 

And her father assures me, each lime she was there, 

Tliat she and her friend, •• Mrs. Harris ”— 

^Not the lady whose name is so famous in history, 
but plain Mrs. U., without romance or mystery), 

Spent six consecutive weeks without stopping, 

In one continuous round of »>hopping; 

Sbopplug alone, and shopping together. 

At all hours of the day, and in all sorts of weather ; 

For all manner of things that a woman can put 
On the crown of her head, or the sole of her foot. 

Or wrap round her shoulders, or fit round her waist, 

Or that can bo sewed on, or pinned on, or laced, 

Or tied on with a string, or stitched on with a l^w. 

In front or behind, above or below : 

For bonnets^ mantillas, cape^ collars, and shawls} 

Dresses for oreakfasts, and dinners, and balls ; 

Dresses to sit in, and stand in, and walk in ; 

Dresses to dance in, and flirt in, and talk in ; 

Dresses in which to do uothing at nil ; 

Dresses for winter, spring, summer, and full; 

All of them difTercnt in colour and pattern,— 

Silk, muslin, and lace, rmpo, velvet, uud satin j 
Brocade, and hroadcioth, and other material 
Quite as expensive and much more ethereal; 

In short, for all things that could ever be thought of, 

Or milliner, modiste, or tradesman be bought of, 

From ten*thousand-franc robes to twenty*90u frills j 
In all quarters of Paris, and to every store, 

While Sl’Flimsey in vain stormed, scolded, and swore. 
They footed the streets, and he footed tne bills. 

And ysl though scarce three months have passed since the 
This merchandise went, on twelve carts, up Bi^dway, 
This same Miss M'FIimsoy, of Madison Square, 
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Tbe Uat time we met. wa» in utter despair, 

Because she had nothint’ whatcTcr to wear I 

NoTlilso TO wevr! Xow. ?s this is a true ditty, 

I do not afscrt—thia, you know, U between us— 

That she 's in a state of absolute nndity, 

Like Power’s “ Greek Slare. ” or the - Medici Venus ; 

But I do mean to say, I have b-ard her declare, 

When, at the same moment, she had on a 
W’hicb co!it live hundred dollar.s not ^ cent IciS, 

And jewelry worth U-n times more I should Kuess, 

That she had not a th.ug in the wide world to wear I 

I should mention just here, that out of Miss Flora s 

Two hundred and fifty or Slaty adorer.a. 

I liad just been eelc-cted ; as he who sliould th.ow all 
The rest in the sha.le. by the gracious besU^wal 

On rnvself afb-r twenty or thirty rejection*. 

Of th«»c fossil remains'«hich sh. calle-l. - her .-ireclior... 
And that rather decayed, but well-known work of art, 
W’hich Miss Flora periisted m s'.tjing her jicart. 

^ we were eoiraued. Our troth had been plighted. 

Not by me^nbe^am or starbearn, fountain or grove. 

But in a front parlour, most brilliantly 
Beneath the gas-fixturcs w y whispered our love. 

Without any romances, or ^ptu^, or «iKb«. 

Without any tears m Mlss Fiona s blue 
Or blushes, or transports, or such aillj actions. 

It w;is one of the quietc.«i bu-ipcss trauMCtions. 

Oq her virginal lips while 1 piinti^ a kiss. 

She exclaimed, as a sort of parenthesis. 

And by w.ay of putting me quite at my case. 

“ You know, I'm to polka as much as I . 

AnA fltrt when I lik** : now Stop, d»n t you sptak 

iSd muH‘noi come hero Jure than twice m the wo. k, 

S'Ji S on the UP-. 00 - 

Tbo Wr Flonv "P'^,5^ o.on chcr 


ball— 
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I cnp^agc^ the most bright Aod particnlar etar 
In the Stuck up horizon I stopped, for her t-ye, 
NotmthstaDdiiig this delicate onset of flatterj, 

Opened on roe at once a most terrible battery 
Of scorn and amazement. She made no reply, 

But nre a slight turn to the end of her noc>e— 

(That pure Grecian feature \ )—as much as to say, 

How ab‘^urd that any sane man should suppose 
T:iat a lady would go to a ball in the clothes, 

No matter how fine, that she wears every day !" 

I ventured again—“ Wear your crimson brocado.’* 

(Si-cond turn up of nose)—** That's too dark by a shade/* 

“ Your blue silk **—“That's too lieavy/* “ Your pink “ That’# 
** Wear tulle over satin ”—“ I can’t endure white.” [too light.^ 
** Your rose^colourt'd. then, the beat of the batch 
“1 haven’t a thread of point-lacc to match.” 

“ Your bro>\'n rooiro antique ”—“ Yes, and look like a Quaker I ” 
“The pcarl^coloured I would, but that plaguey dressmaker 
Has had it a week.”—“Then that e^tquisitc lilac, 

In which you would melt the heart of a Shylock.” 

Here the end of the nose was portentously tipped up, 

And both the bright eyes shot forth indignation, 

As she burst upon me’with the fierce exclamation, 

** I have worn it three times at the least calculation, 

And that and the most of my dresses are ripped up I *• 

Here I rippwl OUT somothiog, perhaps rather rash, 

Quite innocent, though ; but, to use an expression 
More striking than classic, it “ settled my hash,” 

And proved very soon the last .act of our session. 

‘‘Fiddlesticks, is it, sir? I wonder the coiling 

Doesn’t fall down and crush you—oh, you men Imve no feeling I 

You selfish, nnnatnral, illiberal creatures, 

>Vho set yourselves un as patterns and preachers I 
Your silly pretence—Why, what a mere guess it is! 

Pniy, what do you know of a lady’s necessities? 

Our cngn;p?mcnt is ended, sir—yes. on the spot; 

You’re H brute, and a monster, and—I don’t know what." 

I mildly suggested the words-Hottentot, 

Pickpocket, and cannibal, Tartar and thief, 

As gentle expletives whi<^ might giro relief : 

But this only proved as spark to the powder, 

the storm I had raised came faster and louder • 

It blew and it rained, thundoi-ed, lightened, and hailed 
Interjections, verbs, pronouns !—till language quite failed 
To exnrcss the abusive ; and then its arrears 
Wero brought np all at once by a torrent of tears. 

And my last faint, despairing attempt at an oba* 

Hrvation was lost m a tempest oi sobs. 

Well, I felt for the lady,—and felt for my hat, too*— 

Improvised on the v. u of the latter a tattoo, 

In heu of expressing the feelings which lay 

Quite “ too deep for words,” as Wonbworth would say ; 

Then, without going through the form of a bow, 

Found myself m the entiw—I hardly knew how— 

Un door-step, and sidewalk, past lamp-post and square. 

At home, and upstairs in my own easy chair ■ 

Pok<^ my feet into elippors, my fire into blaze. 

And Mid to myself, as I lit my cigar,— 
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‘ Suppo^iii^ ^ man had tlic of the Cxar 

Of ihc to boot, for tbc ic«i of his dayt^ 

Ou the » hoi \ do you tbiijk he would haTo much to >pato 
if he mam^i a woman with uotiiing to wear? 


Since that night, t aking pains that it should not be bruitc-J 
Abroad la «oCiCiv, Tve insiitut^.-d 
A course of iii<| j! y. exUnsive and thorougli. 

On this vital subject ; and riud, to my horro;*. 

That the fair Fb la’s ca-e is by no means surprising, 

But that there exi>ts the tjn'atest distress 
lu our female comm nity. solely aii^mg 
From this uoduppli-ii dCAiitutiuu of drcs<, 

Who'c tiiifortunatc vie inm arc tilliUr^' the iiir 
W'llh the pitiful wail of •* >Cothing to U vur/' 

Wiifi t somebody, mo^v 1 by tins loucbing description, 

Couie forward u^^oioriovr aud head a sub.>ci *plioa ? 

Won't ?*omo kin<l philanthropUt, seeing that aid i** 

So needed at on^ e by these i’ldiffeiit ladies, 

Kndovv a new charity, just for the care 

Of these unhappy womeu with I^othiog to Wear,— 

Which, in view of the c^sb which would daily bo claimed, 
The llaying-out Hospital well might bo named? 

Or, to furnish the cash to supply these distresse.^, 

And life’s pathway strew with shawls, collai-s, yud dresses, 
Ere the want of them uiakc^ it much rougher and thornier, 
Won’t some one discover a n w CHliiorni:i ? 


Oa, ladi* 5, dear ladies, the next bunuv day, 

Please truudic your hoops just out of Broadway^ 

From its whirl and itn bustle, its f«i-hion and prido, 

And ttie temples of Tra^le which t^wer on each side, 

To the uUcys and lanes, where Misfortune and Gutit 
Their children have gathered, theii city have built; 

Where Hunger and Vice, hkc tw in leasts of prey, 
iiavo huiiled their victims to glo<nn and despair !— 

Raise the rich, daintydress, and the line broidereil skirt, 
Pick your deUcato way through tlic dampness and dirt; 

Grope tlirough the dark dens ; climb the rickety 
To the garret,—where wretches, the young aiKi the old. 
Half-starved und half-naked, lie croucluil from the cold I 
Sec those skolctoo limbs', those frost-bitten feet, 

All blcc-ding and bruised by the stones of the street ! 

Hear the sharp cry of childhood, the deep groans that swell 
From the poor dying creature who w-nlhca on tbe tloor . 
Hear the curses, that aoond like the echoes of llell. 

As you sicken and shudder, aud fly from the door !— 
Then, homo to your wardroU^s, and «)'• if dure 
SpoUod children of Fushion—you vc hotlimg to \N car I 

And oh ! U porchauco there should be a ephorc 
Where all is made right which so puzzles us hc^, 

Where the glare, and the ghttcr, and tinsel of Turn, 

Fade and dfc in tho light of that region sublime ; 

Where the soul, diocnchantcd of fli tli and of sense, 
Unscreened by its trappings, and shows, and ' 

Must bo clothed, fer tto Ido and the scrvico nboTC, 

With, purity, truth, faith, meekness, and l^o } 

Oh, daughters of Earth ! foolish tit^ds. ‘ . 

LMt, In that upper realm, you have Nothing to ear s 



ADDITIONAL EECITATIONS FOR 

JUNIOR PUPILS. 

{Continued from page 235.) 

LXIH.-HF.NRY I. AND PRINCE WILLIA3L—MRS. Hbman& 
Thl b irk that hold a Prince wtnt down, the sweeping waves rolled on ; 
Ihen what was England's glorious crown to him that wept a son? 

Uy Jived—for life may long be borne ere sorrow break its chain : 

Why comes not death to those who mourn ? be never aiuiled again ! 
nicrc stood proud forms around his throne, the stately and the brave ; 
But who could till the place of one,—that one beneath the wave? 
Before him passed the young and fair, in ploaaare’s reckless train; 

But seas dashed o’er hU son’.s bright hair he never smiled again f 

lie sat where festal bowls went round, he heard the minstrels sing ; 

He 6:iw the tourney's victor crowned amidst the knightly ring : 

A murmur of the restless deep was blent with every t^train, 

A voice of winds that would not sleep Uc never smiled again t 

Hearts, in that time, closed o'er the trace of vows once fondly poured ; 
Andstrangors took the kiusman's place at many a joyous board; 
Oravc.M, which true love had bathed with tears, wore left to heaven s 
bright rain; 

Fresh hopce wore born for other years :—he never smiled again l 


LXIV.—BEBNARDINE DU BORN.—Mrs. Sigournb?. 

KiHQ Henry sat upon bis throue; and, full of wmth and scorn, 

Hia eye a recreant Knight survey<^—Sir BcrnaMine du Born. 

And he that haughty ^ance returned, like lion in bis lair ; 

While loftily bU unchanged brow gleamed ttirough his crispM hair. 

Thou art a traitor to tho realm! lord of a lawless band I 
The bold in speech, tho fierce in broil, the troubler of onr land I 
Thy castles and thy robeUtowors are forfeit to the crown ; 

And thou, beneath tho Norman axe, shalt end thy base renown! 
Deign'et thou no word to bar thy doom, thou with strange madness 
fired? 

Hath reason quite forsook thy breast? ** Plantagcnet inquired. 

Sir Bernard turned him towards the King, and blenched not in his pride: 
"‘My reason failed, most gracious liege, tho year Prince Henry died.*^ 
Quick, at that name, a cloud of woe passed o'er the monarch's brow ; 
Touched was that bleeding chord of love, to w*h\chtho mightiest bow 
Again swept back the tide of years : ag;iin his first-born moved,— 
The fair, tho graceful, the sublime,—tno erring, yet bclov'dl 
Ay!—ever, cherished by his side, one chosen friend was neatf 
To share in boyhood's ardent sport, or youth's untamed career ; 

With him the merry chase be sought, l>eneath tho dewy morn ; 

With him in knightly tourney rode this Bernardino du Bom. 

Then, in tho mourning father's soul, each trace of ire (trew dim, 

And what his buried idol loved seemed cleansed of ^ilt to him; 

And faintly through his tears he spoke :—“ God send His grace to thee t 
And, for the dear sake of the dcM, go forth—unscathed and free I'' 
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LXV —THK SEMINOLE'S DEHANCE.—Glorok W. I’ArTKV- 

Hi.azr witli 5 *our Mrrriod coltioiua I 1 'vill not bend llic knee . 

The shackles ne’er aeaiu sliall hm<l I'lC arm which now ic (rcc. 

I've mailed it with the thunder, \%hcu the tcuj|*cflt muttered low ^ 
And, where it balls, ye well may dread the liphtmLjjof ds blow ! 

I’ve scarrxl ye in the city, I've <caliH,Hl ye on the i l.»iD ; 

(to, cuuut your cbosuD, \vh*.Tc they fell beuc'^ih my le;idco ram . 

I scorn your protTvred treaty! tbe Palc*f«ice 1 defy f 
Ucvvtige U stampKi upon my speur, aud blood my b.kttb*-cry ! 

Ye .e trjilctl me tbrouj^h the forest. y» trackc^i me o’er the stream . 
And, strugcliDg throUk-U th»r everpludc, your bn-^lUug bayontl.s gleam , 
But I stand as should the warrior, with hiR rilleand his spear ; 

The bcalp of vengeance still is red. and yv,—Come not hert'« 

1 loathe ye in my bosom, 1 scorn >'»• with Diinee>e; , 

And I*n Lauut ye uilh iny Litost bicath. aud fight ye till 1 die . 

I ne'er will ask ye quarter, and J ne'er nmII he your slave ; 

But ri1 swim the sea of alauphlcr, till I sink h<*ncath its wave . 


LXVL—ALLEK-A-DALi:—S ir Wai.tkr Scott. 

Al I ks-a-Dalk has no faggot for burning, Allcii-a.Dale has no furrow 
^r turning ; Allca-a-Dale has no fleece for the spmrimg, 

Dale has reel roM for the wiuotog. ^omc. 

The Daron of Uavcnswortli pranceB »n pnde, and he vu-ws his 
A ftr\^r\ Arkintlilc sidc Tlic lucre f<»r his net, and the land for 

tTaZlZZ ^ha"so"‘for\hc" ild^ :id the park for the <--= 
fish of the lake. aii<l the deer ol the vale, are k-e.- free to Lord Daeiv 

‘^AM«I!a-U'ie was noVr belted a knight, though his spur he assh.arp 
and ii" blade he a.H bright; Mh-n-a-Dalc is no baron or lord yet 
?winty tali yeomen w ill ^raw at h.s wor,l ; and the l>cst of our nobler 
hiOnmnet will vail, who, at ncrc-cio^s on feumnore, rnoetK Alien-..- 

pUSSiHlii 

wail told by w.i 5 —Allcn-a-Dale ._ 

TXVII-THF: IVY GKKKK-—CfiAiiLi^ Dickkns. 

o„,dain.v 

riTfirti‘'''c'r^^!»rwhirno Li.« 1. ..c, a oH pl.„. i. 0,. 

‘’^£.7e'.te.>0.,. «u tho^h ,^a , ..a.nd, 

Di-^ilh has been, a rare old plant w the iv y gree . 
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\Vh >1 h*tvc ami tbur works dtcaye^b nod oalionb Iwve 

?«ciitrcrcd Loon ; but th** stout old ivy shall never fade from its hale 
.4D<1 hearty ^rcoii. Th** brave old plant in its louoly days bball fatten 
upoQ llic p.iHt : for the stateliest bnildlDg man can raii^c is the ivy’s 
food at last. Cic ping-on where Time has beeu, a rare old plant is the 
ivy gi'eeu I 


LXVIIL—THE PILtyr.— Cochran. 

Tnr, waves are high, the night is dark 1 svild roar the foaming tides, 
Dashing around the straining bark, as gallantly she rides : 

“ Pilot ! take heed what course you steer: ourliiat is tempest-driven ! ” 
“ Stranger t be c:Uin : there is no fear for him who trusts in Heaven 1” 

“O, Pilot f murk yon thundercloud—the lightuing’s lurid rivers ! 

Hark to the wind \ 'tis shrieking loud \ the mainmast bends and 
quivors! 

Stay, Pilot, stay, and shorten sail-^ur stormy trysaiFs riven ! * 

'• Stranger, what matters calm or gale to him who trusts in Heaven ? ” 

Ih^rne hy the winds, the vessel flees to touch the thunderous cloud; 
Now, tottering low the spi*ay-Nving'd ^;cas conceal the topmast 
shroud. 

“ Pilot, the waves break o*cr us f.ist—vainly our bark has striven ! ** 
Stranger, the Lord can rule the blast—Go, put thy trust in Heaven !*’ 
Good hope—good hope \ one little star gleams o'er the waste of waters ; 
'Tis like the light reflected far of Beauty’s loveliest daughters : 

Stranger, good hope Ho giveth thee, as He has often given : 

Then Icam this truth—Whato’er may be, to put tby trust in Heaven 

LXIX.—THE THREE FISHERS.—Rkv. C. Kinoslry. 
Turre Fishers went sailing out into tho West, 

Out into tho West as tho sun went down; 

Each thought on the woman who loved him best. 

And the chiidrcQ stood watching them out of the town :— 

For men must work, and W'oineo must weep; 

And there's littlo to cam, and many to keep, 

Though tho harbour-bar he moaning! 

Three Wives sat up in the lighthouse tower, 

And they tritnm d the lamps as tho sun wont down ; 

They looked at tho squall, and they looked at the shower, 

And tho night-rack came rolling up ragged and brown ; 

But men must work, and women must weep, 

Though storms be sudden, and waters deep. 

And the harbour-bar be moaning ! 

Three Corpses lie out on tho shining sands, 

In the morning gleam, ns the tido went down ; 

And the women are weeping and wringing their hands 
ror those who will never come home to the town.— 

For men must work, and women must weep, 

And tho sooner it’s over, the sooner to sleep— 

And good-bye to the bar and its moaning I 


— A LEAP FOR LIFE.— Walter Ooltok. 

Old Ironsides at anchor lay in tho harbour of Mah6n; 

Adead raj m rested on the bay,—the weaves to sleep had gone: 
T^en little Hal, the Captain^ son, a lad both bmvo and good, 

In sport, up shroud and rigging ran, and on the main-truck stood \ 
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A rintiJdvr pIioI through rv^ry v.'in,—all cye^ v.cri: tUiUvd ou high ! 
There stood tho Boy, m jth di42y hr.titi, bclwrrD the sea atid sky ; 

Ko hold hud ho ahoro, holow: alone he ^too<l in air ; 

To that far bciglit ooue <l:irxd to go.—no ai<l could reach him there. 
Wc ga/xd.—but not a mun Couhl speak * Wuh horror all aghnst, 

111 groups, with pnlhd hro%v and cbe^*k. wc watched the quivering innst : 
The attnobpherc seemed thicl: and hot, and of a lurid hue ; 

Afi, riveted unto the spot, stood Oftievro and Crew. 

The Father <'ame on d».ck : U‘: gasped, *‘0 God ! Pliy will be done t'* 
Then suddculy u ritb* ^rasjxsil, and aiuioi it at his eou. 

“ .Tun.p, far out, boy, into the »ave I Jump, or I tiro, ‘ he said ; 

“That only ch.tucc 'your life can ^avc; jump, juiiip !*' The boy obeyed. 
Ife sank,—he ro^e,—he lire<l,—hn moved.—aud for the ship struck out : 
On bf^ard wu haile<l the lad belovM, with many a intinly shout. 

His Father drew, in silent joy, thoic wet arms round lu« week, 

Aud folded to his heart his Boy. - . . tl;cij fainted on the d«k* 


LXXI.— GILDER OY.—Thomas Campbell. 


Tdb last, the fatal hour is come, that b.am my love from me ; 

I hoar the dead-note of the drum, I mark the gullows-treo ! 

The bell liaA toll«xt—it.Miakvs iny heart—the ir urn pet speaks tliy name ; 
And must my Gdderoy depart to bear a death of ph.amo? 

No bosom trembles for thy doom, no mourner wines a tear ; 

The gallowft’ foot i» all tby tomb, the Blc<lgc is all thy bier 1 
Oh ! Oilderoy. bethought wo then so soon, so j«ad, to 
When fudt in Rosliiiri lonely glen you triumphed o*cr my heart ? 
Your locks th^y glittered to the sheen, your hiiiiter-garh was trim, 
And cmcvful was the ribbon green that botind your manly liuib I 
Ah! Tittle thought I to ch ploie tlios** li<nbs in fotleiH bound : 

(Jf hear, upon the scaffold floor, the midnight h.ammci* sound. 

Ye cruel, cru^ 1, that combined the uuilticss to pursue ’ 

Mv Oilderoy wa^ ever kind, ho <*ould not injure vou ! 

A long adieu !—but where shall fiy thy w mIonv all forlorn, 

WHicn every mean and cruel eye rog.ards my woe with scorn? 

they will mock thy widow's tears, and hate ihy oipban boy I 
Ahvi! bis infant beauty wc.irs the form of Oildi-roy. 

Then will I seek the «lrcary moun<l that wrans ihy mouldenog clay, 
And Mcep and linger on the ground, and sigh my heart away ! 


LXXII.— THE SLATE SHIP.—Tool. {Translation ) 

A snrr bounds oVt the o]>CQ sca» concealed by fog and night; 

The waves are fouming over it. dashed by the wild storm s might. 
Two hundred el.avcs lie prisoned there, betw^-en the narrow beams, 
Half wakened by the bowling storm—half broi>liiig aavage dreams. 
Tlicv SC'* th^mselvci^, like labouring beasts, sold on a forvij^ shore ; 
Thev fed the scourge'K heavy blows,—the sunbcaai^ scotching sore. 
They i>ray with fervent soul, aloud, aroitbit the storm aud nuu • 

O Heaven ! rcl^arc, with sudden de.ath, us from Kuch Listing pain . 
Soon, over eUves and sailors, howls (he storm with savage might; 
No beacon shincs-the lightning^ Il.yh alone illumes the night 
The CantaiQ cria-A : •• 0 AnaJi—»tclp ! save us from danger, R\ve 
The slarci !Ulow call wildly out : - O Lori I give us the grave ! 
And fierce and fiercer drives the storm, tho shin bounds madly on f 
Sudden—It strikes upon a rock 1 and splits—all .k 

And from the wreck? ‘‘O woe I O woe !; 

But from two hundred lipa resound : bail. Ixird . we now mi free . 


^ I 
4> i 
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I.XXUi.--THE BOYS’ UBTURN.-Uay. 

Thf.ke*R»'. I'Apry couiiDg, when the Boys come home 

There'?' a ulorlous <1 rv' coming, when tlio Boy:' come home . 

Tliou will eiui the drcodfnl Btoiy of this trcAsou dsuk and gory 
In n Buubnrst of glory, xvhci\ the Bora come home I 

Tiic ciar will seem brighter when i\n B 'V' come iiomc; 

For ouf h arts will be ligliter when the Bovs come home: 

\Vire« and sweethearts will pros? th lu in their anns and caress thoin. 
And pray God to bless them—whvn the Boys com • liome ! 

The thinned ranks will he prondobt wh*‘a the B^•y^ ct'mc home ! 

And their cheer will ring the loiulosl when ibc > s con>e home I 
The fall ranks will he flnUtcrcd, aud the bright arms will be battered, 
And the battlc^btandards Ulteicd, when the Boys come home ’ 

Their bayonets uiay he vasty, when th^ Bo.vs come home I 
And theiV nniforois dusty, when the Boys conn* home 1 
But all shall eve lli“ traces of battle’s manlv graces^ 

In the brown and bearded face®, when the iJ.'VS come home 1 

Our love shall gsi to meet theru» til! the Boys come home t 
To bless tliom and to greet them, when the Boys come home ! 

And the fame of their eodeavom litno and change shall not di/»sover 
From the nation’s heart for ever—when the Boys come home! 


LXXIY.—BELLS OF NOTUE DAME.— Eugene Fibed, 

What though the radiant thoroughfave teems with the noisy throng? 
What though men bandy everywhere the ribald jest and song? 

Over the din of oaths atnl cries hroodeth a woudrous c;um ; 

And, mid that solcuiu stillness, rise the bells of Notre Damu ! 

‘‘Heed not, dear Lord,” they seem to say, thy weak and erring child ; 
And thou, O gentle Mother, prav that uod be reconciled; 

And on inankiud, O Christ our iwiog, pour out Thy grucituis balm 1 ”~ 
’Tis thus they plead, and thus they sing,—those bells of Notro Dam^ ! 

And so, methinks, God,—bending down to ken the things of eailh,— 
Uccds not the mockery of the town, or cries of ribald mirth ; 

For ever soundeth in His ears a penitential psalm— 

'Tis thy angelic voice lie heat's, O bells of f^otre Dame ] 

Plead on, O bells, that thy sweet voice may still, for ever, be 
An intei*ccssiou to rejoice benign Divinity ; 

And that thy tuneful gnico may fall, like dew^^a quickening balm, 
Dpon the arid hearts of all—O bells of Notre Dame i 


LXXV,—PADDLE YOUR OWN CANOE.— Akontmoua 

VOYAQEH upon Life’s sea, to your own self be true, 

And, where’er your lot may bo, ‘‘ Paddte j/our oir#i canoe / ” 
Never, though the winds may iTtve^ falter or look back ; 

But upon the darkest wave leave a shining track ! 

Nobly dare the wildest storm, stem the hai'dest gale ; 

Brave of heart and stroug of arm, you will never fail. 

When the world is cold and dark, keep an aim iu view ; 

And, toward the beacommark, youv oiru canoe!** 
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Rvcry wave tbat bears you vu to the cilcot ahur*, 

From its buniiy source uai. gone, lo ictwru no mote ; 

Then let not au hour's dcl-iy chvji you of your iiui;; ^ 

But, while it U called to-day. ” Pu-ldte tjotir uirii canoe . 

If your birth denied yon wealth, lofty state and j owei'. 

Honest fame and hardy health are a {►■•ttcr dower : 

But, if these will not suffice, golden ea'.ti pursue : __ 

And, to gain the glittering prise. ‘ Puddle your oac, cenor . 

Would Tou urcst the x.realh of fain.- from the hand of fate / 
Would you 'viile a deathless name wi’.li tbi- goo<l and great. 
Would you bless vour fellow-men ? H< irl and soul jiubue 
With the holy task, and iheii Paddle 'jvur oi-n camn . 

Would YOU tru'h the tyrant wroiic. in thv world's ir.. fight? 
With aViiirit bnive and -trong. b.i'iie for the ngnt : 

And to break the chain that binds the many to the few— ^ 

To enfranchise sUvUh minds?—- P.uldU ymu- o'-'i oentr/ 

Nothing great is Uehtly won. nothing won is h'^l ; 

Every good deed, nobly done, will rejiay tlie cost : 

L<^ve to Heaven, in humble trust, all yon will to do ; 

But, if you succe^, you must Pvddi.e yopr u'vn rssoE. 

LXXVI.—SOMEBODY'S DAULINU.—Miw. Lacoste, 

Into a ward of the whiU;wa-«hc«l halls, where the dead and dying 
Ijty—wounded by bayonet*, shells, and balU,—Someh'-ly s D.irling 
w^s borne one ihiy : Somebody's Darling, so younk' '’7^,, ’ 

wt-aring yet,—on hi» pale Bwcet lacc, soon to be hid by the dust of the 

ffnvv — th<* liDUvriijjr of boyhood a » 

^"la.’tcd an datnp aro^lhc curls of* gold. ki«mg the snnw of that 
fair \mjn- brow; pale are the lips of delicate mould—som.h^ly « 
Darhne i* dying nUv I Back from his »«antifnl blucvined brow 
hniih ill the^vandcring «avcs of gold ; croM lus Imuds on l.LS bosom 
now . SrunelKHly's Darling is still and cold . 

Kiss him once for Somelsxly * sake, muruinr a prayer soft and lovv , 
one b^dU curUrom its fair mates tako-they were .‘^.>meU*ly s pnd;-. 
von kiow : Somubo-ly’s hand had rested lltcrc ; was it a ^ 

soft and while? And have ilio lips of a sister fair been baptiZAl 

‘‘‘G^''ruo».'b«tV‘' Ho h.,1 SonuboOy’, lovo ; .So,„.bo<l>;. Loart 
Xy! ! SO jeWy. oo 

:'ISSSSSSlSHiSEss MS 

fiead,—^‘Soioe^Kxly’tt Darlmg elumbers hero. 


LXXVn-TUE RESCUE BY SHIP ‘-THREE BELLS.’- 

J, G. WlHTTIBCl. 


mist, 


Sind nlTven !*S^*'‘that D.y "n^ier. from the horror round about f 
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A »oic6 rauip dow n the r. ild wind—" Ho ! ^T-llaht^jv ' ” 

•• Our .'hir. Tht tr Bil/f. of Glasgow, shnll Rtan'i liH daylight hj . 

Hour after hour crept slowly, yet. on the 

Toss-<l tip and down the sl.ip-lights-tho lights of the Thut BtU$. 

And ship to ship made signals ; man answorcil back to man , 

While oft, to cheer .and hearten, the Three Bells nearer ran. 

And I lie Captain from her taffrail sent down Ins hopeful cry : 1 .d> • 

■•Take Iieart! hold on!” ho shouttHl.'• the 1 lute Bells shall stand 

All night across the waters the tossing lights shono clear ; 

All ni^ht from reeling taffiail the Three Bells sent her Cliecr. 

And when the dreary w.atches of storm and d.arkncss passed, 

Just as the wreck lurched imdor, all souls were saved at last. 


Sail on, Three Belh, for ever, in grateful memory sail! 

Ring on, Three Belh, of rescue, above tbe wave and gale 1 
Type of the Love Eternal, repeat the Master’s cry, 

As, tossing through the darkness, the lights of Heaven draw mgh ! 


LXX^^IT.—THE FOOT’S COMPLAINT.—ANOh’TMOtJS. 

** 1t*» really too bud/* cried the Foot, ix\ u (over, 

“Tl»ut I xui\ t\\M^ walking and walking for crer: 

My mutes arc to honour and indolence thrust. 

While here I am doomed to th*' luud and the dust, 

‘‘There\s the Mouth,—he’s the fellow for all the nice things, 

And the Kar only wakes when tbe dinner-bell rings; 

The Hand with his gems dcckn his fingers so white ; 

And as to the Eye—he secs every fine sight/’ 

“ Stay, stay, ” said the Mouth ; ’'don’t you know, my dear brother, 
Wc all were intended to help one another? 

And surely you can’t be thought useless and mean, 

On whom all the rest so entirely must lean. 

•' Consider, iny friend, wc are luhouring too, 

And toiling—nay, don’t interrupt me—for you ; 

Indeed, were it not for the Hand, Mouth, and Eye, 

Of course, you know well, you would falter and die* 

'•I eat, but *tii only that you may be strong ; 

The Hand works for you, friend, all tbo day long ; 

And the Eye—he declares be shall soon lo^o his sight. 

So great are his efforts to guide you aright.” 

Tbo Foot in reply could tind nothing to say. 

For he felt ho had talked in a culpable way; 

Aud owned the reproof was both wise and wclbmoant; 

For, wherever we arc, we should there be content. 


LXXIX,—EATIE LEE AND VTTLLIE GEET.—Miss J. R. Hunt, 
Two brown heads with tossing curls ; red lips shutting over pearls ; 
hare feet, white and wet with dew; two eyes black, and two eyes 
hi lie ;—little girl aud boy were they, Katie Lee and Willie Grey* 

They were standing >vhei*e a Wook, bending like a shepherd’s 
crook, flatbed its silver, and thick ranks of willow frineed its mossy 
banks;—half in thought, and half in play, Katie Lee and Willie Grev* 
They had cheeks like cherries red; he was taller,—’most a head; 
she, with arms like wreaths of snow, swung a basket to and fro as 
she loitered, half in play,—chattering to WulieGroy. 
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:^sat 

cottatr^'? wli--re to-d.-»y Katie now is Mistress Or. >. —vastly 

deep and wide, and has—rofi<r» nl the suit. 

LXXX._TITE SMACK IN SCHOOL.—Palmer. 

». I ««.t frtr .»waT ’mid snow-clad hills, one WjDtcrd 

A niSTRIcT f" ” otJd noise of threescore mingled ^irls 

fUy. was humming with lUw to jntont, but more ou furtivo 

and boys ;—some ^®'Tln t^cSlSr-s downward look was fast-ned on 
luiscliK-f bent, the jy‘\^l,iod hu* back, ros.-, sharp and clear, 

a copy-book : ^;.^ttcry of bliss let off in one tremeudous 

.a rousing smack, as r^iartled Master cries ; *• That, thir. a liltlc 

Willeth, if you pleathc ; 1 thaw him kith 

Thulhunoa Pcalhe ! pthrill the Master thundered, '‘Hither, 

With frown to make « "^ck with stolen chattcUon his 

Will! ” Like Jr and shame, and to the awful presence 

hack. Will hung his pleton. the butt of all goo«l-nalurcd 

came,—a great, green, bashf^ mmjie . ^ ^ho threatener 

fun. Witli smile biggest pupil, should be guilty 

'ji'r„dTSo;^.hr:;.si'or.chj:. i;o .oo., w„.. cv,. 

'f^d^of gfrVs,'^and‘^mn-t kiss a ^yjs o^hi to 

wished me to 1" 
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SENIOR PUPILS. 

{("ty/tftnurd from page 288.) 

l.XXXVI.—BELSHAZZAR.—HrJNE. {Transhdon bg Sir Theodore 
J/arfin.) [Instiled by kind iK'rmis^ion.] 

Tin; midnight hour duiwiug on : liuslicd into rest l.iy Babylon— 
iiW have the roval palace, where were the din of revel, and torches’ 
have. There, )u^\\ within his royal hull, BcbUazzar the King held 
lestivuh His nobles around him in splendour shine, and drain down 
goblets of sparkling wine. The nobles shotit. and the goblets ring; 
'twas sweet to tlic heart of that stiff-necked King. The cheeks of tlio 
King they flushed with tire, and still, a« he drank, his conceit grew 
higher ; and, maddened >vi(h pride, his lips let fall wild worxls, that 
biuspheineti the Great Ivord of all. 

More vaunting he grow , and his blasphcmmvs sneers w- re hailed by 
his lordly rout w ith ciiecrs. Proudly the Kiug has ,a muudutvjnssed; 
away hie the slaves, but come back full fast. Many gold ves^ ds they 
biing w ith them,—the spoils of God> house in Jerusalem I With 
impUms hand the King c^iught tip, tilled to the brim, a saerwd cup ; 
and down to the bottom bo drained it dry, and aloud, with bis mouth 
afo:un, did cry : ‘‘Jehovah I I scoff at Thy groatuess gone 1 I am the 
King of Bubvlon ! '’—The terrible words were riugieg still, whea the 
King at his fivart felt a secret chill. 

The laughter ceased, the lords held their breath, and all through 
the hall it w as still as death. And see, see there 1 od the w*hite w*all, 
see, comes forth what seenis a inau's Hand to be I And it wrote~aud 
wrote in letters of flame, on the white wall—then vanished the way 
it came 1 « « • The King sat staring] ho could not speak 1 his kncee 
knocked together I deatb-palc w*as his check. With cold fear creeping, 
his Lords sat round ; they sjtt duiub-^tricken, with never a sound. 
The Magians came, but not ouo of them all could interpret the writing 
upon the wall. That sclfsamo night—his soul God sain!—was Bel- 
^ha 2 ;ar the King, by his nobles, slain 1 


LXXXVII.—LORRAINE LORREE.—Cdarles Ki:«G8LBY. 

“Auk you ready for your stceple-cha?e, Lorraine, Lorraine Lorrec? 
You're booktd to ride your capping race to-day at Coulter Lee ; 
You ie booked to ride Vindictive, for all the world to see,— 

To keep him straight, and keep him first, and win the run for me ! ” 

She clasped her new-boru baby, poor LorraiDe, Lorraine Lorrec 
“ I cannot ride Vindictive, as any man might see, 

And I will not rido Viudictivo, with this baby on my knee: 

He’s killed a boy—he*8 killed a man—and why must he kill me ?” 

“ Unless you ride Vindictive, Lorraine, Lorraine Lorrec, 

Unless yon ride Vindictive to-dny at Coulter Lee, 

And land him safe across the brook, and win the prixo for me, 

It's you may keep j-our baby, for youMl get no keep from me.’’ 

“That husbands could be crnel,” said Lomiuo. Lerraiue Lorrec, 
“That husbands could be cruel, I have known for seasons three; 
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But ch ! to rid‘-' Vindictive* while a baby cries fcr me ♦ . . 
And killed across a fence at last» for all the world to sec . 


But ahe maatered youog Vindictire—O ! the gallnot lass -a-ae she — 
And kept him straight, and won the race—as near near could be . 
But . . he killed her at the brook against a pollard wniow..rce : 

Oh ! he killed her at the brook—the brute !—for all the world to ecc . 
Acd no one—but the baby—cried for poor Lorraine Lorrcc I 


I 


LXXXVIIl.—THE KING OF DENMAUK'S IlIDE.- 

Ho.v. Mns. Nohton. 

mrnMmm 

»asU thi with clatt-ring din then he Sropp^ ;-and 

K^^^hirw ruSTn ; VSle^c£-^^ answer 

grimly dawolDK d the pale, sweet form of the 

breast: and, that T 1,,^, head on his charger’s neck: 

which iie etrovo to check ; .train dear steed I our ride hath 

•‘O alM-d that every nerve didst straio-^ear pici 

Jn ?D Jiin-to .ho b.ll. .vh.ro ,..y Lovo I..)' J> ."K ' 


LXXXIX.—**HE AKD SHE.’-Bib Edwis ABNOI-d. 
fFrom Poem, N<Uional nnd Non-OrUnlal, by kind pormission.) 

.. si. i. dead , •; they .old - 'n iru.";” oV doTh-hrot^o 

-it js: 

too tui cb, they d* aweet thin hp» Ibat had accrcU to tcllf 

the sweet, th* stately, 

i«si ?“^r'r„d“Vhi- is?' »d ’IS%. .he woeld 
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uot spertk. though he kissed, in the old nUce, the ouiet chccK. He 
and She I . . . vtft she would not though he called her the name 

•he loved erev'hile. He and She! . • . still she did not more to any 
oue pas^.nioiiatc whisper of love. 

Th‘n he said : '‘Cold lips, oud breasts without breath ! is there no 
voice, no lanjjuagc of death? Dumb to the car, and stiii to the 
—but, to heart and to soul, distinct, intense ? Speak now! I 
will listen with ?oul, not ear :—what was the j^ccrer nf dyinfi, dear? 
Was it the infinite wonder of all. that you ever could let life’s dower 
fall? Or w.is it a greater marvel to fe^l the perfect calm, o’er the 
agony, Was iho uiiraclo great er to find how deep, beyond all 

dreams, sank downward tliat sleep? Did life roll back its records, 
clear, and show, as they say it doc«, past things cleat*? And was it 
the innermost heart of the bh^s to find out so, what a wisdom Love 
is? Oh, perfi‘Cl dead 1 Oh. dead most dear, I hold the breath of my 
soul to hear 1 

‘‘I listen as deep as to horrible hell, as high as to heaveu, and you 
do not tell. Then.* must he pleasure in dying, sweet, to make you so 
placid from head to feetl I would tell yon, darling, if I were dead, 
and 'twere your hot tears upon my brow shed,— I w ould speak t— 
though the Angel of Death had laid his sword on my lips to k«*ep it 
unsaid. You should not ask vainly, with .<troaming eyes, which of 
all deaths was the clucfest surprise'—tl\e very strangtst .audsuddenest 
thing of all the surprises that dying must bring.** 

Who will believe that he heard her say, \^ith the sweet, soft voice, 
in the dear edd way : The utmost wonder is this,—1 hear, and see 
you, and love you, and kiss you, dear ; and *aiu your Angel, who was 
your Bride ; and know that, though dead. 1 have never died ** ? 


XC.^THE WHISTLE.—Eodert Story, 

Yon have heard,** siiid a Youth to his Sweetheart, who stood, 
While he sat on a corn-sheaf, at daylight's decline,— 

'‘You have heard of the Danish boy's wliislle of wo^ ? 

I wish that that Danish boy's whistle were mine.** 

“ And what would you do with it ? Toll me,*’ she said» 

While an arch smile played o*cr her beautiful face. 

** I would blow it,** he answered, “ and then—my fair maid 
Would fly to my side, and would here take her place.** 

“ Is that all you wish for? Wh\% that may be yours 
Without any magic ! *’ the fair Maiden cried: 

‘‘A favour so alight one's cood-nature secures;** 

And she playfully seated herself by his side. 

ftgain,” said the Youth ; “ and the charm 
\\ oulcl work so that not e’en modesty's check 
Would be able to keep from uxy ucck your fine arm.** 

She smiled,—and she laid her fine ann round his nook, 

** Yet once more would I blow ! and the music divine 
Would bring me, the third time, an exquisite bliss : 

You would lay your fair check to this brown one of xniuc t 
And your lips, stealing past it, would give mo a kiss,** 

The Maiden laughed out in her innocent glee,— 

“ What a fool of yourself with yotir whistle you’d make ! 
For only consider, how silly *twould be 
To sit there and whistle, foo—what you mi^ht take I ” 
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XCl.—THE CHARCOAL ilAN—L T. TnowmuDOE. 
THOUr.n nulelv bloT.-9 the wintry blast, r^nd s^o'Y 

V SI-c, '?; 

lie " isi";S; '■ n'ss s. i. j.rkor t., o,.,. 

■,i, Sdi tS 1 e hi. eoo.v form oil ri-dU.:.! wi.., .he 

yet iu his houvht Y>r.roui. U s iior epot n-r 

Jfwa “•t harco'' cha.c**'!” and many :i iol'iumIi lad rti'li''■ 

hoT^.k^ h"*' - ho-’-t^uch vanou. sound. 

n.jch lor little = 
l Chfreo- ; ■■-'■ 

joy al.ouud-i «hci. he has cU-ed j,U hand, wnshe.l 

^n.e hearth is warm ii^i::!’ ^nc^moro. hi« V'>owm« 

clean rnid while, Ik»1o:* il.trtha d irlini? ; au<i, lu a 

face U-nds fond y oVr the or . ,,Hh u 

coaxing tone, ho ertes.- ;.. ^^fr>l.a.eo-? •-•■ Ah. go!"- 


with tfi.nlno bouml". 

»ssi' ; 4 ii^:^'-iS’bi 

.•CharcoV chWI-.wlnk; mr^k.^ ■ 

hark O’ •* Ulirirco ! — ilark, V. i-o»*b / 
claim Mark Ual- y’s daily rounds 1 


XCI..-ROMAKCK OF r„K KEST.-Mh,. BhCMSh. 

I.TT,x Elite .It, alone W olSS 

Bide, OD the grass ; atid ' ff® • face. She has thrown li.-r 

leavcB. iu sUadotr. on dipping in th- shallow waters 

bonnet by ; nnd fcmnak^lK^in h^r b;m.K aU sleek and dnppuig^ 

while she tockj:tb toand ^o. Jf . ,„.iic .he thinks. " What 

within reach. ir, M.tvwcth “ T will have a lover, riding 

Little Ellic m her J „ i.hout guile ; and to A.». I " id 

on aPbredofsterds 1 ‘ „ *t<. fs-ods. And the steed shall 

discover the i'"'-*” ‘,h iU noble, with an cyo that takes th 

rod-roan ; and the lo * • ..rv^ii nh-ill strike into trouble, 

breath jand the lute niy lover will not all toe 

his sword strikes men ‘ my face : he will say.‘ 0 Loje, 

fii„T eA'AJud -r 
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Tbca bo ll , kle amoiip the hilU to the wide woild the river, there 
to put away all wronjf ; to make straight di«^ovtea wills, and to enipty 
the broad quiver wiiicli the wicked bear along. Three times shall a 
yooog Foot-pageswim the stream, and climb the mountain, and kneel 
down beside my font : *LoI my master scncU this gnge, lady, for tby 
pity’s counting! What wilt thou exchange for it?* 

" And, the first time, I will send a white rofoA>ud for guerdon,—and 
the second time, a glove:—but the third lim^* . . . I may bend from my 
pride, and answer. 'Pardon, if he corner to t ike my love/ Then the 
young Foot-page will run; then my Lover will ride faster,till he koccL 
cth at my knee : * I am a Duke’s eldest son ! thousand serfs do call mo 
master,—but, O love, I lovo but thee!' lie will kiss me on the mouth 
then ; ami ica<l mo, as a lover, through the crowds that j)rai«o his deeds: 
and, when soul-tied b}' one troth, unto him I will discover this svvaii’e 
nest among the rce<ls.'* 

Little Ellie, witli her smile not yet ended, rose up gayly, tied the 
bonnet, donned the shoe—and went homeward, round a mile, just to 
6CC, as she did daily, what more egg^ were with the tioo. Pushing 
through the elm^tre*' copse winding by tbestream, light-hearted, where 
the osier-pathway leads—past the houghs she stoops—and stops I 
Lo I the wild swan had deserted, and & rat had gnawed the reeds.— 
Ellie went home sad and slow !—If she found the Lover over, with his 
rod*roan stc<d of steeds, sooth I know noil but I know she could 
never show him—never,—that swan’s uest among the reeds! 


XCIII.-THE SPINNINO-WHEEL SONG.—Dr, John F. 

Waller* 


XTellow the moonlight to shine is beginning; 

Close by the window young Ailcen is spinning; 

Bent o'er the fire, her blind Oi'andoiother, sitting, 

Is crooning, and moaning, and drowsily knitting,— 

Aileen, achora [ I hear some one tapping." 

"Tis the ivy, dear mother, against the glass flapping." 

" Ailcen, I surely hear somebody sighing." 

***Ti 0 the sound, mother dear, of the summer wind dying.** 
Merrily, cheerily, noisily whirring, 

Swines the whevU spins the reel, while the foot’s stirring; 
Sprightly, and lightly, and oirily ringing, 

Torills the sweet voice of the young maiden singing. 


••^^at’s that noise that I hoar nt the window. I wonder? 
*”Tis the little birds chirping the holly-bush under," 

V makes you be shoring and moving your stool on, 

And singing all wrong that ould song of * The Coolun *? 
There’s a form at the casement,-the form of her true-love,— 
And he whispers, with face bent, “ I’m waiting for you, love ; 
Get up on the stool ! through the lattice step Ughtly 1 

w" Srove whUe the moon's shining brightly." 

Momly, cheerily, noisily whirring, e> 

Swings the wheel, spins the reel, while the foot's atirrinc : 
Bpnghtlv, and lightly, and airily ringing, ' 

Thrills the sweet voice of the young maiden singing. 


The hlaid shakes her head, on her Hp lays her fingers. 
Steals up from her seat,—longs to go, and yet lingers; 

A frightened glance turns to her drowsy Grandmother. 
Puts one foot on the stool, spins the wheel with the other. 
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Lazily, easily, swings now the ^yheel roanci: 

Slowly aud lovly is heard now the reel’® sound ; 

Noificlesa nnd light to the lattice aboTo her 

The D)aid etepra.—then leaps to the ams of her lover ! 

Slower—and slower—and slower the wheel swings ; 

Ix)wer—and lower—and lower the reel rinp ; 

Ere the reel and the wheel stop their ringing and moving— 
Through the grove the young lovers by moonlight are roving. 


XOIV.—A NTONY TO CLEOPATRA— W. H. Lytle. 

“ I AM dying. Eg>-pt, dying ebbs mv cnniron lih -tidc fast; 

And the darlc Plutoniau shadows gather on the evening hla'l : 

Let thiuo ariui* O Qticcn, cofold me I bush thy 5ob5, aud bou thioe 


Listen to the great heart-secrets then, and theu alone, must.bcar 1 
‘•Though my scarred and veteran legion.s bear their eagles high no 

And^my'^’wrecked and scattered galleys strew dark Actium’s fatal 

Thongh'^no glittering guards surronod me, prompt to do their master 3 

1 mwl^Jierith, like a Koman.-die the great Triumvir still I 

“ Let not Ctesar's servile minions mock the Lion thus laid low 5 
'Twas no foeman’s arm that felled him, twas his own that struck the 

Ills who uillowed on thv bosom, turnfd aside from glory’s raj,— 
who, dhlnlg VVltU UtVcSl ' gai cs. madly threw a world away. 

•• Should the base plclician rabble dare a&sail my fame at Rome, 
Where mv noble sTOuse. OcUvia, weeps within her widow^ 

her • MV_tlic gods bc.ar witness, altars, augurs, circling wings 

TUt hc’bSj, “ulfSinc commingled, jet elmll mount the throne ot 

1 Ln^scorn the Senate’s anger, triumphing In love like thmol 

'mj“?i?ckir;”i:^’r mVS^heS ere 1 


XOV -CLEOPATBA DYEfG.-TnoMAS S. Collier 

n 8T1.K. the enn helc e'v 

purple flame crowns spring and ^pl^ 

gS ml: Sl?/me'.T-‘^0 ' 

_ ^ . Si 1^4 A.U^ firmv Mm©— 
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‘■'XliouKli li 'hold the golden sceptre, rule the Pharaoh’s sivuiiy laud. 
Where <dd Xilus rolls rc->istlesa through the sweeps of silvery Band,— 
He ehall never suv I met him f.iwniug, abject, like a slave 1— 

1 will foil him, though to do it I must cross the Stygian wave. 


“ Oh, my hero, sleeping, sleeping !—shall 1 meet you ou the shore 
Of p'hilouian shadows V siiall we, in death, meet and love once more 
Sc •. 1 follow in your fo.>t'l 'p =—corn the L'rc''.«r and his i.aighl ; 

For your love. I will Icaj) boldly into rc.alms of d ;stb and uigbt 1 


•> 


'• Duwt) below iho ile'-'Tt >inkui>:, f.uK*^ A|>ollos brilh r.it car, 

Ar«j). ivou\ out llio distant azinc, breaks tUcbi*iy:ht gU iiu of a star;— 
Vr»ui<. <|acen of love nnd beanty. \v»dcoiiics me to I>cath*s ouibr.ico, 
Dyin^'^ircc, |noiid and tiinmfdiant, the soTcrcitna of iiiy lacc! 


Dyit'l’! <lyin.; 1 ... I am coming, oh. my hero, to your arms ; 

You will welcome me—1 know it—guanl mo from all rude alarm:?. 
JI;irk ! I licar Die legions iQ.vrclung, bear tliciv cries of triuinph swell,— 
But, prouii Crc'*ar, dead 1 scorn you I Et-'ypt—Antony—farewell! *’ 


xevr.—THE BIVOrAC FIUE.—Samim:!. K. Co>yax. 

Round the bivou'C fire, af midnl^bi. lay mo weary soldier-band; 
bloody were their sp.Mis with hlauuhter, gory was each hero’s hand, 
for tiio gh:ustly strife was ended: From t* ich >oul a whij^por came— 
“God of battles, we have triumphed ; haUow<%l be Tby holy name 
It was beautiful, at midnight, wIku the bloo^ly war was <louc, when 
llie battle cVl^4hed no longer, and no longer blazed the sun, dimly, iu 
the balmy starlight, to vopos.: outwe.^rivd limb^; not a soiuul to stir 
the stillucs.^, save the sound of holy liymos : “Thou h;\st given us 
the glory : Thou h.X'^t bade our tvoubic^ ccas'* : Thou art great as God 
of battles : Thou art best as God of peace ! ” 

Pensive, by the gleaming lueligbt, mute one lonely Soldier stood ; 
in his baud he gri^pisl a paper, scrawled in letters large and crud<^~ 
iu his gory hands he grasped it; and the tender childlike tear, from 
his manful bosom welling, bathed the blood upon his i>)>car ! Then 
the gory paper oped he, scrjvwlod in letters crude and wild—“ Little 
DOWS from England, comrades ; *tis a letter from my child.” 

**0 niy ftttliorl what bath kept you? You arc nigh three ycai*B away; it 
\> a:i unowcimo u hen you Kfw u 0 -^chis is room of neu yeai's day. *Goojbbye, 
l>aby. \mtil summer, or till ChristUKvvtimo,* you said: O my father I what 
hath kept you? sumii»cr. ('hri^cmu, twice have Mother i^yn yowx war is 
boly-ibotyou boar a noblo uanie^that you light for Godmui honour, and to 
shield our homo fro.o eUaioc; yet I often hear her praying : * Make all war, O 
Go.l. to ceaso : Thou art preat as Go.! of battled: Thou art best as God of peooo.’ 
Night ami mom 1 p.wy loi father; in the sunny morning hoxm 1 am often in 
the parUcii; I haw aown your nanio iu liowera—like your coat, in llowors of 
scArii't, all in tuliiH ^hbor*i'od. Come, before the flowem arc foded—coino, 
Inifore your name is dca 11 Little brother die<i at Christinas—'inother told me 
not to tell - but I think it bettor, father, for you aaid, * The dead are well.* lie 
waj buried side o Mary; mother tiUice hm never amibnl. Till wo meet, good- 
bye, dear father . . . froni your i.oviso uttle child.*' 

Silent wore tlic night to moroing—silent, at their soul's desire, lay 
the sold IOTA, lost in dreaming, round the dying bivouac fire : home 
wero they again in England ! miles were they from war's alarms t. .. 
Hark I the sudden bugle sounding! hark 1 the cry, **To aimsl to 
arms I” Out from anioush, out from thicket, charged the foemeu 
^rough the plain ; “ Up, my warriors I arm, my heroes I strike for 
God and home again 1—for our homes, our babes, our country I " and 
the ruddy morning light flared on brandished falchions, bloody still 
with gore of yesternight. 
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Piifple crew the pl^io with sbugbtei, -u.i ndcr ride l;7 • 

jud the .-nmsou dav of c-»rnn-o in a enjnson fni.'ct di.d : 
on the field of battle glimpsc-d the starlight oyerhead : and 
liirbt «bodtUlce. gliniinercd ou the dying auc the dead. Famt am 
;:.‘lv around the'fifclight were the laid ont-wearrod 
f^w the hero-voices that nprose m holy hyrnns ; 

to whi-per. ■•Thou ha<l cast our foes to sbinie God of battle>, «e 
Il^to triumphed; b*»no\v<<l W Thy mi;;hty name . -i • 

O,. ,1.0 Purple pl..in ol I il' 


I breath.np! be is winsperibg . --J;,/'.’' F^theii eivo my 

-‘Saved' mv child—mv home—my countrj 1 
pao-sreleaM.': Thou art'great as God of battles: Thou art oest as 

God of peace. ' 


XCVII.—THE IRISHWOMAN’S LETTER.—ANONYSiOfS 

“Ah shurc ! I was tould to cotne in till yer honour. 

To sec, would yc write a fuw lines to my I at ? 

He's Kooo for u aoRer. is MUther O’Connor. 

Wid a sthripe on hw arm. and a band on his hat. 

«• -Vnd what '01 yo tell him ? shurc. it iuu.«t be aisy 
For tJ.c likc.s of yet honour to spaW with the pen ; 

Tell him I’m well, and nrivourneen Dai.|<y 
(The bahy, yer honour), is better again. 

•• For whin be wint off so sick was the cinyther, 

She niver hilt up her blue eyes till bis faw; 

And when I'd be eryiir. he’d look at me wild-hkc, 

And ax. ‘ Would I wish for the counthry'a dugiacc ? 

“ Trf'U him to aiod us a bit of hU money, 

For th“rint and the doctho. s bill, due ^ 

An’ eburc there’s a tear on yer tvclashcs, • . 

I’’faith, I've no right with such freedom to speak. 

-I-m ovcr.much Ihrifliug : ah I 1*11 not give yc trouble. 

rSSSne one wilbn’-Oh. wlmt can . be? 

WJifiL^s that in the newspaper folded op doxibk? 

Yer honour, don't hide‘s it*, but read it to me! 

o T)..ad • Patrick O Connor ! No ! no ! it’s some other I 
^bot dead? Shurc, ’tU a week scarce gone by, 

Ai? the kiss on the cheek of Ins sorrowin mother, 

^ It Imen't had time yet, yer honour, to dhry. 
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XCVIII.^^TUK WAUKIOUS OF THE SEA.-^CLEMtNT ScoTT. 

[B*/ L'infi of' (he Author,] 

Vv goob the LyfL^m ‘J ? Si. AnueV ^urumuned banda 1 
Ku<-eMlcei) iu stuf iliehfe^boat *8 l.uiQclied ahrua^i of Southport sauds ] 
Hdlf do ^feiitd bv the screamiug wiixl, ba)f blinded by the rain, 

Tlip^c erew.s await their coyswaia?. then face the hurricane! 

The stake-* aie De.Uli or Duty ! No man lia«s ausweied No !’’ 

Lives lui’bt be saved out youd>T, on tlic doomed ship J/exico/ 

Did ever night look blacker? Di'l >ca so hiss before? 

Did ever women's voices wail more piteous on the sliorc? 

Out from three ports of Luncishirc that night went Lifvhoats thr^'c. 
To figl:t a splendid battle, inunucd by Warriors of the Sea ! 

^Uou^ the sands of Southport brav<* wouieu lield their breath, 

For iliey laicw tl)at those who loved them were lighting hard with 
death, 

A cheer went out from Lyiham ! the tempest tost ii 
As the calhint lads of Lancashire beul to the waves’ attack; 

And girls who dwell about St. AuneV, with faces white with fright, 
Fray’d (rod tvould still the tempest that dark Dcccml>er night* 

SooB, husbands, lovers, hroihers, they’d given up their all, 

These nohlo Englu;u women, heart-sick at dutv's call; 

But not a cheer, or tear, or prayer, from those" whol>cut the knee, 
Came out across the waves to uerve those Warriors of the ! 


riirce boats wont out from Lancashire* * . . but onccanic back to tell 

rh(? story of that hurricane, the talc of ocean’s belli 

All >afely reached the -1/txicu. their trysting-plnce to keep : 

For one there was the rescue,—the others in the deep 
Fell in the arms of victory * dropped to their lonely grave, 

Ibeir passing bull the tempest, their requiem the wave! 

I hey clung to life like sailors, they fell to death like men! 

^ licre, m our roll of heroes—when, iu our etory—when 
J’-nglishiueu been braver, or fought more loyally 
n iih Death—that comes, by duty, to tbc Warriors of the Sea? 

One boat came back to Lytham ! its noble duty done I 
But at St. Anne’s and Southport the prize of Death was won t 
by those gallant fellows, who went men’s lives to save 
And died thcr^nowncil with glory ! enthroned upon the wave 1 
\\ Jthm a rope sdhrow of the wreck the English sailors fell 
A blesamg on their faithful lips, when ocean rang thcirkuelll 
U cep not for them, dear women I cease WTinging of your hands ; 

Go out to meet your heroes across the Southport sands I 
Gnm Death for t hem is stiugless! The Grave has victory !_ 

C.oss oars, and bear them nobly home, brave Warriors of the Sea I 

WhVn ow r hi 

Am h.^rrt trotop we hear the tempests roar. 

Whei ^wcep'iig on from valley to the shore 

A *!i ?w ^ ‘ ® seems to stand at bav, and silent terror comes 

Hut God will bless the Life-boat, and the Waniors of the Seal 
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XClX.-OiUlY THE UAKK.-M. i\ TiTHtU- 

tiftT kccleaml 6vc rusbcA over the i>iraUJ ewavm ; / .i i 

Honins out of tho Korthoru h^vc. hawkb ou the wiufepi of the stuim • 
Blood upon talous and beak! blood from Ihcir • 

Blood onthe hand and blood on the cheek !— 1 :» hve-and-fift> keels. 

O fierce and teixible horde that shout about Ony the Dane, 

Claujring the sliicld. and claihibg the sword to the roar of the storm- 

And‘ha'.?on‘*S.e shore they d.irc, ploughinji ihrongb shingle and 

Ai.dfhighT.ud dry. thasc fifly-aud-fivc arc hauled in line upon laud. 

Ax.d ho! for the torch str.iighiway, \var • 

And the blazing uipht was bngbt as day, ’ 

Prtr flftivTi tc the ntoiliui! SAOtl* over c.icli n.inn^ idasc, 

Those fi?tyTml.u“e^ harj- burnt as they stand, to the tuue of the 

surf aud the bL%st! 

bMar! . 

ro^ :iv "oM 

sliiuld. .. 

And older. l.only.nd-four he eet tor 'I;'; '/.‘iTo} the Sea,. 

And oil was order from .here looho o o ^ ^ ,0 »ayo, 

r„rttre\“Se\^,’ .r.h°e\«^ iti.t they call King Orry’. grace. 

c.— PAPA’S LETTEU.'—Akontmocs. 

1 WAS Sitting in my ‘‘^5; mu’lln't hT’uiurbed. 

s 

llo^vlT^y dnrling'a portrait a, hi, sweet eye. searched my 
Halr'^TgTld, and eye. o, form intit'S^"' 

».rlf »ara3^of^. 

Tped. •mid ih, wace. "t goMeo Ught. 

• In ibU sslwlloo pronounc® /x. -pa and wa •».«. 
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rii^u 1 * Ni^w. little ijo away aovl >>oaj ^oixl nowi.'* 

Aim! I bidiIocI as ^lowri the sUircn«e clattered lond Iho httle shoes, 
Ix^avinp ire, the hurried down to Alary in bis ^Ico; 

“ Mama's n itiiig lot.- of letters ; I sc a letter, Mary.—see !**... 

No one h< ard the fioiit-door o|n'n ; no one saw the jjoldeo hair, 
As it floated o'er lii^ shoulders in the crisp October air. 


D<»\vn the stnet the prattler hastened, till he reacheii the officc*door: 
*• r.s * a letter, Afr, Po>lmau ; is there luom for any more ? 

Cause dis letter’s <ioin* to pap.i, papa lives with God, 'ou know, 

Ala in a tamped iiio—I'm a letter ; does \m fink 'at I tan po? 

But the Ch’fk in wcuido* ans%vcicd, ’Not to«day, my little man/* 

** Den ril find aiio 2 /«*r odice, 'cause I mu-t do, if I tan.*’ 


Tain the Clerk would i)ave detained him. but the pleading face was 
gone, 

And the little feet were hastening,—by the busy crowd swept on. 
Suddenly the crowd was parte<l,—people fled to loft and riglit, 

As a pair of maddened horses at the moment dashed in sight I 
No ouc saw the baby figure,—uo one saw the golden hair, 

Till a shriek of childish terror rang out on the autumu air f 

'Twas too lato!—a moment only '•tood the beauteous vi.siou there; 
Thou . . . tht» little face lay lifvloss, covered o*or with golden hair! 
Reverently they rai$‘'d mv <larUug, brushed away t!io curU of gold ; 
Saw the <tauip, upon tin* foretu'ad growing now so icy cold, 

Not a mark the face di.sfigured, showing where a boo? had trod ; 

But the little life was cn<lcd,—“ Papa's letter " was with God. 


v^OTT—NAPOLEON’S MIDNIGHT REVIEW.—Merv. 

( Transludon.) 

At midui^ht, from his grave, the Drummer woke and rose ; 

And, beating loud the drum, forth on his rounds he goes. 

StiiTixl by his faithful arms, the drumsticks patly fall: 

He beats the loud “ Retreat ! ” “ RcvciUv ! ” and “ Roll-call 1 ■' 

So grandly rolls that drum, so deep it echoes round, 

Old soldiers iu their gi-avcs start to life at the sound. 

Both they in farthest North, stiff in the ice that lay; 

And who, too, w.arm repose, beneath Italian clay; 

Below the mud of Nile, aud 'neath Arabian sand; 

Their burial place they quit, aud boou to arms they stand. 

And at midnight, from his grave, the Trumpeter arose; 

And, mounted ou his horse, a loud shrill blast he blows. 

On aery coursers then, the Cavalry are seen, 

Old squadrons cr.'^t rouowncil, gory and gashed, I ween. 

Beneath the casque their blanched skulls smile grim, aud proud ftieir 
air« 

A?, in their iron hands, their long sharp swords they bear. 

And sal micluigbt from bis tom)> the Chief awoke, and rose: 

Aud followed by his Staff, with slow steps on he goes. 

A little bftt ho wears, a coat quite plain has he, 

A little sword for arms at hia Wt side hangs free. 

O er the vast plain, the moon a solemn lustre threw • 

Tho ilan with the little bat the troops goes to review 
The ranks present their arms, deep roll tho drums tho while • 

Recove ling then—the troops before the Chief defile * 
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Man<buls, aud GcncraU proud, in circle formed appear: 

The Chief to the first a word tbcD wbUperx in his ear. 

The nord goes down the ranks, resounds along the S.ine ; 

That word they give, is *• France 1 ** the answer—Saint H61 l*dc ! ** 
’'i’iH there, at nii<lnigi>t hour, the Grand Roriew, they say, 

Is by detd C*es;ir licM, in the Champs Elyst-cs. 


CII.^THE TWO AKMIES.-Omvku W. Holmiis. 

Ak Life’s unending coliinm pours, tvro mar-^hallcd hosts are seen,— 
Two annies on tlie trainplc-d shores that Death flows black between. 
One n>archcs to the drum^bcat’s roll, or wide^moutbed clarion’s bray, 
Anil bears, u|>ou a crimson scroll—** Our glor^' is, to slay !’* 

One uioves in silence by the stream, with sad, yet watchfnl oves ; 
Calm as the patient planers gleam that walks the cloiid<*d rkJCS- 
Along its front no 6.Cbns shine, no blood-red |k.*odou 5 wave ; 

Its banners bear the single line,—Onr duty to save.’* 

For those,—no death-bed’s lingering shade : at Honour’s trumpet-call 
With knitted brow and Uft^ blade in Glory's anus they fall. 

For the^e,—no clasliiog falchions bright, no stirring b?:tie-cry ; 

The bloodless stnbbcr calls by night,—each answers, *^lJcre am I !” 

For those,—the sculptor’s laurelled Im^^t, the hutlder’s marble piles. 
The anthems pealing o’er their dust through long cathcdisl aisles. 
For these,—the blossoin-sprinkled turf that floods tho lonely graves. 
When Spring rolls in her sea-green surf in flowery-foaming waves. 

Two paths lead upward from below, and Angela wait above, 

W'ho count each burning lifc-<lrop'6 flow, cacn falling tear of Love. 
While Valour’s haughty champions wait till all their i^rs are shown. 
Love walks unchallengts) tbroogh tho gate, tc sit beside tho Throne I 


cm.— THE UNHAPPY iTAN.—A kokvmocr. 

•‘Hr liad faulty perhaps had many ; but one fault above them all 
Lay like heavy l»!Cid upon him, tyrant of a patient thrall s L\ 

Tyrant Hoeu, confcasetl, and hatc^, banished only to rccalL 

« Oh, he drank ? ** ** His drink was water.” “ Gambled ? ” No ; be 

“Then, perchance, a tenderer feeling led his heart and bead astray ?' 
“ No j both honour and religion kept him in tho purer way. 

“Then he scorned life’s maUiematics ? could not reckon^ujr a 
Pay his debts'/ or be pcrsuadcil two and two wero ^ways four? 

“ No; he w;is cs.u:t :is Euclid, prompt and punctual, no one more. 

“ Oh/a mi^cr ? ” “ No.” “ Too JavUn ? ” ” Worst of gucssers, guess 

“N<^*^rni weary hunting failures. Wan ho aeon of mo^l ken, 
Paragon of marSle virtues, quite a model man of men ? 

“At hlB birth an evil Spirit clmmis and spells around Win flung, 

And, with well-coucocted malice, laid a curse upon lus ; 

Cuwo that daily made him wretched, earth’s moat uTCtcaod sons 

among. 

“He coDld plead, expound, and argue, fire with wit, with wisdom 

But word for over faUad hixn. eouic. of aU big pain ''‘f'7, 

Lucklcga nj«D I be could uot «»y it, could not, daro not. * 

oO 



546 


ADDITIONAL RECITATIONS FOR 


CIV.—CHARLIE MACHREE.— William J. Hoi-pin. 

Comb over, come over the river to me. 

If ye are my Laddie, bold Charlie Muchrec 1 
Here'd Mary McPhcrsoo and Su^y 0*Liuu, 

Who say ye'ic famt«hcarU-d, and dare uot plufige in, 

Bat the dark-rolliug wa(cr, though deep as the 
I know willoa scaie you, nor keep you from me ; 

For stout is your back aud strong is your arm, 

And the heart in your bosom is faithful aud wann. 

Come over, come over the river to me, 

If yc are my laddie, bold Charlie Machrec 1 

I etc him I I sec bint!—he's plunged iu the tide, 

His stroDg arois are dashing the big wares aside. 

Ob ! the nark rolling water sbooU swift as the sea, 

But blithe is the glaoco of bis bonny blue e'e ; 

His checks arc like roses, twa buds on a bough;— 

Who says ye*ro faint-hearted, my brave laddie, now ? 

Ho, ho, foaming river, ye may roar as yc go, 

But ye canna b^r Charlie to the dark loch below I 
Come over, conic over the river to me. 

My true-hearted laddie, my Charlie Machreel 

He’s sinking I he’s sinking I—Oh, what shall I do ! 

Strike cut, Charlie, boldly I ten strokes and yu'ro tbrouga. 
He’s sinking, O Heaven 1 • . . Ne’er fear, man. ne'er fear/ 
I've a kiss for ye, Charlie, as soon as«i yc’rc here t 
He rises, I sec him !—Five strokes. Charlie, muir,— 

He's shaking tho wet from las bonny brown hair; 

He conquers the ciUTent, he gains on the ec^i,— 

Ho, where is the swimmer like Charlie Macla'co I 
Come over the river, but once more to mo, 

And I’ll love yc for ever, dear Charlie Machrec I 

He's sinking 1 he's pone 1—Woe ! woe I it is I, 

It is I, who have killed him I —Help, help I —ho must die** 
Help, helo !—uh, be rises !—Strike out and ye’re free I 
Ho, bravely done, Charlie; once more now, for mo! 

Now cling to the rock I now give me your hand,— 

Ye're safe, dciircsl Charlie, ye're safe on tho land I 
Como rest on my bosom, if there ye can sleep; 

I canna speuk to yc—I only can weep I 

Yo’ve crossed the wild river, ye’ve risked all for me, 

Aud I’ll part frac yc never, dear Cbarlie Machreo! 


CV.-THE THIHTT-SECOND i)AY.—S. W. Foss. 

On tho thirty-second day of the thirteenth month of the eighth day 
week, on the twenty-fifth hour of the sixty-first minute, we’ll 
hnd all things that we seek : they are there in the limbo of Lollipop 
land—a clouu-island resting in air, on the No-where side of the Mouti* 
taiu ot Mist, iu the valley of Over-thero. 

On tho No-where side of the Mountain of Mist, in the valley of 
Over-lb ere, on a solid vapour foundation of cloud, aro palaces grand 
aud fair ; and there is where our dreams will come true, nnd tho seeds 
of our hope >Yill grow—on the thitherward side of the Hills of Hope, 
in the Hamlet of Hocus Pol 
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Ou the thilbenvard side of the Hilli of Hope, in the ^ 

Hocu^ Po, wo shall sec all the things that we want to &ee. ^ 

care to know ; for there the old man wiU never lament tl c 
babies will never squeak, iu the Cross-Road Corners of ChaosvUk, in 

‘";„'o“‘^roLSd Clu.o„ine, in ,hc f 

time-or-other, by the beautiful Bay of By- o-bj c. 


CVI.-DEATH OF THE WARRIOR KINO .-Charles Swais. 
THEtiE are noble he.ids bowed down .and pale, deep 

iSd tears flow fast around the couch wl.erc a wounded ^Vamoi lie.. . 

I saw him in the bancuiet-hour forsake . 

To seek liU '‘lQ"vod that's^l-w^i ght strfiu 

T™ n1d‘V;uud.'ihJ .ViTfKin, .hali son-^haU ...ar, no „.nrc , 

It was tho hour of deep by : 

^TaS To S-lfo^o^ rest. 

CVU.-THE MINISTER’S DAUGHTER.-John G. Wb.tt.er. 
Is the Minister’s moving wrmonjie^^^^ ^ - 

And how, ' j nleaaure all souls, save a chosen few. 

rd"„V.n^ >S“ ->■• .. 

For. after the •‘J^jSlor throiPsh tho ai.ple-bloom of M ty- 
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Then up spake the little Maiden, treading on snow and jiink : 

*'0 father 1 these pictty blossoms are very wicked, I think. 

Had there been no Gaiden of Eden, there never had been a Fall; 

And. if never a tree had blossome<l, Go<l would have loved us all.*’ 

“ Hush, child ! “ tbe father answered. '‘By His decree man fell; 

His sv.jys are in clouds and darkness, but lie dO'.th all things well.” 

Oh, I fail* Him ! ** said the <iunehtcr, “ and I try to low Him, too ; 
But I "i^'h He good and gentle, kind and loving as you.** 

The Minister groaned in spirit, at tlic word'^ of the little one; 

Had he erred iu his life-long teaching ? Had he wrong to hib !i[astcr 
done? 

In wliat grim and <lroadful idol had he lent the holiest name? 

^ heart, luring and h\iui in, the God of his worship shame ? 
And lo! from the bloom and gi eenuess,—from thotcDderskics above,— 
rrom the face of his little daurrhlor,—he read a Lc.s.sou of Lore, 

No more as tho cloudy terror of Sinai's mount of law, 

But as Christ, in tho Syrian lili;js the vision of God he saw. 

Tlieroiifter liis hearers not*si in his pr%ayers a tenderer strain, 

And uorcr the Gospel of Hatred burned on his lips again* 


CVIII.-DEATH OF IJi:ONID.\S.-Diu Cuolt. 

It was the wild luuliiight.—a storm was in the sky 
1 he hgbtniug gave its light, and the tliunder echoed by : 

Iho torrent swept tho glen, tho ocean lashed the shore.— 

Then rose the Snarl an men, to make their beds in gore f 
Svvift from the doing,'d ground Three Hundiotl took the shield; 

1 hen, silent, gathcrotl round tho leader of the field 
He spoke no warrior-word, ho bade no trumpet blow t 
Bui the signal thunder roared, and they rushed upon the foe, 
ihe tiery olenicDt showed, with one mighty gleam, 

Kaiupavt aiul flag and tent, like the spectres of a dream : 

All up the iiiouutaiu side, all down the woody vale 
All by the rolling tide, waved the Persian baunm^ pale. 

And King Lcouid.is, among the slumbering band 
Snr.iUK' foremost frotu the pass, like the Uglitnmg's living brand; 
lli n double darku-ss Ml. and the forest ceased to moan— 
iiut there came a clash of steel, and a distant dving croan I 
Anon, a trumjwt blew, and a fiery sheet burst llich, 

I hat o cr tuc midnight threw a blood-red canopy : 

A host glared on the hill, a host glai-ed by the buy ; 

Hut the Greeks rushed onw.ard still, like leopard.s in their play, 
riio air was all a yell, and tl.e earth was all a flame. 

A, turbans came ; 

Ai d still the Greeks rushed on bcuc.ath the fiery fold, 

liM, like a risiug sun, shone Xerxes’ tent of cold. 

They found a royal feast, his midnight banquet, there I 

Tin r beneath the Iloric spear ; 

Then sat to the repast the bravest of tho brave; ‘ 

That fc.u-.t must he their hast—that spot must be their cmTc I 

? Sparta’s name in cups of Syrian wine 
And the wamor s deathless fame was sung in strains divine • 
They took the rwe-wreathed lyres from hireling and from slave 
Aud taught the languid wires the sounds that Freedom tivo ’ 

p crowned CEt.Vs twUight brow “ ’ 

And the Persian horn of war from .he hill began to blow* 

Up ro.se the glorious rnuk, to Greece one cup poured hich’ 

Then, baud to baud, they drank—.*• To ImmortOity 1 ” 
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Fear on Kine Xerxes fell, when, like spirits from tlio tomb, 
With shout and trumixjt-knell, he saw the warnors come ; 

But dovvQ swoTit all po^ver, with chariot an^l with charge, 
Down poureJ the arrowy shower, till Mok the Dorian targe. 
They tuarched within the teut, with all their fitrength unstrung ; 
To Greece one look they <ent, then on high their ^rche:* nuog : 
To heaven the bU/A' uproUed like a migiity alUir-Ure ; 

And the Perabos' gems and gold were the Gi^cians funeral pjtv. 
Their king .'Ut on hi? throne* hi? captain? by hi9 
While the flame rushed roaring on. and their nivan loud rephed I 
Thus fought the Greek of old! Thus will he hght l 

Shall not the selfsame mould bring forth the selfsame men ? 


CIX.—THE DEATH OF HOFER.—J. C* MaKOaK* 

AT SUntiia long had tain in chauis tl.e p.;»llant Hofr-r bound ^ now 
bis day of doom was come! At morn, the deep roll of the drum re¬ 
sounded oVr the soldiered J.lains. O He.arcn ! 

the hundred thousand wrongs were crowned of • t 

With iroD-fettcrod arms and hands the hero mo> \‘^)y 

TVK .--ilm his eve was clear—death was for tr.iilor-slavcs to i«^r I J/t 

oft. amid’his inouuUin l.ands. where Inn's 4^.^ 

b.ad faced it with his battle-song-thc »,roj,o 

Anon ho pa^d the fortrcss-waU. and heard 

rni'n'^a’ the yoV.~yo., l.ud aud 

“ So tSou-'h tho ci03 of muskctocra undounto.fly bo posaod and 
vvS tic. hollo.v aqaaro: woU « .l"™,,?/";"?,‘‘,'5 

{,^-;.“or...^nk "no v'jrgrrjr bfa^t^o fb^ ' kn.., 

'^'^^bl,y bade him kneel; bnt he .vith all a 'rt { 

the faithful men who girt tls throne. U^» fh? f?errcccive“my soul 1 

iX^ ox.—COLITMBU 8 .—Joaquin Millbu. 

him lay the g-/ Snt-h'r"«"'- 

iKjfore him not the gho.^s of fo “o I tho very stars aro 

."pe7kT;-ba'i'.f3^ L“^ ” •• Wb/ .ay ..Sail 

Sl'f ^d Lu.^ « 

blunchod Mat« sai<l . Wljl, y^rr wiodd forget their way*— 

S ^krhz: ,'SV„T.r” ' 

■■~^"cu7|ara^wo™ r.;dt'rn^^A^r^Burio'rr^Je^Mw 

world its grandest lesson : “On 1 and on I 
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LXXXIX.—THE BURIAL ilARCH OF DUNDEE.— 

PUOKB&SOII AYTOCN. 

PorND the fjfe and evv the slopan let the pibroch shake the air 
With its wild, triumphant music, worthy of the freight we bear, 

Let the ancient hills of Scotland hear once more the battle^song 
Swell within their glens and ralleys, as the Clansmen march along I 
Never, from the field of combat, never from the deadly fray, 

Was a nobler trophy carried than wc bring with us to*<lay— 

Never since the valiant Douglas, on his dauntless bosom, bore 
(rood King Robert’s heart—the priceless—to our dear Kcdccnier’s 
shore! 

Lo I wo bring with us the Hero—lo ! wo bring the conjjucring Grremo, 
Crowned as be^^t bosicms a victor, from the altar of his fame ; 

Kre^h and bleeriing from tlie battle whence his spirit took its fiight, 
'Midst the crashing charge of squadrons and the thunder of the fight ! 
Strike, Isay, the notes of triumph, as we march o'er moor and tea 1 
Is there any hero will venture to bewail our dead Dundee? 

Let the widows of the tnitors weep until their eyes are dim 1 
Wail yo may full well for Scotland—lot none dare to mourn for him ! 
See I above his glorious body lies the royal banner’s fold— 

Seel his valiant blooil is mingled with its crimson and ita gold. 

See how c.tlm he looks, and stately*, like a warrior on his snicld, 
Waiting till the fliLsh of morning breaks along the battle-field! 

Sec . . * Oil I never more, my comrades, shall we see that falcon eye 
Redden with its inward lightning, as the hour of fight drew nigh ! 
Nevor shall we hear the voice that, clearer than the trumpet's call, 
Bade us strike for kin^ and country—bade us win the field, or full! 

On the heights of KtUiccrankie yester-raorn our army lay: 

Slowly rose tlio mist in columns from the river's broken way: 

Hoarsely roared the swollen torrent, and the Pass was wrapt in gloom, 
Whentfio Clansmen rose together from their lair amidst tlie broom. 
Then wo behed-on our tartans, and our bonnets down we drew, 

And wo felt our broadswords' edges, and wo proved them lo be true ; 
And we prayed the prayer of soldiers, and we cried the gnthering-cry; 
And we clasped the hands of kinsmen, and we swore to do or die! 
Then, our Leader rod© before ue, on his war-horse black as night— 
Well the Camcroniau rebels knew that charger in the fight I 
And a cry of exultation from the bearded warriors rose; 

For we loved iho house of Claver’se, and w© thought of good Montrose. 
But he raised his hand for silence—^Idiers ! 1 have sworn a vow ♦ 
Ere the evening-star shall glisten on SchlehalUon’s lofty brow, 

Either we shall rest in triumph, or another of the Gnemes 
Shall have died in battle-harness for bis country and King James! 
Think upon the royal Martyr—think of what his race endure— 

Think of him whom bntchers murdered on the field of Magus Muir: 
By hw sacred blood I charge ye—by the ruined hearth and shrine— 
By the blighted hopes of Scotland—bv your in juries and mine— 
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Strike thi. d.F as ,, rite a^ r 

gf^i‘'?SrdrrtirurbB°„V repels backevards o'er the srorurF 

I,. S.ei'-ien .heir r'ie'“/S“‘rr''.rco'.:‘?J ^'f„„U'r“nor‘\o,^"’'- 
Et them teU S°“°"”’^e ioathe h.s lorciBr. Bo'd ' 

Tlj:it we &corn U o^cr »f yc look in vain for m^. „ 

WherV the deli 


;rtheireoul8 were strong wuuui .. 

S„rr5o heard a ehaUer.Be-ra^t ..rhdmB - U. 

o._.;.,e» )iW<> the hounds in summer wu_ J j come. 


And the distant tramp the Lowland rauksorew no.... 

Down we crouched amid ^ „j,en they fccnt the pUtol\ dcei. 

Ijom^lL^ll^dSlmcrgingnex^we 

birches, o'er the broken ground an^ 

Wonl?S>c long batUlion tlm ^xons then, 

Then we bounded from our rt to life with anuc-d men . 

When they raw the , gwcpt the hurricane of sU^'-l i 

Like ft tempt-Rt down the ri Ig ., v tl,e broad^woi^ of Lochiol. 

UOM the slogan of ^f“®donald Haslnd the o our band ; 

Ar.d“t'lS-rcas.es are "IdrUhg m .he „„„„ 

i* « on urriagj:^or ‘"SilSrnoron. cheer. 

eioepl— and l»u tb .Knn onr own ’ 

8.a.S?d .hall no. hoast a hravor ch.eltn.n than 
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XC.—THE CKILDREN’S HOUR.—LoNCsFKLLOTr. 

Cetwrrn tbc dnrk and the daylight, when tho uight b boginning to 
lour, 

Comcsi a pnui^c io the day's occupation that is known as the Cbildron *0 
Hour. 

I hear, in the chamber above me, the patter of little feet, 

The sound of a door that is opened, and voices soft and sweet* 

From lUT study I sec, in the lan»plight, dP:5ceudini,r the broad hall-stair, 
Grave Alice, and laughincj AUcgi\a, and Elith with golden hair, 

A whisper—and then a silence :—yet I knou. hy theur merry eyes, 
They arc plotting and planning together to take mo by surprise ! 

A sudden rush from the stairway—a sudden raid from tbc ball I 
Bv three doors, loft unguarded, they enter my caustic walll 
They climh up into niy turret, o*er the arms and biick of my chair; 

If I try to escape, they surround me ; thoy seem to be everywhere I 

They almost devour me with kisses ! their arms about rac entwine ; 
Till I think of tho Bishop of Biugon, in his Mouse-Tower on the Khinef 
Do von think, O blue-eyed banditti, because you have scaled the wall, 
Such an old moustache as I am is not a match for you all? 

I have you fast in my foi tres-5, and will not let you depart, 

But put you down intotlu- Dimgeoiuin the Round-Tower—of my heartl 
And there I will keep you for ever—yes, for over and a day— 

Till tlic walls shall crumble to ruin, aud moulder in dust away 1 


— 

.XXCI.—THE FEAST OF BELSHAZZAR.—Siu Edwin Arnold. ^ . 

(Ahridffcd.) 

[From Poems Xatiounl and yon-Orictilnl, by kind permission.] 

High on a tbronoof ivory niid ■?old> from crown to footstool clad 
m purple fold, Lord of tho East from sea to distant sea—the Kine 
Bolshiizzar, fc-asteth roy.iUy : vessels of silver, cups of crusted cold 
blush with n brighter red than all they hold; pendulous lamps like 
planets of the night, fling on tho diadems a fragrant light. No Lick 
of goodly company was there, no lack of Laughing eyes to licht the 
cheer, ® 

It seemed, no summcr-cloud cf passing woe could fling its shadow 
on BO fair a show j it seemed the gallant forms that feasted there 
were all too high for woe, too great for care. Whence then tho 
anxious eye, tho altered tone, the dull presentiment no heart would 

spoiler waits, harnessed for battle 
at the brazen gates ; it is not that they hear the watchman’s call niarlc 
the slow minutes on tho leagiiervd wall: the clash of ouivere and the 
ring of 8pe.y3 make pleas.ant music io a soldier’s ears; and not a 
Bc.ibbard hideth sword to-night, that hath not glimmered in Uio front 
of bcht,—May not the blooH in _ 


1 ho Aing js troubled, aod his heart’s unrest heaves the broad purple 
of his bolted breast: sudden he speaks—‘‘What 1 doth the beaded 
juice eavonr like hyssop, that ye scorn its use ? wear ye so pitiful and 
tad a soul that tmmp of foeman scares yo from the bowl ? Think ve 
^0 gods, on yonder s^tarrv floor, tremble for terror when the thunders 

sods ?. have we not fought with Qod ? and shall we 
shiver at a robber a nod ? No I—let them batter till the bra 7 .en 
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rine mockinp of their idle wais ; tbcir faU is fated for lo-mor- 

.an i the Hon ronso. «hcn hu fea.t done :-cro« n me a 
and fill the bowb wo hronght from Judahs ^mplc >Nbvn the ti^ht 
was foupUt <innk. till the merr>' inaduess hlls the soul, to balemu 

concnK‘rof, in Sj^lora'A bowl! . , , • .i * 

ms eag^r lipd arc ou the jewclJcd brink—Jialh the cup that 

he doubts to drink ? is there a ti.ell upon the sparklmp gold, thut 8o 
his fevorcil hngers quit their hold / \% horn sees ho wdn-ro he gazes? 

What is th«“re—freezing his vi«iou into fearful stare ? . . . 

Th. re Cometh forth a Hand !-uj>on the stone pravmg the symboU 
of a 3 p(-ech uukiiowr, ; fingers like mortal ‘hero the 

blank wall llashinp characters of fear -—ami still it Rlid< ih sdenUv 
and slow and still ticneath thes|H;clral letters grow .—now, the scroll 
ondeth—now, the seal is set—the Hand is gone tho record tames 

^‘'with wand of ebonv and sable stole. Chaldrca's wisest scan the 
sreclral scroll - strong'in the lessons of o lying art, each comes to 

caze. but gazes to d. part : and still, for i’hov^'fS 

BDcll the triavcn letters gcird their sccn-t well; Rham ‘'‘'■T ^ 
warn'iii" ?—glare they U> condemn ?—God speaketh,—but He speaketh 

Oh ev<T- when the happy latiph U dumb, all the joy gone, and ^ 
tlm aiipu^ h 'c^i eVwhei. ‘tronp adven^ity and subtle pam wring the 
l![fl ioul Ud rack 'the throbbing brain ;-whcn 

SSl. noliope sweeter Ilian the hoi»of „ric -tlm onW 

and the be‘t relief to cheer the .spirit or to ch.^t ivomati^ 

^ci'^eikTol'd”™ , .vhcc bit^r-biUng fro.< .ui 
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deNv«; of nipht schooled him in sorrow, till he knew the nght— 

God is Huler of the rukrs still, and setting up as sovereign whom He 
will. Oh 1 hadst thou treasured, in repentaut breast, thy f.atbor 8 
pride, fall, penitence and rest, and bowed subimsaive to Jehovah e 
\vill, iJiofi hnd thy sceptre hcen a sceptre atill. liutthou hast Di<^keu 
the majesty of heaven, :*Dd shaiDcd the vessels to its service jjiycn ; 
atxl thou hast fashioned idols of thine own—idols of pold, of silver 
and of stone t to .hem hast bowed the knee, and breathed the breath, 
and they must help thee in the hour of death. Woe for the siffn 
iineoen, the sin foi jtot ! God was amon«r yc, and ye knew it not I 
Hear what He writeth there:—^ Thy race is run; thy years art 
nninhered, and thv days arc dono : thy soul hath mounted in the scale 
of fate : the Lord liath weighed thee, and thou lackest weight ! Now, 
in thv palnoe-porch, the spoilers stand, to seize thy sceptre, to divide 

thv laud. •* . _ 

^rhat nicht they slow him on his father's throne, the deed unnoticed, 
and the hand unknown :—crownless and sceptreless, Belshazzar lay—a 
robe of purple round a form of clay ! 


XCII.—THE GALLEY-SLAVE.—Henry Abbkt* 

TfiKHR lived in Franco, in days not long now dead, a farmer’s sons, 
twin brothers, like in face; and one was taken in the other’s stead 
for a sTn:ill tlicft, and sentence^!, in disgrace, to servo for years a hated 
It alley-slave,—vet said no word his prized good name to save. 

But best resolves aio of such feebW thread, they may bo broken it 
Temptation’s hand**. After long toil the guiltless prisoner said : \Vhy 
am I thus? why fool life's precious sands,—the narrow of ray glass, the 
present, run,—for a poor ciimc that I have never done?*’ 

Such questions arc like cups, and hold reply; for, when the chance 
swung wide, the Prisoner fled, and guiued the country-road, and 
hastened by brown furrowed fields, and skipping brooklets fed by 
shepherd ciouds; and felt, ’ncath sapful trees, the soft band of thd 
mesmerizing breeze. 

Then, all that long day having oaten nought, bo at a cottage 
stopped, and of the Wife a briumiiug bowl of fragrantrailk besought; 
she gave it him ; but us ho quaffed for life, down hor kind face he saw 
a single tear pursue its wet and sorrowful career. 

Within the cot lie now beheld a Man and Maiden, also weeping. 
Speak/* said he, ‘‘and tell me of your grief ; for if I can, I will disroot 
the sad, toar-fruited tree.” The Cotter answered : ** In default of rent 
we shall to-raorrow from this roof be sent.” 

Then said the Galley-slave : ** Whoso returns a Prisoner oscapodf 
may feel the spur to a right action, ,and deserves and earns profferod 
reward. I am a Prisoner 1 Bind those my arms, and drive me back 
my way, that your reward the price of home may pay.’* 

Agtiinat his wbh the Cotter gave consent, and at the prison-gate 
received his fee; though some made it a thing for wonderment that 
one so sickly and infirm as be, when stronger would have dared not 
to attack, coaid capture this bold youth and bring him back. 

Straightway the Cotter to the Mayor hied, and told him all the 
story ; and that lord was much affected, dropping gold—beside the 
pursed sufficient silver of reward ; then wrote a letter, in authority, 
asking to set the noble prisoner free. 

There is no nobler, better life on earth than that of conscious meek 
sclf-sacriQce : such life our Saviour, in His lowly birth and holy work, 
made His sublime disguise; teaching this troth, still rarely under* 
stood,—’Tis sweet to suffer for another’s good. 
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XCIU—THE PATHWAY OF GOLD.—Homer Greene. 

sMe o, .1,0 water, ^fand twt^m 

^a? ^oT. 

comins frooa over the seaa. 1 v\au* uui n'>,. of old 

gssiiigslsiss 

the City whose '-builder and maker Ooa I 

XCIV.-THE LADY'S DREAM-Thomas Hood. 

TOE Lady lay in her tuminK often and oft 

K„“'.dr.rc: 

At lant *ho started “P* Bo'lnt^'dr^lHul Jhnutora there— 

her face fro.n vLmoos iU to boar. 

The Tory curtain quSt kept a’tromulous gleam ; 

Tui rr't^U^U^'hoXwr a^*d*‘at;ool? a.s sh/cried-" Oh me . that 

ir^th^'^h^e’^thloS:- 

round,— *wi«« >»nt death, in every eight and sound 1 

Death, death, and nothing hnt death, y ^ 

•■ And oh ! those yj^^’eriilln.Tn/dieeks without a bloom ; 

An?thf VoiSTlSr^cii^?* For the pomp of Pride, we haste to au 

sa” 

a S! :.~, 

“coffin World of Wo. , 

g!.SL?L”J'Srg.‘rT.nd“p.i»%‘> 

them all I 
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*' For the hViiul aiul tiie cripple were tl.cre—aiul the bnbe that pined 
for bread— 

And the liouselej^s man—and the widow poor, v.lio begged—to bury 
the dead ; 

Tho nrikcd» alas J that I might have clad, the famished I might have 
fe<l J 

‘'^Ala^ } I have walked through life too heedless where I trod ; 

Nay, helping to tmmpK* iny fellow-worm, and dll tfie burial fckI— 

Forgetting that even the sparrow falls not unmaiked of God ! 

** The woundfl I might have healed ! the human sorrow and smart I 

And yet it never was in my soul to plav eo Ul a part : 

But evil is wrought by want of Thought, as >vell as want of Heart F' 

Phe clasped her fervent hands, and the tears began to i^tream ; 

Large, and bitter, and fast they fell, remorse was so extreme : 

And yet, oh yet, that many a i)amo would dream tho Ijady^s Dream ! 


XCT.~LASCA.—F. 'Drsvn^Z, 

all very well to write reviews, and carry umbrellas, and keep 
dry shoes, and s:\y what every one’s saying here, and wear what every 
one else must wear ; but to-night I’m sick of the whole affair : I want 
free hfv, and I want fresh air ; and I sigh for tho canter after tho 
cattle,—the crack of the whips, like shots in a battle,—tho mfilde of 
horns and hoofs and hG;u]s that wars and wrangles and scatters and 
spreads ; tho green beneath and the blue above, and dash and dancer 
and life and love. 

And Lasca ! Ah! she used to ride on a mouse-grey mustang, close 
to luy side, with blue scrape and bright^belled spur ; I laughed with 
joy fis I lookf cl at her 1 Little knew she of books or of creeds*; an 

Ave Mana siitllct d her needs ; little she eared, save to be by my 

Vu^ ^ as the billows 

that boot—she was as wild as tho breezes that blow; from her little 
head to her litilc feet she was swayed, in her suppleness, to and fro 
D>;j>ach gust of passiou : A sapling pine, that grows on the edge of 
a Kansas bluff, and wars with the wind when the weather is reach, 
IS like this Lusca—this love of mine I She would hunger, that I might 
eat; would trike the bitter, and leave me the sweet; but once, when I 
made her jealous, for fim, at something I’d whispered, or looked, or 
done, 8ho drew from her girdle a dear little dagger, and—sting of a 

• An inch to the left, or an inch to tho 
—?rai hero to-night; but she sobbed 

tl.at f bound her torn reboso about the wound, 

ulfmo count in Texas, down by 

One murky night the air was hot, I sat by her side, and foreot_ 

forgot I Forgot the herd that were taking their rest { forgot thjU the 

that the Texas “Norther" comes sudden and 

aUU bte^th’taklifHffrr^^ ’ that once let the herd 

w^A , J ^ tr'Sht, nothing on earth can stop their flight: theu— 

stomped^® ^ ^ ‘heir mad 

Was that thunder? I grasped the cord of my swift mustana' 
without a word. I sprang to the saddle,—and she clung behind? 
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away ! on a hot chase down the wind I But ne^er was fox-hunt half 
so hard, and never was steed so little spared. For we rode for our 
lives. You shall hear bow we fared, in Texas, down by the Rio 

Gmndc. , 

The mustane flew, and wc urared him on; there was one chance 

left,—and you have but one,—halt, jump to pround, and shoot vour 
horse; crouch under his carcass, aud take your chaocci; and if the 
steers, in their frantic course, don’t b;»tUr you both to pieces at once, 
you may thank your sUrs : if not. pooil-by to the quickemo-; ki^, and 
the lonp*drawn siph. and the open air, and the open sky. in Icxas. 

down by the Rio Grande I , , . . • i 

Th>: c.attie pained on na, aud, ju.st as I felt for toy old six-shooter 
behind in my belt, down came the mustanp. and down came wc, 
clin^inp topether, and—what w.os the rest? A body that spr^arl 
its«-H on my breast. Two arms that shielded my »lizzy head, two lips 
that hard on mv lips wore prest ; then came thunder in my cars. -.<£ 
ov>T US stirped ihe sea of steers ; blows tlj.at b-.at blood into my ejes. 
and when I could rise—L.a«ca was dea-i 1 

I ponped out a grave a few feet deep, and there, in Earth e i'™*- ^ 
laid her to sleep: .and there she is lying, and no one knows; and t lO 
summer shincj, and the winter snows : and, for many » 
flowers hare spread rt pall of petals over her head ; and the little Rrc> 
hawk hangs aloft in the air ; and the sly coyot«i trots here and there ; 
and the black snake glide** anrl plittei-s and slides into a nft in .» 
cottonwood tree ; aud the buzzard sails on. and comes and is gone, 
stately aud stiU like a ship at sea; and I wonder why I do not care 
for tlie things that arc, like the things that were: docs half my heart 
lie buried there, in Texas, down by the Rio Grande ? 


_THE CANE-BOTTOilED CHAIR.—W. M. TuACSEttAV, 

Ik tattered old slippers that toast at the bars, 

And a ragpe-d ohl jacket iH.Tfiimod with cigars, 

Awaj' from the world aim its tods ainl its cares. 

I’ve a snug little kingdom up four pair of sUirs. • 

To mount to this realm is a toil, to be sure. 

Hut the fire there is bright, anil the air rather pure ; 

And tho view I fx-hold on a suu-shmy day 
Is grand—throngh the cbimncy-iioU over the way. 

This snug little chamber is crammed in all nooks 
With wortliless ohl koickuacks, and silly old books, 

And foolish old odds, and foolish old emU— 

Crack'd bargains (from brokers), cheap keepsakes (fiom fricud-). 

Old armour, prints, pictures, pipes, chiim (all cnM;kcd> 

Old ricketv tables and cliairs brokcn-b.icked , 

A twopenny treasury, wondrous to see : 

What ^tter ? ’tis pleasant to you, friend, and 

No better divan need the Sultan . - . 

Than the ci-caking old sofa that basks by the fire , 
iSd ’S wonderful surely, what music you get 
F?om tho rickety, ramshackle, wheezy spinet. 

nn.vinff-rue came from a Tu -Oman's camp J 

By Titcr^nce twinkled that ' 

A Mameluke fierce yonder dapgci has • 

Tis u murderous knife to toast mufiiu* uiiou. 


ntc« 
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Long, loDg through the houn^, aod the night, and the cbinics, 
Here we talk of old books, and old friends, and old times ; 

As we sit in a fog made of rich L:itakic, 

This chamber is pleasant to you, friend, and me. 

But of all the cheap treasures that garnij^h my nest, 

There’s one that I love and I cherish the best : 

For the 6ac^t of couches that’s padded with hair, 

I never would change thee, my canc>bottomcd chair ! 

'Tis a bandy-legged, high^shonldcrcd, worm^e^iten scat. 

With a creaking old back, and twist^ old feet ; 

But sioce the fair morning when Fanny sat there, 

I bless thee and love thee, old cane-bottomed chair! 

If chairs have but feeling, in holding svich charms 
A tlirill must have passed through your withered old arms 
1 looked, aud I looged, and 1 wished in despair— 

I wished myself turned to a caoe^bottomed chair ! 

It W]t3 but a moment she sat in this place— 

She'd a scarf on her neck, and a smile on her face I 
A smile on lier face, and a losc in her hair. 

And she sat there, and bloomed in rny canc-bottomed chair. 

And so I have valued my chair ever since, 

Ijiko the shrine of a saint, or the throne of a prince; 

Saint Fanny, my patroness sweet I declare, 

The queen of my heart and my cane-bottomed chair. 

When the candles bum low, and the company’s gonc^ 

In the silence of night, as 1 sit here alone— 

I sit here alone, but we yet are a pair— 

My Fanny I see iu my ciknc-bottomed chair! 

She comes from the past and revisits my room ; 

She looks as she then did, ;U1 beauty and bloom ; 

So smiling and tender, so fresh and so fair, . . • 

See I yonder she sits in my cano-bottomed chair. 


XeVU.—LEXORA.—BnRGKit. {Adapted tranifintiou.) 

morning red, and chased sad dreams away: “My 
William, art thou false or dead? how long wilt thou delay ?” For 
he with Frederick’s host had gone, to where, by Prague, the tight 
was won. No lino had he indited, although their troth was plighted. 
But now the war is done; and joy, in hut and hall, at last will 
lighten many an anxious eye, and solace for the past. For every 
band, 'vitli shout and song, with kettledrum and clanging gong, with 
spngsoi green oershaded, homeward iu pomp paraded. And every¬ 
where, niid all about, by walks and ways, in groups, flocked old and 
young with festive shout to meet the coming troops. And “ Heaven 
be praised J the ^ildrcn cried .-—and “ Welcome I ” many a joyous 

Lenora—sad—no greeting-kiss made glad! *She 
asked tho troops, about, throughout, of every rank and name; but 

to solve her doubt, of all tho men that came. And 
hen the ^>mlcade was oer, her raven hair she wildly tore; and on 
the ground sho cast her, all frantic with disaster. 

Her mother ran to her, I trow : Now Heaven in mercy aid I Thou 

clasped the hapless maid. 
Oh 1 mother, mother I dead is dead ! now let the world all bo 
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!»«■ 

tbroagU sonl andKcnse.^rough bravn . niadly: sh« smole bet 

with cbt o-er tUc land ; and 

breas; and wrung bcr hand, tai iwmgia ^ forth. 

bright, from south to north, the golden sUrs 

■& li,t! wUboat BOOS, -Tramp -mp ^ mp aa «n;ot bj 

hoofs of stool P'l'VrTho ™rul rioB “■> l^ehtly 

"■ipano^-JhV"' 'th'o; 

r/iovor ^"^uepo:; J^f-rmo .i;ro'?-^uto“y 

Jaugbest thou, or ^ ^ “h! grief m.V soul did 

night? 1 VO 'veipt hither?” “Wc^tddl- but when 

my black »U^ pawA, aud Iwin^ uict' un Ivhiml one, at the 

■‘rhu^d'^e^rh^ .■;^:d%‘';Scu'’.o-.,iBht ourh,idal 

^hc dressed her then sho *"l““l.j“ha*nd8*’^^^ fuy while- 

lightness; and round the loo ?’lop ? they ga)loi>cd without 

nSss. And hurry! hurry lioi.l^ 

slack or stop, tin horse and man brcAthedq^ 

flew thick. And right aud left, o bridges IhunderiDg 

look, how flittod ineudow, moo , and Und 1 J ,,t. jjurrxhl 

shook ! •• Fcnr'st thou, my love S'-’' 

,he dead ride fa-st ‘ yb:;['‘„^^rar?'ihos/ti.at hither rol V 

no! but leave the Hark 1 the death-tolM I)im Forms in stole. 

why do the ravens autUT ?., ini on there came a funeral throng 

• A»hc3 toMhcrtI OQ^utUr. . * rhnnt rendn air aud heaven!— 

that bier and coffin boro midn cht lurns. kt down the dc^ 

So wail the utiforgivcn 1 mien briac is homeward 

with dirge and wading t<^fuU No Sexton, come ! with 

led—though all ’‘f“hi‘bnui stive! Come, Priest, and say 

chorus grave. “* JSSing 1” Tlio sounds grow faint f 

tbo blessing, nor wait call u.Tit dismal throng wmo 

ride fast by night : f iho wolf toms toward »“« 

^Jou fadci? . Steed, on 1 1 scent the uiomiog air . 
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day the nijrht invadeth! Ti« done the- churchyard walks we 
tread : before us lies our nuptial bed ! Ha ! ha !—we ride apace—we 
hare reached our resting-place ! * , *. But see ! ah,see ! a wonder diead, 
a ghastiv thing to tell! th*‘ Uorseiuau's harness, shred by shred, like 
rotten tinder foil. A skull, with never scalp nor weft—a naked 
skvill his head was left—lank bones, for members lithe, with hour¬ 
glass armed, and ^ythe. High reared the steed, and snorted forth 
red spark?* of fi'^ry spriy; and lo! Ivneath her feet the earth 
vanished and sunk away? A howling hlled the air around—a whimper* 
ing Cline from nudorcround: Lonora's heart and brvath fluttered 
tnid life ami d^ ;\th ! Tlu‘ Dim Forms danced where moonlight glanced 
around in circling train t around, about, the goblin rout linked, 
howling this refrain:—“Still, still thee I Thotig)i thy heart be 
broken, *gain<*t Gml in lu*av*'n no word be fipeken ! Unthankful thou 
to live, may Heaven thy soul forgive I” 

She woke ! the fearful dream was past, its holy purpose wi*ought: 
in penitence slie prtyed at last—“Forgive my sinful thought I O 
Mother I never, though hcart*l>rokoii, shall inunmir mort* by mo be 
spoken : thank Heaven that yet I live, to kneel, and say, ‘ Forgive I * 


XCVIU..^“ AUX ITALIENS,“—Loiii) Lytton {Otcen .VcrcMth). 

(Ahritlycii^) 

Is Paris it was,—at tho Opera thciv; and she looked like a Queen c'f 
ol<l time that night; with the wi-oath of pearls in her mven hair, and 
the brooch on her breast, so bright. Side by side in our box wc sat 
togothr'r, my Bride betrothed and I; my gaze was tixed on my opera* 
hat—aud hers on the stage hanl by; and both were silent, and both 
were sad :—like a Queen, she leaned on her full white arm, witli that 
regal, indolent air she had; so confident of her dmrm ! I have no 
doubt she was thinking theu of her former lord—good soul that ho 
was !—who died the richest and roundest of men,—the Manjuis of 
Cai*ahas, I hope that, to get to the kingdom of heaven, through a 
ncedlo‘3 eye he had not to pass; I wieh him well--for tho jointure 
given to my L.idy of Carabas. 

Meanwhile, I was thinkiug of my “ first “ love, as I had not boon 
tlnnkiug of aught for years; til], over niv eyes, there began to move 
something that felt like tears. I tliouglu of the dress that she wore 
last tune, when we stood *neath the cypivss-trces together, in that 
lost land, in her own soft clime, in the crimson evening weather ; and 
the lasmmc-flower in her fair young breast; (O, the faint sweet 
smell of that jasmme-flower !) and tho last bii*d singing alone in his 
nest; and tlie one star over the tower. I thought of our little 
fjuarrcls and strife, and her letter that brought mo back nay ring : and 
It all seemed then, in tho waste of life, such a very little thing! For 
I thought of her grave below tho hill, which tho sentinel cypress-treo 
stands over • and I thought, “ Were she only living stUl, how I could 
forgive her, and love her ! “ And I swear, as 1 thought of her thus, in 
that hour,—and of how, after all, old Ihiugs me best,—that I felt the 
scent of that jasmine*flower which she used to wear in her breast I 
It smelt so faint, and it smelt so sweet, it made me creep, and it made 
me cold I like the sCout that steals from tho cnimbliug i^cet where 
a mummy is half unrolloch 


By A, Molyillo BolL 
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And 1 turnod, and lookwl : She w.i« sitting there, -in a dim 

box over the ghigo !—and drc»l in that muslm dress, with llial tull 
Boft hair, and that jasmine in her brcasi i I was here, and eho wa.'? 
there ! and the glittering horse-ahoe curved between ; from my Briuc 
betrothed, with Tier raTOD liair, X turDcd to my Brido that was to havo 
hoitu—to my early Iotc, with her eyes dow«ca<c» and over hor prim- 
ro?iC-facc the ^hadc ; in short, from the future buck to the just, tlicrc 
wai> but a step to be made \ iTo my early love, from my future Bndc, 
on.: moment 1 looked. Then ... I stole to the door—I traverB-.d the 
n;uisago—and down at her side I was altUog a moment more !—ily 
thinking of her. or the music*- -train, or sometbiug which never will 
l>c exprwt, had brought her back from the g.ave again. «>th ‘ho 
msminooD her breast '—She is not dead ! and a.ac »s not wlhJ ! but 
aTe loves me now, and sbe loved me then ; at the very first words 
that her sweet lips Raid, iny heart grew youthful n^iin. X he 
Marchioness there, of Carabas, sho ir Nvealthy find youujr and hand- 
BomeBtill; and but for h- r . . . Well. %ve'U let iliat ; ™;*y 

marry whomever she will : but I will m.irr>- my owu ,hrsl loic, 
M-itli h'-r priinrosc-facc,—for old things are best. and the tlowor in her 
bosom,—1 uriio it above the brooch in my laidy s brea-st. 

The world Ls filled with folly and Bin and Lovo mtul cling 
can. I say: for Beauty in easy enougli to win ; but one isn t lovi^ 
every <lay. And I think, in the lives of most women and ®cn ‘hero s 
a moment when all would go smooth and even, if only Uie dead could 
find out when to come back—and be forgiven! 


XCLX.—THE KING’?* IllNG.—T ueodorb Tii.ton. 


DVCF in Persia, reigned a King, who, upon liU sigiiot-rmg, prav^ 
a maxim stra.^c and wise; which, when held before hi.s eyes, gave 
Sim a Bb.ncc. lit for ever,- choogo or cljonco : ,olrom 

cand • tleeU of gaUeys, o'er the soa-s. brou-ht him pearls to 

But bo counted little gain tre-asurcs ot tdie mine or main;,, What is 

we;iUh?” the King would say, ■■ev.n this ,,0-1 „.heu 

•xtiil t\\o nliiasurcs of hie court, ut the tcnilh of their sjx)rh >^dcu 

u;::ror„,n^ 

palicoce, " tUo .ir, stood ^ 

?^ridS?ti?efoT.;o!ld.;oj;oo§or^^^ 

^ etm?kHvUh‘*Pdone l"but''wb^t'’ is D^th 

L\';i‘^e’;no^^^?e^S.^Vel/;f.^ ring; showing, by a 

heavenly ray, “Even Uiia will pa« away. 



662 


ADDITIONAL RECITATIONS FOB 


C-—JEANIE MORRISON.— William MoTHEUWtLL. 

I*VE wAndered eaet, I've wandfTed west, through moov a weary way ; 
But never, never can forget the love o* life's young day ! 

The fire that's bUwn on BcUane-o cn may weel be black gin Yule ; 
But blacker fa* awaits the heart, where first fond love grows ciile. 

O dear, dear Jeanie Morrison ? the thochts o* bygane years 

Still fling their shadows owre my path, and blind mv een wi' tears : 

They blind my ovn wi’ saut, saut tears, and sair and sick I pino» 

As memory idly summons up the blithe bUuks o' langsyno I 

Twas then vve loved ilk ithcr weel, 'twas then %ve twa did part ; 
Sweet time t—sad time I —twa bairns at echule ; twa bairns, and 
but ac heart 1 

'Twas then wo sat on ao laigh bink, to lear ilk ither lear ; 

And tones, and looks, and smiles were shed, remembered evermair. 

I wonder, Jeanie, aften yet, when sitting on that biok, 

Check touchin' cheek, loof locked in loof, what our wee beads could 
V think. 

When baith bent down owreae braid page, wi' ae Book on our knee, 
Thy lips were on thy lesson, but my lesson was wi' tbee I 

My bead rios round and round about, my heart flows like a sea, 

As anc b)* ino the tboebts rush back o* schulc^tinic, and o* thee. 

O morniu’ life O inoruiD* love I O liehtsomc days and lang, 

When binoieil hopes around our hearts, likeaimmcr blossoms, sprang ! 

O. mind ye. love, bow aft we left the deavin*. dinsomc touo. 

To wauder by tho green burn side, and hear its waters croon ? 

The simmer leaves bung owro our heads, the flowers burst round 
our feet. 

And, in the gleamin’ o’ the wood, the throssU whussl't sweet: 

The tbrossil whussl't in the wood, the burn sang to the trecs^ 

And we, with Nature's heart in tune, concerted harmonies j 
And CD the knowe abuno the burn, for hours thegither, sat 
In the silcntucAS o’ joy, till baitb wi’ very gladness grat. 

Ay, ay, dear Jeanie Morrison, tears trickled down your check 
Like dew*beads on a rose, yet nuue had ony power to speak t 
That was a time, \ blessAd time, when hearts were fresh and young, 
When freely gushed all feelings forth, unayllabled,—unsung t 

I've watdered cast^ I've waudered west, I’ve borne a weary lot j 
But in my wanderings, far or near, ye never were forgot: 

'The fount that first burst frae this heart still travels on its way; 
And channels deeper, as it rins, the love o* life’s young day. 

O dear, dear Jeanie Morrison 1 since we were sindered young 
I’ve never seen your face, nor board the music o’ your tongue ; 

But 1 could bug all wretchedness, and happy could 1 dee, 

Did I but ken your heart still dreamed o' bygano days—and mo I 


CL—THE DESERTER.—Batard Tatlob. 

” Deserter I Well, Captain, the word’s about right> 
And it’s uucomoion queer 1 should run from a fight, 

Or the chance of a fight : I, raised in the land 
Where boys, you may say, are bom rifle in band; 

And who’vo fought all my life for the right of my ranchi 
With tho wily Apaclic and tho cmel Comanche* 



ADVANCED STUDENTS. 


563 


But it’s true, and I’U own it, I did run away. 

“ Drunk ? ” No, sir I I’d not taf ted a drop .all day ; 

But—emilc it you will—I’d a dream in the night, 

And I woke, in a fever of sorrow ami fright, 

And went for my horse ; then up and away; 

And I rode like the wind till the break of the day. 

“ What was it I dreamt? I dream-.-d of my wife— 

Tho true little woman that’n better than life— 

I dreamt of my boys-1 have three—one ls ten,— 

The youngest is four—all brave little men— 

Of my one baby girl, my pretty w hite dove ! 

The atar of my home, the rose of its lore . 

I saw the loe-housc oa the clear San Antonc. 

And I knew that around it the gra^s had Ix^n mown ; 

For I felt., in my drciim. the sweet breath of the hay — 

I was there, for I lifted a jc.<wamine spray : 

And the dog that I loved heard my whispered command, 

And whimpered, and put his big head >n my hand. 

The place w-aa so stiU! all tho boys were ; 

And^c mother lay dreaming, tho ba»>c at her bi^st . 

1 saw the fair scene for a moment; then . . . stooa 

In a circle of flame, amid shrieking and blood 1 ^ 

Tho Comanche Ixad the place !—Captain, soaro me the r^t, 

You know what that means, for you come from the cat. 

I woke with a shout, and I had bnt one aim— 

To save or revenge them 1 —ray head was ■‘flame, 

And my heart had stood still ; I was mad, I daic say, 

For mv horse fell dead at the dawn of the da> , 

Tbe“f kn"v whnt I’d done; and, with heart-broken breath, 
When tho boys found me out, I w-as praying for de 

“ A ix»rdon !” No. CapUain. I did run 

And^lhc wrong to tho flag it is right I should pay 

With my life. It i« not li.nrd to be brai-c ,„-,vo — 

When oM’s childvcD and wife Imvo gone 

I^vs. Uko a good aim » When I turn U> the est 

Put a ball through tuy hcsirtt it is kindest and bes . 

He lifted ids li.at to the Aaf— 

L to .h. wet- 

And a rifle-baU iotUnlly graLt^! hia r«t- 
But o^cr bis aad grave, by the Mexican aca. 

Wives and mothers have planted a b ossoming tree, 

And maidens bring roses, .and tenderly say, „ 

“ It was love—sweetest love—led that soldier away. 

Cn.-DEATH OF KIXG COKOK MACNESSA.-T. D. SttLlvAR 


--- . VT ‘f.ni 

TWAB a day full of SD^iuL^t^'*wbo"diIved to take spoU 

forth to puoisli the chnsmen from tho battle fc-.irec 


• Tb« iri»*i wcM• —mnA ivtllad Ibciu ""yi 

they baiT^u. iui»«d uu brain biUU.AltttracUd 

they nmervfld M S)nJr MAcNt*Mk tuid bw» ao^uidcd* 

from bia own annoury, ttiAtr King i^nor piav* 
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t\vo*thiul^ of (loptli iu hi^ head. His royal physician boot o’er 
h^m—great Fingen, who, often before, staunched the war-batt<Tcd 
bodic.^ of hcToes. and built them for battle odco more ; and ho looked 
on the wound of the monarch, and heark’d to lus low-breathed thighs, 
and he said, In the day when that missile is loosed from his fore¬ 
head, he die?. 

“Yet lone raidst the people who love him King Conor MacNessa 
may reign, if always the nign pulse of passion be kept from bis heart 
and }iis brain ; and for this I lay down his restrictions No more 
from this day shall hi? place be with armies, in battles, or hostings, 
or loading the van of the chase ; for if heart-thrilling joyauce, or 
auger, awhile oVr his being have power, the ball will start forth from 
his forehead, and surely he dies in that hour.” 

Oh 1 woe for the valiant King Conor, struck down from the summit 
of life while glory unclouded shone round him, and regal enjoymeut 
was rife !—shutout from his toils and hie duties, condemned to ignoble 
repose, no longer to friends a true hcl{>er, no longer a scourge to his 
foes 1 11c, the stroDg-baudcf) smiter of champions, the piercer of 
armour aud shields, the foremost in eartb-ahaking onsets, the last out 
tjf blood*<oddcn fields—the luildcst, the kindest, the gayest, when 
revels ran high in his hall—oli, well might bis people, tvho loved him, 
feci gloomy and sad for his fall! 

So ycai*s had pa‘-«c‘d over, when, sitting ’midst silcocc like that of 
the tomb, a terror erupt through him, as sudden the uoonlight was 
blackened witli gloom. One red flare of lightning blazed brightly, 
illuiiung the landscape around! One thunder-peal roared through 
the mountains, and rumbkHl and crashed underground I He licaixl the 
rocks bursting .asunder ! the trees tearing up by the roots! and loud, 
through tip* horrid confusion* the howling of terrified brutes* From 
the walls of his totterinfj palace came screariiings of terror and pain, 
and ho saw, crowding thickly around him, the ghosts of the foes bo 
had slain! 

And US soon as tho sudden commotion that shnddered through 
nature had ceased, the King sent for Baracb, his druid, and said: 
“Tell me truly,O priest, what magical arts have created this scene of 
wild horror aud dread ? What has blotted the blue sky above us, 
and shaken the earth that we tread? Arc the gods that wc worship 
ollVndcd ? what crime or what wrong has been done ? Has the fault 
bcjn committed iu Erin, and how may their favour be won ? What 
nU'S may avail to appease them? what gifts on thoir altars should 
smoke? Only say,—aud the offering demanded we lay by your con- 
seemto oak.’* ^ ^ 

“O King,” said the white-bearded Drnid, “ tho truth unto me has 
been shown: there lives but one God. tho Eternal; far up in hiirh 
S'® t>‘>’one. He looked uron men with compaMion, and 
His kingdom of light, His Son, in the shape of a mortal, to 
teach them and guide them aright. Near the time of your birth, O 
King Conor, the bavioiir of mankind was born ; and since then in the 
kmgdoms far eastward, He taught, toiled, and praved,—till this morn. 

Him with naUa to a ci^lS; 
<i“ca3l4‘on He ■‘"i «>ntu.ion Earth’s 

was gracious and gentle, Hia heart was all pity and 
l<^e, aud for men He was ever beseeching tho grace of His Bother 

healed them, Ho blessed them j He 
laboured that all might attain to the true God’s hi"h kinedom of 

comes sorrow or pain ; bnt they rose in thf ir ^do 

and tlioir folly, their heails flUed with merciless rage^hat oIJy^ho 
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sicht of His life-\iloo.l, fast |>oure.l from Hie hoart. couM a^suapc; 
yet, wiiile ou tlio cro&s-bcain^ His body racked, ^rtur-d, jwid 

rivtn. He prayed—not for justice or vengeance, but asked tiiut Hia 

a i^uud from his seat rose Kin;; Conor, tho red flush of rape 
ou his face : fast he ran through the haU for his weapons, and. snatch- 
io-r las sword from its nUce, he rushed to the wowls >•<«}• 

at boughs that dropr"'« ‘Iowa with each blow, and he cned. U tre 
I midsH the v.le rabble, I'd cleare them to earth, ctcd eol Uh 
the Mrokes of a high King of Erin, tho whirls of my kcen-u-rnperi-d 
swonl I would save, from their horrible fury, that mild and that 
nierciftil Lord." His frame shook and hcavt-d with emotion ; the 
brain-ball leaped fortli from his head. and. commending hu soul 
that Saviour, king Conor MacNessa fcU dead. 


cm.—THE THREE PREACHERS—Dit. CnMti.ES AIackat. 

TnKKE are Three Preachers, ever preaching, tillt d with cl^uciic-' and 
tr -one irold. wiU. locks of white, ekintiy.as ^nchonte : and 
every hour, with a ehrill fanatic voice, and a bigot s t c. j 
/V ri • “ Backward I yc proautnptuouB Dations; luoa to . 

"‘'¥„rScco.d » mildc, Pr«.cl.cr ; ..ft bo talk., ...op ; .l«k 

r ‘'SS'tonauo'“ I 

change gennis^flasbcs from his eyes; 

throbbing d. ud^ natl^ons: Progress i.s the 

EiSfS£r..4r^ !srs 

F..»o a.;a 

for the pcrviceof triuuJDh* iu the future shall 

and Bcope shall grow. JbJ 'Sind* of pleasure with an over- 

f!:5forri.“.do,ao.sL, ataka tUo boa.o. of 

day has pawed ; aid ua are onr 

',Sw?-And'tt^'‘p«=U"ll o' ‘OU Preacher .tir. tSTpeUr. of.b, 

world. 
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(‘IV.—MAnMOtJT>.—I jEIGR Hcnt. 

Thbrr c;ime a nmn, making Ins liasty moan 
Before the Sultan Malnnoud on his throne. 

And crying out—“Mj* sorrow is mj* right. 

And I irj/( see the Sultan, and to-night.” 

•• Sori'ow,” .said Slahmoud, “ is a reverend thing : 

I recognise its right, as king with king ; 

Six ak on.” “ A Fiend has got into my house,” 

Kxclaiin'd the staring man, and torture-s us : 

One of thine OJliceDs—ho comes, the abhorred, 

And takes |K>s 55 os.sion of my house, my board. 

My Ix'd :—I liavo two daughters and a wife. 

And the wild villain comes and makes me mod with life.” 

** Is he there now ? ” said Mahmoud. “ No, he left 
The house when I did, of my wits l>ereft; 

AikI laugh’d me down the street, because I vow’d 
1*(1 bring the prince himself to lay him in his .shroud. 

I'm inacl with want—Fm mad with misery— 

And <ih, thou Sultan Mahmoud, Gixl cries out for the<»! ” 
The 5^ultan comfortetl the man and said, 

“Go home, and 1 will send thoi* udne and bread,” 

(For he wiks poor,) “ and other comforts. Go ; 

And, .should the wretch return, lot Sultan Mahmoud know.'' 

In two days’ time, with haggarxl eyes and lx*anl. 

And shaken voice, the suitor reupiK'ared, 

And js'iid, “ He’s como ! ftlahmoud said not a woixl. 

But ros<‘ and took four Slaves, each with a sword, 

And went with the vext man. They reach tho place, 

And hoar a voice, an<l see a female face, 

That to the window flutter'd in aflright* 

“Go in,” said Mahmoud, “and put out tho light; 

But tell the females first to leavo the room ; 
vyid when tho drunkard follows them, wo come.” 
llio man went in. Thoro was a cry. and hark ! 

A table falls, tho %vindow is struck dark ; 

Forth rush the breathless women, and behind 
With curses comes tho Fiend in desperate mind. 

In vain : tho sabres soon cut short tno strife. 

And chop tho shrieking >vrotch, and drink his bloody* life, 
**Now light the light,’^tho Sultan cried aloud. 

Twas done : ho took it in his band, and bow’d 
Over the corpse, and look’d upon tho face; 

Then turn’d, and knelt beeide it in tho place. 

And said a prayer; and from his lips there crept 
Some gontle words of pleasure, and he wept J 

In reverent silenco the spectators wait, 

Th^ bring him at his call both >vine and meat; 

And when he had refresh’d his noble heart, 

Ho bade his host be blest, and rose up to depart, 

The n^n, amaz’d, all mildness now and tears. 

Fell at the Sultan’s feet with many prayers, 

And begg’d him to vouohaafo to tell his slave 
.rho reason first of that command he gave 
Al^ot the light; then, when ho saw the face. 

Why ho knelt down 5 and lastly, how it wiws that fare 
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Door AS his deUiu’d hiin in the pUee. 

Thl^ultan said, with much iiumanitv. 


CV -THE VOICE OF THE FOOB-Ladv Wn.Fr. <.S,^n,-..)S 

Was .orrow ev« liko W our lovr ? 

sdvr"- o. 

and despair t ^.A.nfnrt or MWation—where—oh I where ? 

S^r/augoToirr Keu.l-rvard bcudiug, .hey are wcopu.g, we 

At -tS^UUnie. of huruau groau. a,ccndu.B Irom the eruahed hear., 

Wh/a .t hCin re,., >re."!:S,rd^;ru^.Se\lo'g uigi‘f" , 

?,niB\‘?^’hnVu nu1.ot «“>“^ l.ughu.r-God ha. ou.y made 

B„te:i:^!'o“r“r.gt-and wau., aud woe-wa foUew ai.er. weep.ng 

the while. j«,i,i,. us When, oh I when 

And the laughter “ila divide us from other men? 

?Ji!l?^i«V«Yor^V.T"h:i enslave us-wiU -u,ery for ever lay 

un low? , , A. J but to eavo ufl do^c, none^wc know 

^;;:“:rh;:.:‘a orhSrmBth aad g.ad„e», oor .he proud ear. 

Oh °a'^dSSuird“:^ro7Vr..ch^c aad ,ad„.^ .. «- ■ 

* ionmej to the till the godUko m>\x1 

Falls crashed, beneatn to . heart and brain ; 

^ ;* Kll o^ on. Thr^ngh bltur ^^‘'^“eVenMr 

tz “ffi-h ^ Z "r: 

We “^^‘th'sS^-moved 

We must tod on ow sl« saying, with scarce 

Who alone can hear the pai p . „ «Lord grant ua 

1 »,..nds noUfted, aid the nraymg, e 

WhUe the paler hands npuiw^. 

Death I" 
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CVI.—mOM INDIA.—Dn. W. C. Bennett. f:in(J perr}iii$ion.'] 
“ (>, <v).MK you from ilic Indii'S? and, Soldior, can you tcH 
Auj'ht of the gallant Ninetieth ? and who arc pafe and well? 

O Soldier, Jeiy my son is safe, (for nothin(T I carOj) 

And yon shall liave a mother’s thanks—-shall ha ye a widow’s prayer I ” 
O, I hnvt come from the Indies. I’ve just come fron. the M’ar, 

Apd well I know the Ninetieth, and gallant lads they are : 

From colonel down to rank-and-tile 1 know cny comrades well. 

And news Tve brought for vou, good dame, your Robert bade me tell,"' 
“ And do you know my Robert, now I tf, tell me, toll me true— 

O Soldier, tell mo, word‘for word, all that he said to you I 
IIis very words—my owu boy’s words—O toll me every one ! 

Yon little know how dear to his old mother is my son !” 

•‘Through Havelock's fights and marches the {CiDctieth tvere there ; 
In nil the gr4Uant Ninetieth did, your Robert dul liis share : 

Twice ho went into Lucknow, uirtouched by steel or ball; 

And you may bleeps your Cod^old dacnC) that brought him safe through 
all. 

“O, thanks unto the living God, that heard his mothcr^s praj'er— 
The widow’s erj* that rose on high her only son to spare I 
O bless’d he G^, that turned from him the sword and sfiot away I— 
But wljat, to his ol<l mother, did my <larling bid you wav?” 

“Good dame, he raved bis Colonel's life, and bravely it was done 
In th«' despatch thej* told it all, and nanuAi and praised your sou • 

A me<lal and a pension's his I Good luck to him. 1 say 1 
And he has not o comrade but will wish liiiu well to-day,” 

“ Now, Soldier, blessings on your longue ?—O husband, that vou knew 

A1 w tiu^ugh: 

All I have done niul borne for Inin, the long years since you're dead 1 
ilut. Soldier, tell me how he looked, and all mv Robert said.’' 

He s bionzed, and tanned, and bearded, and you’d hardly know 
him, dame : ^ 

WeVo made your boy into a man, but still his heart’s the same: 

>or of ton, da mo, his talk’s of you, auil always to one tune 
Hut DOW liis ship 13 marly home—aud hc'H'hc with vou aooa.” 

011 1 19 he really comiug home ? and shall I really see 
boy agaiD, my owu hoy, home ? and when, when will it be ? 

Did *• ^®cp cool, old dame; 

“ 0 Robert I my own blessed boy ! » O mother !—mother dear I " 


evil.—THE BALLAD OF JUDAS ISCARIOT — 

_ . ^ Rohbut Buchanan. {Abrifiyed.) 

'Twiifth^ of Judas Iscariot lay in the Field of Blood ;— 
lit ^ Ipcanot bcaide the Body stood I 

’TwJs the ®tr»“Sled and dead, lay there; 

Iscariot looked on it in despair ! 

'■ ?w!ri hm v Iscariot did make a gentle moan— 

I will v tbeffTound, my flesh, and blood, and bone. 

Raised t;,e bX; 

»t fvom the field, its touch was cold as^'ce • 

As th^Rmd*^VT®H^ within the jnw rattled aloud, like dice’ — 
Tho^fe-f wld carried it« load witK pain. 

The Ej e of Heaven, liko a lantern's oyo, opened and shut again. 
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Half he walked, and half he seemed lifted on the cold wind ; 

He did not turn-for chilly bands were . 

For days and nipUls he wandered on, all throtigh the «» 
And the nights went by like moaning windL, and the days like drifting 

For mon'ths and years, in grief and teani. he walked the silent night 
Then the Sonl of Jud^n Iscjinot perceived a far-oll • 

A far-off light acrosto the waste, as dim as dim might bo ; 

Tliat Gimeand went, like the lighthouse gleam on a bhick night at sea. 

Twa® th^Soul of Judas Iscariot strange. “"‘I 
Stood all alone, at dead of night, before a damp; 

Tho Bridegroom stood ID JJl® ’,ead so broad and bright. 

And. far within the looked and his face was bnght 

The Bridegroom shaded his eyes and looKca, anu a 

.. wi°,tTo:i lUou h..,c, .t th, Lorf-. s,„.pcr, .vith tby Body. .In. ?'• 

o| dud.. I-"" 

:i?„'S’S.7w1Sdtn^rnc.b *“■> 

AndThtS ..mo tlnni ho wnvod ht. lond., thn nlr th.ck ..Ub 
And’i'rom 

'•?*wS Se Body of'J wo«'l^^^ iU wining thwh 

T.Vfeonl of J"'i-^"^hfr.n3’ro-"V 

IIS «n?Ef >?kKS 
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CVIII.—ROBERT OF LINCOLN.—W. C. Buyart. 

Merrily auinpinRon brier and weed.ooar to the nest of his little 
dame, over tbemoiiiitain^side or mead^ Kobert of Lincoln is telling Iua 
name:—'' Bob'O'dink! bob-o'^link! spink, spank, spink! Snug and safe is 
that nest of ours, bidden among the summer flowers, chee, cbee, chce I 
chiok !*' 

Robert of Lincoln is gaily dressed, wearing a bright black wedding- 
coat ; white are his shoulders and white his crest. Hear him call his 
merry noio Boh-o'-liiik I bob-o*-link J spink. spank, spmk ! Look, 
what a nico now coat is mine ! Sore there nerer was a bird so hne ! 
Chce, chec, chce \ clunk !** 

Robert of Lincolri’s Quaker wife, pretty and quiet, with plain brown 
wings, passing at home a patient life, broods in the grass while her 
husband sings Bob«D-link ! bob-o'-linki spink, spank« spink! 
Brood, kind creature ; you need not fear thieves and robbers while I 
am here. Chce, chee, chce I chink 

Mo<lost and shy as a nun is she, one weak chirp is her only note; 
braggart and prince of braggarts is be, pouring boasts from his little 
throat Bob«o'-link I bob«o*«link I spink, spank, spink ! NoTcr was 
I afraid of mao ; catch me, cowardly knarc.^^, if you can,—chec, chee, 
chee I chink I" 

Six wliite eggs on a bed of hay, flecked with purple,—a pretty sight I 
there, as the Mother sits all day, Robert is singing with all his might: 
—*'Bob»o-Iink 1 hob-o'dink ! spiuk, spank, spink 1 Nice good wife, 
that nerer goes out, keeping house while I frolic about. Cnee, chee, 
chec I chink !'' 

Soon as the little ones chip the shell, six wide months are open for 
food; Robert of Lincoln bestirs him well, gathering seed fbr the 
hungry broo<l. Bob-o*-link 1 liob-oMink! spink, spank, spink I 

This new life is likely to be hard for a gay young fellow like me. 
Chce. chee, chce \ cbinlc I ** 

Robert of Lincoln at length is made sober with work and eilent with 
care ; olT is his holiday garment laid, half forgotten that merry air 

Bob-o'dink I bob*o-link ! spink, spank, spink I Nobody knows, 
but my mate and I. where our nest and our nestlings lie. Chee, chee. 
oheel chink 

Summer wanes ; the children are grown; fun and frolic no more 
he knows; Robert of Lmcoln's a humdrum crone ; off he flies, and 
w sing os he goes :—“ £ob-o'-link I bob-o*-link ! spink, spank, spink I 
When you can pipe that merry old strain, Robert of I^coln, come 
back a^in ! Ohee, chee, chee 1 chink ] 


01X.~H0W I WON MY WIFE'S HEART.—Will Carlotoh, 

A HANDSOME night, with the trees snow*white, and the time, say fen 
or more, ^ 

Saw toy Wife and me, with a well-fed glee, drive home from Jackson's 
store. 

Ab wc trott^ along, our two-threiwJ song wove.in with the eleleh- 
bells chimes; ^ 

Our laugh ran free, and it seemed to me we were haTiu’ first-rate 
times t 

I ^id “ first-rate," but I do not aay't on a thoroughly-thorongh plan s 

1 had won my Wife, in legitimate strife, away from her first ’• young 


Twm a perfect rout, and a fair cut-out, with nothing sneaky or wrong: 
But I wondered so, as to whether or no she had brought her heart along! 
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A •woman haU-won ifl worse than none, with another man keepin' part; 
It’s nothin’ to eain her body and brain if she cnn t throw m her heart. 

thL partic-lar mght.and bettor than average 

So we fined the air with music to spare, and = 

Till as I reckooed, about a second all happened to l>e still. . 

A Cfv. like the yell of hounds from hell, came over the ncighliourmff 

It cii'iike a bUde through the Iraflcss shade, it chiUed ns stiff with 

We fd^ki’ loud cries in each other’s eyes—and—“ n'olm ! ” was all 

Mr »;.d 


Wh.rJ't.wlh; paok cl««> OD to oor troek, not a hood,cl yard, 
Theo’tlSy.' to oty wife, “ Now drive for life I thoyTo a^mm’ over. 

r ^v^’”,^e“a"ir otake, 

I thX^'tl'^'i* Mlow .he love, mo now ; the real ol her heart ha. 
ftrnved/* - • • 


.. ..CU VMVJ iV— 

ThvL'S^J’eSll? mino-and they tipt me a whine. U.ea name on all the 

Thehtoier .ped a little nl'=ad^i'‘« * ^5 ^ ° e'S?"n‘t''.efe'? t»th 1 
With a resolute eye. and a h'jngr^r^. and head— 

A moment I it* olit hiJ^kalh and the villain fell back dead I 

BP- we had. and a second 

Wlth^ur«««.td they hurled their dead-tn the grave, ot their own 

lank hides. , _. t,t_.uaif the unbaked meat; 

in'/ 'they we'ro tbreugf with their barbeone, they .tarl»l for 

wX;o?o^'.inme, ' 

^ry wTfri'w'th‘;srgh"rh.'"o.^rd'~^^^ ■« >-« '>“» 

Wh«fiog-are glowed In iU brick abode by my mother faithfully 

From'&V hearth raialng two faggnU blaring. I W Uk. lightning 
I daiSS’the brand., with my MUtoring Imnd.. In the te.th of . . 
Th.y^°.?;i^^"v^-frigh. from the foel and right of thU .udden volley 

Wlth'a^Sl'if drmul. they mteaked and ded. a. fm,t a. they ever came 
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Aft I turned around, my wife I found not the eighth of an inch away ; 
She looked so true and tender, I knew that her heart hud come—to 
stay. 

She nestled more nigh, with lovedit eye and passionate-quivering lip; 
And I saw that the lout whom I’d cut out had probably lost his grip. 
Doubt moved away, fora permuQunt stay,and never was heard of more 1 
My soul must own that it had not known tlie soul of my wife before. 
As I Rfaiiuched tlic steam on niy foaming team, these thoughts 
hitch <1 to ray miud ;— 

Be low or above some woman s love, how little in life we find I 
Be’c great or small—nine^tenths of all, of every trade and art, 

Be’t right or wrong— is, merely a song ... to win some woman's heart! 


CX.—THE POLISH BOY.—Ann S. Stephens. 

Whence come those shrieks so wild and shrill, that cut, like blades 
of sleek the air? causing the creeping blootl to chill with the sliarp 
ca<lence of despair 1 ^Yhonce come they ?—From von Temple, where 
an altir, raised for private prayer, now forms the Warrior’s marble 
bed, who \Var.<a\v*ft giillant armioft led. The dim funereal tapers throw 
a holy lustre o*er his brow; and burnish, with their rays of light, the 
ma<s of curls that g ithcr bright above the haughty brow and ©yc of 
yon YOUug Boy that's kneeling by. 

What liund is that, whose icy press clings to the dead witli death's 
own gravp, but mevt'i no answciing caress? No thrilling lingers seek 
its cla^p. It is thu hand of her whoftc cry I'ang wUdly, laW, upon the 
air, when the Dead Warrior met her eye, outstretched upon the altar 
there. >\ ith jmllid Iip and stony brow she murmurs forth her an^’uifth 
now. . , . But, hark ! the tramp of heavy feet is heard along the 
bloody street!—Nearer and nearer yet they come, wiUi clanking arms 
and noiselcfts drum ; now whispcrctl curscft, low and deep, around the 
holy Temple creep 1 The gaW is burst! a ruffian band rush in, and 
savagely demand, uiiJi brutal voice and oath profane, the startled 
Moy for exile's chain. 

The Mother sprang with gesture wild, and to her bosom clasped her 
child Back, ruffians, back! nor dare to tread too near the body of 
my dead, uor touch my living boy I I stand between him and your 
lawless baud. Take me, and bind these anus—those hands,—with 

bands; or drag me to Siberia’s wild to pensh, 
if twill save my cliild! ’ » 

Peace, woman, peace ! ” the Leader cried, tearing tho pale Bov 

ruffiau grasp ho bore his victim to the 
Icmple door:— Ono moment!" shrieked the mother; ** 000 ! Will 

? Take bcritaije, take name, take aU, but 
ila ® IluMian thraU ! Take these I " and her white anus 

. and tore from 
starlight thero; 

lio #-- »*«!., uowu ui uic xvussian s feet sliocast.— 

floo? the ghttenn^ store : up-spriuging from the marble 

Bov r l\n, I.r. I’ of joy, suatclied to her feaping heart the 

FokkS she flf ® Mother's clasp. 

H I k poo long cry of more than mortal agony I 

at Iccgth.and, breaking^from tho 

fieice and^ohi strength of his vSung spirit, 

mirtf tho ‘ , • “O. no. oor <»» ; thU hour hu 

throb Jf TSifiriic V' Sire, nor felt one 

engeiui irc , i w ept npon his marble brow,—yea, wept,— 
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I wxs u chUd- but i>o^v mv ncbl.; Mother ou her kuec has done ihc 
work of veartf for roe ? A'lthongh, in this small teiierocnt, my |-oiil is 
iramtKJd—unbowed, unl>CDt, I've still within me ample |>ow«t to free 
lUTsrlf this Viry horn This dapger m my heart and then, «berc is 
your power, base tneu ? ” 


VC... n„.l .hcv, like scr- 

,x-nls crest, the jc«cnc<l haft of pon.ard bright 

.1 «l» Irirk ? tool ! . kOft'Cl llUUk 

v'.' my^iioble father's glaiCc could dnnk the hfc-bloo*! of a slave ? 

Vho pearl, that on the handle name would blush 

-d - 

^^^mom«lu“and the funeral light flashed on the jewelled weapon 

SoA'£!T"Qum ^ 

head Uea on his Mother's boso m . . ■ de.>d - 

nVT PAUf VSisONNE —G. NaVDAD. (Tran$}atU'n.) 

CXI.—CAKEA^U^ta t. ^ ^ worked both bard and long.* 

me one- 

r.“.L. t.u'i'ri-ulou^t..».«.... eccon..,- 

fuin would i walk five wc-ar) lcft« • tiller front wonM fall at 

Carcassonue—1 never wont to horn- ! The gciitlas 

na;TS"j rd^i= ‘ i;e7.‘o.“s 

C.vrca»<...c-.Lv, I 1 .aw 

not Carc-aAsonne 1 , , i„nrf and bids us to bewaro; he 

-Our Vicar’s right! ho the U«itor in the heart 

Bays, O guard the f^rh^P?iu autumn I can find twotunuy 

35vl,''Jiii"pS w”33T i mca coa'w go ■<> Carca..onaa-l .t.U could 
gotoC.-ii;^‘^«°nc! me if this my wish offends! One 


sees some my sou have soon Narbounc.-my k--- 

It w;ntTo“p'c?pig.“r..-J;> f have pot .cc. Ca.ca.a.oaoc,-f .u.vc 

not seen fair Carwasonne ! half-dreaming in his chair: 

Thus sighed a Pc.asant then ttiiiiecye-s shall 

not known a Carcassonne ? 
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(Continued from j)agc 525.) 

LXVII,—ilAGDALENA; OR, THE SPANISH DITELO.— 

Dr. Waller, 

Nrar tlic city of Sevilla, years and years airo, dwelt a Lady, in a 
villa, years and years ago : and her hair was black as night, and her 
eyes were starry bright; olives on her brow were blooming, roses red 
her lips perfuming; and her step was light and airy as tlio tripping 
of a fairy : when slie siioko. you thought, each minute, ’twas the 
tlirillmg of a linnet; when she sang, you heard a gush of full-voic^ 
sweetness like a thrush !—Orphaned Wh of sire and mother dwelt 
she in that lonely villa : absent now her guardian Brother on a 
mission from Sevilla. ’ 

Skills it little now the telling how I wooed that maiden fair, trackcel 
her to her lonely dwelling, and obtained an entrance there. Ay de 
mi !—Like echoes falling sweet and sad and low, voices come at night 
recalling years and years ago. ® ’ 

Twas ail auturim eve; the splendour of the day was gone, and 
the twilight, soft and tender, stole serenely on: there we sat: 
-the inighty river wound its serpent course along-silcut. dreamy 
Criiada qinyer, famed in many a song. Seated half within a bower, 
where the languid evening breeze .shook out odours in a shower from 
oranges and citron trees, sang she from a romanccro,—how a 

bold fought a Spanish caballci-o by Sevilla's walls 
b!» fairest of the maids of Spain— 

brain^l'^ Christian s lance, so steady, pierced the Moslem through the 

a moving flashed, as nsked she with 

TslJ? •* “h ' fair and loving-men as faithful, in your 

like tbrs Bv? ^ m.aids, I said, “are ever counted fairest of the fair ; 
like the swans on yonder river moving with a stately air_wooed not 

r boJd'more^’t- ‘l8\'‘b'-bnt. when ton. for ever 'trSe tS draws 
tliebond more lighily-time can ne’er the knot imdo.^’ “And the 

Ah J dearest l.ady. are—qiiien sabe i* who can say? to 
?xed . « they can and where they^may; 

they faithful steady in a changeful April day! "-“Are 

Wi.Tii f ^ sabe <* who can answer that they are ? 

^ SrVt" *'l°“ h^PPy.”--Then I took up her giiiUrrrnd 
1 sang, in sportive strain, this song to an old air of Spain 

evening that cools the hot aii. 

Tb ;♦= V ?™tige and shakes out thy hair. 

That less welcome, less sweet its perfume, 

wSn^ Qot the region from which itis come ? 

Whence the wind blows, where the wind goes. 

mXV “''S 'vhitlier-who knots 

Hither ai.d thither—but whither?—who knows? 

1 he river for ever glides singing along, 

AudTe ado'^n to^its song; 

Till thn listens, unconsciously dips, 

Till the rising wave glistens and kisses its lipi. 
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But why the wave rises and kisses the rose. 

And why the rose stoops for those kisses—who knows. 

And away flows the river—but whither?—who knows? 

•• Let mt be the breeze, love, that wanders along 
The river, that ever rejoices in song ; 

Be ihou to my fancy the orange in bloom, 

The rose by the river that gives its perfume. 

Would the fruit bo so golden, so fragrant the rose. 

If no breeze and no wave were to kiss them.—who knows? ^ 

If no broero and no wave were to kiss them f —who knows I 

Afl I sane the lady listened, silent, save one gentle sigh ; * 

man to sUght -‘this 

before my eyes 1 _hauehtv courtesy, solemn 


“ »ir; ’tu “ra« your I 

u'yoi°o u“fo^^ducl?, Sod I'm ju.t your IcUou- ;-Scnur, 

WC iD the dubious bght a 9^ ^ holder: cloac, nud 

slashed mv shoulder; with the P®'" 8 j ^ . j ij^oko his guard, 

closer stilf I preas^ ; fortune b^ast :-down to the 

nay weapon pa«<^ l!\uo“‘S,umin^ Miguel Pe«lrillo, do Xynieucs y 
earth went Don Camillo Guzman ^ g .. Quintana,y do 

Ribera, y Santallos. y Heircra, y motionless as stone : the man 

Rosa, y Zorilla, y-^ne groan, and lay purKti BnoWN t 

of many names went down, Caballero faintly Mid, 

Kneeling down. I rais^ his .[»«a. “ ^ . j ..pu have slam a 
Signor Ingles, fly from Spa«n with aU s^^^ 5 Xymencs, y 

Spanish noblo-pon r,^.^ J Mendoza, y Quiuiana. y 

Ribera, y Santallos. y Ho^era, y de Hum. y " bleeding from his 
do Roi^ y ZotilU. y;;-He kn^w I® ne'er shall 

wouncT! .. If bo be living and years ago . 

know. That night from Smui •“ endless name ; ’Us 

Now. I vainly ho came. Was ho 

a riddle past my solving some former lover J 

that brother, home rctarn^? .Was b fancy 7 


my ^ iia« nhn roarnca a 

gaSo^y tfo n".r?“°Srdcd by .» old Duono. fierco and .lu.rp 
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a hyetiA, with her and her fan wamim; off each wicked man ? 

Is slic dead, or is she liviof; ? is she for my absenc.' t^rierin?? Ls she 
wretched—is she happy ? Widow, wife, or maid ? Quien sabc f 


LXVIIL—‘‘MY MAIDEN.”—L. R. FI-imberlin. 


(See “The Raven ”—page 337.) 

O.s'OE upon a midnight dreary, ere Dccembcr’.s winds grew weary, 

I w.AS sitting on a sof.«, with my girl, behind the door : 

Vainly there 1 had been tryijig, with entreaiicR and with sighing. 

And my soul wa.s .almost dying, for the kiss I did implore ; 

•Oh, to kiss that pretty cre-ature 1 merely this I” I said before, 

“ Only this, and nothing more ! ” 
Ah ! distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, 

While each sep.arate corn»cob ember wrought its ghost upon the floor : 
How I tried, till near the morrow! how I tried, in v.ain, to borrow 
Just one smack—but. oh I I sorrow ’ sorrow ns I think it o’er- 
‘•Just one little kiss, my d.arling I" this I pleadetl o'er and o'er. 

But she answered, “Talk no more." 

Here, the doggone, quick, uncertain rustling of a window curtain 
TlinlK'd me, tilled me with peculiar terrors never felt before • 

So that now, to still the beating of my heart. I stood repe.iting 

Tis some stranger j cold, entreating entrance, but he's missed the 
door; 

Some poor stranger, cold, entreating entrance, but he’a missed the 
door— 


Probably this, aod nothinfr more I ” 
There awhilo I stood to listen, nod 1 thought 1 raw eyes fflUlen, 
rhought I eaw tlio old man’s frownings^ through the window-shuttcra 
pour 5 

And the fact Is, I was frightened, when, all suddenlv, it liehtonod. 
And the window by it brightened, while a light felfcross the floor ‘ 

i'of I thought It was a lantern throwing light across the floor_ 

But 'twas lightning, nothing more ! 
Ah II tell you I w.as •' skeered ” up, and my brain was slightly stirred 


I of that old man s bwts aroused me, then as ne’er before ; 
been forbidden,-b^- her father been forbidden— 

AnH ^K*”**? ‘here hidden with that girl behindthe door. 

And I thought that bo had caught me with his girl behind the door — 

^ut'twas lightning, nothing more I 

Jhejsofa turning. nU my soul within me barning, 

^ .he&Pns for the boon I asked before ; 

For that beauteous girl, beguiling all my fancy into smilinV 

- Then ... we kissed behind the door I 

1 ^ maiden, and my soul was in an Aidenn — 

These I felt, and nothing more I 
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Blit tJiat whip was sipn of parting 1 and 1 quickly sot to liUi-tiug, 
With no hat,—in double-time, too,—out the opening of that door 
I had blue stripes, os a token of that anger ne-rcr spoken ; 

And, sometimes, there is a broken, funny itihing as of yore; 

Kow. I TO-,v I'll kiss no other, till I ve closed and locked the door— 

Ob, no ! never—nevermore I 


LXIX.—THE WHITE SQUALL.—W. M. Thackeh.vt. 

On deck, beneath the awning, I dozing Uy and yawning : it was the 
L'rev of dawning, ere vet the sun arose; and. above the funnel s 
roaring and the fitful wind’s deploring, I hc.ird the Cabin, snonug 
withiinivcnuilnosel I could bc:ir the passengem snorting.—I envied 
their disporting,—vainly 1 wan courting U.c pleasure of a doze ! 

Strange company we Tharboiircd ; we >1 a bnn<lred Jews to larboard, 
nnwai^hwl, uncombed, unbarb-r- d—Jew^ black.and brown, and grey ; 
with terror it wouhl seize >e. and make your souls iiQ. aBy, to see 
those Habbis greasy, wbo «lid nought but ecratch and j-r^y ; thmr 
dirty children puking.—tbeir dirty eauct-pans cooking.—their duty 

fingers hooking their swarming fleas aw.iy. 

To starboard, Turk.s aud Oreoks were,—whiskered and brown their 
cheeks were,—enormous wide their brecks were, their pipe.s lho\ 
puffi-d alway ; eacli on his mat allotted in sileuc- smoked and 
whilst, rouml. their cl.ildren trott«l In pret , pleasant play. And so 
the hours kept tolling, and. through the ocean rolling, wont our stauuch 

ve&^I bowliUtf* b<;foro tbu brt^k of » j* 

—When A ^OALI., iii»ou n sudden, came ocr the ’ 

and the clouds began to gather, and the s-.-a w.is lasUod to l-‘ther . 
and the lowering thuuder grumbicsl, and the hglilmi.g jumped and 
tumbled • and tbo ship, and nil thoooe.an. woke up lu wild commotion. 
Trn .Vwrnds. t.up‘u’howling, and f e « shi 

Then the^iocks they (^ned and 

Saint, and Virg^;. , “"-If.i.itanad 

“id UWor™, 'and ••.'-'‘'■■I-. 

thtir ebUdran; tbo a.cn .^ng " AUtu I lUah 

ariKc^t^wlprUto Propb.t.Jwbo tboagbt t.ut little o< 
“ken aU tbo flea, in 

nroneny of Jacob did oo _ v _j uian moaiiod and 

would DC7cr ray for ^ woo^d lamenUtion, aod 

iabber«i in hb. tilth J- &‘''£h|nB rdrenebe. 

hundred thouBaod etenchea. 
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Tiii.5 was the White Squall famous, which latterly overcame us, and 
which all will well remember on the 2J*th September; when a Prus* 
jriiin Captain of Laucers (those tipbl-lacod. whiskered praucers) came 
ou the deck astonished, by that wild squall Admonished, and looked 
at Captain Lewis—who calmly stood, and blow his cijjar in all the 
bustle, and scorned the tempest’s tussle.—And oft we've thought, 
there iftcr, how he beat the storm to laughter; for well he know his 
vessel With that vaio wind could wrestle; and when a wreck we 
thoug.it her, and doomed ourselves to slaughter, how gaily he fought 
her, and through the hubbub brought her, aud, as the tempest caught 
her, cried, “Geougg! some uranut-a.s’D-water ! ” And when, its 
force expended, the harmless storm was ended, and as the sunrise 
splendid came blushing o'er the sea, I thought, as day was breaking, 
my little guU were Wviking, aud smiUng, and making a prayer at 
huQio for mo I 


LXX.—THE WONDEUFUL ••ONE HOSS SHAY T*— 

Oliver W. Holmes, 

Have you heard of the wonderful “Ooc Hoss Shay/’ that was built 
ui such a logiCiU way it ran a himdrc^il years to a day; and then, of a 
sudden, it—di ! but stay—I’lJ tell you what happened, without delay : 
scaring the Parson into fils—frighteniug people out of their wits 
have you ever hoard of that, I say ? 

Sertuuen Jiunrh ed ftuJ ji/ty./ivf; Gf.ORGIUS SECrNDUS was then 
alive :-snuhy old drone from the German hive I—Tw,as on Lisbon’s 
terrible earthquake day, that the Deacon finished bis “One Hoss 
ohay. 

iVoxv, in buildinB of chaises. I tell you what, there is alw.ays, some. 
K/.nc, a weakest spot, m hub, tire, felloc-in sprinff or thill, in panel, 

‘Joor or sill ; jn screw, bolt, thorough-bracc—lurking 
stUI —fuul It somewhere, you must and will abore, or below.—or 
Within, or wiihoui ; aud that is the reason, beyond a doubt, a chaise 
breaks down, but doesn't wear out. 

li do. with au “ I dew vum ’'-or 

oSnlH. •? raouii’"; it should be so built that it 

I’hlfwV ^ ^ daoun; “for,’ said the Deacon, ‘•‘tis mighty plain 
t^hat the weakes place luus’ sUn’ the strain ; ’11 the way to fix it, as I 

«?o ^ u.ake lhat nlace uz strong uz the rest! ” 

stroni.^r V‘® " here he could find the 

for°nokt^ and in nor bent, nor broke; Mot was 

thilli^ th.' oTn *'' * • laocewood to make tho 

of whlu^wow? were ash, from the straightest trees ; the panels 

screvv—sorTml’ outs like cbccsp step, and prop-irou. bolt, and 

briclit and bln'o »>.’ liucb-pin too, all stool of tho finest, 

dasher from touoS ?!^.*-”-® t‘»ok and wide; boot, top. 

That was th.f w^ u ’‘^“jid m the pit when the Tanner died. 
I)eacon7•‘n^ow"h^ll^"o l ■f’“' throueK“ “ Thare I» said the 

coR^grlw llore^ beaJdTt.frn.^ nothing less : 

away ; children and ^ Deacon and Deaconess dropped 

the itoSt oW Sne «^od 
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Cime-ruonins as ua-oah moch the same r-TA.r^y and Forty 

at last arrive ;—and theo come —aod tJOj-fice. 

Little of all we valnc here, wakes, on the mom of its hundredth 

year, without both fccM»c and looking queer . id fact s 

that kccDs iU TOiUh, so far as I know, but a tree and truth : (tin. is 

i moral ^hat ^uns at large ; take it. You're welcome. No extra 

Vovember r-the earthquake day there are traces of age 

"“First of Novem^r. ^ 

dra^^ br^mf-tlilcd. et^c-necked bay. - Uuddup 1 - 
Baid ihc Parson.—Off went —had cot to fifihlt/. aod 

The Parson >vas working 

stopped bribe MeetV Houi^o on the liiil :— 

thrill ,“?• iti “bfiL' 


,v - -pieces 

""a“on^: Wo"n&"“otJ Uo« Sluty-loslc L. logic. Thuf. oil I 


sav. 


LXXI -DOLEFUL LAY OF THE HON. I. O. UWINS 
LXXl. O’ua/firrl.-PHOKEtwou AwoUh- 

cofg .t„d lu^n, 1-5*;S “ r. iu Lr'io"|»c ; 

He whose tailors biU noblest of the land 

p"ur*SJtory^-neath a sponging Bailiff’s h.aud. 

I. O. Owin. 1 1. o. S°t“ho I'rcc 1 

Thou must pay for .‘^ythy rescue now may come ; 

SSrt£lA”lK.*crJSnc™. Jilh AU^oego U.C Lu» 1 

Little recked ho ^did you^ '-''® caP*-*''®’’* 

Only when the moon 1**..^ him in oblivion sweet, 

For] tiU then drinking to the street! 

But the moonlight, Aen that’ tho larking as swells 

For ho knew by that soft to^ P°‘?8,®‘^uY 

That some y**"",? “"[^fj^/c^rcass, or purloining private beUs I 
HiUlDg some policeraaD s carcaw', r 
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Po jial in pri^f and sorrow, rather drunk than otherwise, 

Till the poldcii pu<ih of morrow dawned o!»cc moi*e upon bie eyes 
Till the ^noupinp BaiiifT ^ daughter, lightly tapping at the duor, 
Brought hi$ draught of soda-water, brandy-bottomed as before \ 

Sweet Rebecca ! has your father, tliiuk you, made a deal of brass? 
And she ans\vt;rcd, ‘‘Sir, I rather should iinagiue tint ho has !** 

Uwins then, his whiskers scratching. IciTvd u{^on the inaidcu's facCf 
And, her hand with ardour catchlug, folded hci La close emb ace ! 

“La! sir, let alouo I you fright me!** ?aid the daughter of the Jew : 
“Dearest,how those eyes delight me! I>et me love tlte %darHug! do!*' 
“ Vat is dish “ the Bailitf muttered, rushing in w ith fury wiki ; 

“Ish your muffins so veil butter'd dat you darsh in.-^ult ma shild?'* 

“ Uonoumblo my intentioDs, good Abednego, I swear! 

And 1 have some small prcttti.^ions, for I am a Baron's heir* 

If you'll only cIcmt my crrdit, and advance a or so, 

She's a Peeress—1 have said it—don't you twig, Abednego? 

‘'Dat'sh a very different matter,” said the Bxilift: with a leer; 

“But you uuishn’t cut it fatter than the shli'-b vill stand, ma tear; 

If you aeeksU ma approbatiou, you uiuslit quite give up vonr rigs, 
Also, you musht jom our nation, and renounsh ta flesh of pigsh?* 

Fast as one of Fagin s pupils I, O Uwins diil agree t 

Little plagued with holy scru))les from the stariing-post was he ; 

But at times a baleful vision rojOk before his shuddering view: 

For he knew dire coremoDial?? were expected from a Jew, 

At a meeting of the Rahbis, held about the Whitsuntide, 

Was this thoroupii*pncc<l Barabbus wedded to bis liebrcw bride : 

All his previous debts compounded,from the 8poiiging-houae he came 
And liis Father's feelings wounded with retioctious on Uic same. * 

But the Peer his son accortod—•* Split inv wig ! if any more 
Such a donble-ciyed apostate shall presume to cros^ tny door ! 

Not a pcjuiy.piece to save yon from the kennel or lhe*Bpout : 

Dinner, John 1 the pig and gravy ! Kick this dirty scoundrel out!" 

Forth rushed L O. Uwins !—faster than all v.inking : much afraid 
J liat the orders of the niastor would be piinctuallv obeyed : 

Sought his Club : and then ttio sentence of expulsion first he «aw • 

No one dared to own acquaintance with a Bailiff 8 son-iii.luw I 

Usclc.ssly, in public strutting, did he greet his friends of yore ; 

cutting never man received before; 

1 lU at last his pride revolted—pale, and lean, and stern ho grew ; 

And lus wile, Rebecca, ♦ . • bolted with a missionary Jow ! 

Ye vrho hear this doleful dittv ask ye where is Uwins now ’ 

end your way through London city—climb to Holborn’s lofty brow— 
NtMr the signqiost of “ The Nigger,'* near the baked-potato slicd. 

You may sec a ghastly figure with tliree haU upon hU head. 

When the evening shades are dusky, then the phantom form diawa 
near; 

And, with accents low and husky, pouts effluvium in your car. 

Craving an immediate barter of your trowaci'aor surtout • 

And you know the Hebi-cw martyr—onco the peerless 1,6.U. 
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LXXII.—THE MENAGEIUE—.T. HoNcrwELL. 

—^ ,»» jj '\ 7 ^' T I ” ^I^rov OD ns, wliflt 4 sincll I 

.•DtO youcTer “ J ... ..CVacioo, bow the jackals 

“ T' " ^Moth^r ?en me wlLt-rthe man doioR with that pole of 
Jur- “Blet yLur precious Httlc heart, he's stirring up the 

t ’ tiiero'a the Afric 

with’tho child?- ‘MVh 7 , the monkey's 
co^^»ls . ♦. ' '•Here's ihc nionf'trous elopbnnt,—1 m all a 

at'IhJs'gUt- se. ht. tvory tooth-pick. boys . ” “ onder 

if he's fastencil lignt / drags it on the floor !" 

.. .;;»r ^ i; 

“.?;nu?,*ain;|rrti' ''Vhafrthe Kr't"har.o?J"tbV nau“Stv%.^^^^^to 
« Johnny Harhni.. trio •—only hear how the dreadful c.»m<d 

pieces ! •' •• irnffe my l^ov who stoops to hear tho 

crlno 

;;Kn 

m.ic »-..ilo,-v.a,.t to tb. moukey. n.or___ 


J.XXIIl.-'-APTAIN REECE, B.N.-W. S. G.ldukt. 

f/ly iine/ jiermuaion.] 

Of oil tho JtuuUl^e^f. 

did oU that lay within P and hot-w.aUr-can ; Brown 

feather-bed had 'T“S,?e ^d w 

Windsor” from the C3ptA‘“ “ ’ j,y (addroMing all bu m^). 

One eunimer oto, «t to please and gratify “£ «""* 

.. Come, tell me. J^^you h^pvy.ii 1 ^ 

“Srii 

-“t-i s?tr'^ 07 ,“ «%bo-.,-i,^^ 

*“ ^0 yoi^r./r..iy.g-IS' 




pla?rih^ «3ld-”l quite agree, 
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Jly (laughter, that rnchanting ‘ bap just been prombeJ to an 

Earl : and all my other familce, to Peers, of various degree* But what 
are Dukes or Viscounts to the happiness of all iny crew */ The word 
I gave you 1*11 fulfil: it is iny duty, and I will ] As yon desire, it 
Fhall befall; Til settle thons^inds on yon all, and I sh?dl bc^despito 
my hoard—the only 'bachelor' on hoard.** 

The Boatswaiu of the Afantrtj>it'ce he blushed—and spoke to 
Captiiu Reece: “ I beg your honours leave,** ho said ; “if you would 
wish to go and wed, I have a widow’d mother, who would bo the very 
thing for you—she long has loved you from afar; she washes for 
yon, Captain U.” 

The Captain saw the Dame that dav—addressed her in his playful 
way—“Autl did it want a wedding-nog? It was a tempting *icklo 
ssing !—Well, well, the Chaplain I will seek; we’ll all be marrieiL 
this day week, at yonder church upon the hill: it is my duty, and I 
vn)] ! **—The sisters, cousins, aunts, and niece, and widow*d ma* of 
Captain Recce, attended there as they were bid—it was their dutv. 
and they dkll 


LXXrV.—THE SEARCH AFTER HAPPINESS.— 

Sill Wai.tku Scott. {Comlensetl.) 

In the fnr Eastern clirac, no great while since, lived Sultan 
Soliman—a mighty prince ; whose eyes, as oft as they performed their 
round, be held all others fixed upon the ground; whose cars received 
the same unvaried phrase—- Sultaun! thy vassal hoars, and ho 
obeys !’* But the poor man was ill with melancholy, that scorned all 
remedy, profane or holy* 

Physicians felt his pulse sage, %vare, and trictl, as e’er scrawled 
jargon m a darkened room with heedful glance the Sultan’.s tongue 
they eyed, p»?epcd in his bath~I don't know where besido—and then 
in consultation, spoke their doom : His Majesty is very far from 
well!” Then each at once to his specific fell: their remedies to 
reinforce and vary, came Surgeon eke, and eke Apothecary; till the 
tired Monarch, though of words crown chary, yot dropped, to recom- 

pensc their fruitless labour, some hint about a bow-strong or a sabre ^_ 

There lackcKl, I promise you, no longer speeches to rid the Palace of 
those learned leechesi 

Tnrfnrfi and Couriers then in speed wore sent, to call a sort of 
Eastern Parliainent: war was the cure advised: the Sultan's sabro 
had had, they thought, too little active labour: “Ut the Tambourtri 
bid bis signal rattlo, bang tlio loud gong, and raise the shout of battle : 

bos^om^it’'awa”1''^^'** daJ» shall from his kindleii 

Convocation-bald heads, whit© 
beards, of every rank and station. Their judgment was: “Tlie 

bloSd^ thickened all his 

^ laboured beyond measure, thereforo relax a 

space, and take your pleasure; from all the cares of State pleas^to 
cuhirgu thee, and leave the burden to Uiy faithful ‘ clargy ’ r 

is nnt • “"‘1 SO Patient Tas 

* f r physicians lose their time and wiS 

resolved to take the advice of an old woman—his Mother-—whether 
she was witch m earnest, or only maU-belteve, I cannot • but she 
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here Ton most endure the ill, ort nxvcl till you find tWs cure 

. » X- ^n.I France - to Ret the Shirt there scenicsl, 

He tri'-xi Arabia, Itjtly. ^ . j,u dance. He asked, 

alas ! no chance, for Happjn'^ ! John Bulk who ^dwells somewhere 

“Monsieur, pray do y^Xu^ed. and grinned, and 

beyond your herring jwoK bi4diug scat^ 

took hH sutiff* 'i^DODsiTO p^uso: Bool! 

« Jean Bool!''—and tiicn ^ ^ remi-mbare, years apo, 

I Ya» not i, “n«l Valerloo !—iU foil il B*ec^t 

parbicu! I met bun ^^ ^^Kg^jni^ n—m’ent^ ndex 70us ? And 

tre-t joliment battu—dat l^ ^ " ^uu—ah ' I no like such rogue !— 

Su°>Vcmn.^o^.• “ Mrn“":r%7S Ui,u- .i- .ro., 30 

Solim-an took leave, and sterile farms 

John Bnll was iHsat the devils tattoo, wh-n 

and unsold goods and on ht ^ stnucrer, come to B.*e 

.Soliman salaarned ^^h t w ho a^ _i„ Krangrst.an.“ 

the Happiest ^^^‘’-^ 0 . , ,„j 1 unsiockvd my imstiiros 

“ Happy I toy Unanta broakinfC on u y ^ nioths the 

and antilM my land I f Uapi.y! W by. curbed war 

.Olc consumers of my ^imenMo bacis 1 •* 

and racking tax haveJcH^ns s^rc ^ to ask a 


“ In that C-iiC; 


favour— but I grieve-1 ♦!.„ Q.,itAn hard : “ it’s mv belief 

“ Favour r’roarc-d John, .and^ywl tli jB^ j.j,^ 

ever shook a leg when the j„l,n Bull, wl.oin, in their 

y^!T o^'Sfy s'^cNhc'd wont ^jj;;^;;J^i,'^Vvd;'o*iookc^ Jo^’tSc^'-^iu 

L found old S;^t‘ViUr-3ov«^ wVacc. an^ 

froTTbf. "4 »-.X-"S wi.h 0 «»n.m 

dram/her take, her keb^ ^?«bcr ab^ut balrns-puir Hu-and 
nfiWB from EsiB^rn parts, and o trannd pepwr, ond tf tbo 

hcarta I—if brought tloym P i yeVo couic upon a 

to tho present / 

bairns Imre acaroe eneugh J 
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“The mischief lake the shirt!” said Soliman ; ‘^I think my quest 
will cmi :is u FarL-rtoU, ma'am ! Nay, no cei'omony, I beg,” 

“ You'll »c>* bo for the Hneii, tl;cn?** aaiil Petr. 

Now for the lau<1 of verdant Erin th** Snltau’s rojMl bark is steering ; 
—tlje Ern’Tahl Isle, wliere honest Pad<ly dwells, tlm "•Consiu*’ of 
Jidin Bull, as story tells : for a long space had .John, with wo)ds of 
thunder, hard looks, and hanhr knocks, kept Pad<ly under; till the 
poor lad, like ooy that's flogged unduly, had gotten somewhat restive 
and unruly: hard was his lot and lodging, you'll allow—a wigvyam 
that woulil hardly servo a sow ; his Landlord, and of Middlemen two 
braco, had screwed his rent up to the starving place ; his garment was 
a topcoat, anrl an old ono—his meal was a potato, and a cold one; but 
htill, for fua and frolici and a)) that, iu the round world was not the 
ujatcli of Pat. 

The ?ultan saw him on a holiday, which is with Paddy still a jolly 
day : to laugh, to sing, to canor fair and frce» and dance us light as 
kMf upon the tree! •• By Mahomet I said Sultan Soliman, ” that 
lagged f n*>w H our very man ! Rush in, and seize him! do not do 
him hurt, hut, wilbho niU*hc, let mo have his shirt!” 

Shillelagh their plan was well nigh after baulking ; (much less pro- 
]f«;cntion will set it a-walking) ; but the odds that foiled Hercules 
foUed l uddyWhack they seized, and thev floored, and they stripned 

bubbabool 1 haven't a shirt to my back! 
ilieii tho King, dis.ijipointcd, with sorrow and (ihauic, went back to 
his Mother, as sad as he came! 


LXXV. THE PIEI> PirZROF IIAMELTN,—Rouert Browning. 

{Abridycti,) 

Kasirlin Town’s in Rrunswick, by famous Hanover City : the river 
\\csor. deep and wide, wa^shes its wall on Uie southern side- a 
ploaHaulcr spot you never spiul j but, when begins niy ditty,—almost 

fncliuudred years ago,—to see tho townsfolk suffer so from vermin 
wns a pity. 

1 '.t' • fought the dogs, and killed tho cats, and bit tho 

Mbics lu the cradles, and ate the cheeses out of the vats, and licked 

‘ Ofwu the kegs of salted 

X ‘“'-•u a Sunday hats; and even spoiled tho 

women 3 chats, by drowning their speaking—with shiickinL' and 
squeaking, m fifty different sharps and fiats! and 


ver nin r V /• ^ determine whafa best to rid us of our 

dvio roL LVo old and obese, to find in the furry 

the ^.nMv w ° ’ Rouse up, Sirs ! Giro your brains a racking to find 
Af A ' lacking ; or, sure ns fute, we’ll send von Dackine 1” 
slJr^aiion" Corporation quaked. wiO°7mightV con: 

Just 
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Hi. Moeor an?‘l'hrn?'.^‘A^hLrbru" 

an.l ^VL^A’niS*^ Ami could cnoupb admire the tall mao 

fTAch hko a pm. *' , 'o il'k as my ercat-grandsire, starting 

ip^'oruuiLp of D»“n's tODC. h».i wolkei thb vvoy from hU pamtei 

sold ho, ■• I'm ahlo, l.y injim of o^rot charm. r_^ ^ 

living beneath the ^'^; \YJhb>fl!- ujo my charm on creatures that do 
a« you never saw ! Ami I rh.^v o y people 

pf ople harm—tho mole, and t<» . • . ^.^ain bewilders, if I 

Sill mo the Pied done^clscwhcre of baU and gnaw.— 

will you give n.o a iti Mayor, and Corporation, 

was the exclamation of the astoniRnw j ^ 

Into the street the i-p-Tifteptsm^^^ 1,^^, a 

knew ivhat magic slept m jj-g‘ he wrinkled, and green and 

musical adept, to blow ^ r«, “P*;®ndU-.flame where salt w 
blue hiB iliarp cyos the pil>e ntb red, yon heard as if 

•prit.kled: and cro three .hnli^no^ th* (p-unibling !—and 

an army muttered !-^ud ‘h?io?h-aod out of the house the 

the gnimbUng grew to a mighty rombUog , hrawuy 

raw came tumblingl Great raWl ^a'l 

mw 1 brown raW ! *?at^,erfl 1 motbera I uncloa 1 couaios ! 

plodders I gay . familica by tens and doaons,— 

Socking toils «"<\n"«‘'‘“J;'\i\‘;ee Z-followca the Piper for their hvM. 

rf ws:!= 

p'iimjml .‘””""5 perUhed for cvcH ^ hell, till 

IKikc cut tht; nests, and * not the rats 

Snd binlders. and leave m our town^^^^^^ ^ the markot-placv, 

when suddenly, op the guilders 1 " ... ... 

with •• First. ^ ^The Ma%r lookwi , 5 ,?®Vith 

*^:vn'm,d”™'rh“t .“^ri'eTto'pSt tS 

pipe *'tcr ooothcr you Wt ! j^id his 
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cliiMron riiniiinf'.—All the little boys ami girls, with rosy cheeks, and 
flax<n curls, and si>urkliiig ryes, and teeth like pearls, tripping and 
skipping, r:in merrily after the wonderful music with shouting and 
laughter! 

The Mayor was dumb, and the Council stood as if they were 
changed into blocks of wood. Ah 1 how their wretched bosoms beat, 
as the Piper turned from the High Street to where the Weser rolled 
its waters—right in the way of their sous and daughters! However, 
ho turned from South to West, and to Koppelberg Hill hU steps 
addressed, and after him the children prcssetl; great was the joy in 
every breast. “Houever can cross that mighty top! he’s forced to 
let the piping drop, and we shall see our children stop 1 ’’ When, lo ! 
as they reached the mountain’s side, a wondrous portal opened wide, 
ns if a cavern were suddenly hollowed : and the Piper advanced, and 
the Children followed ; and, when all were in to the very last, the door 
in the mountain-side .... shut fast !_ 

Alas, nl,i,s, f.ir Hanu lin ! there came into many a burgher’s pate a 
text, whicli says that Heaven’s Gate opes to the Rich at as easy rate 
a.s the needle s eye takes a camel in! The Mayor sent K.. 3 t, West 
Nonh. and Soutli, tooft'er the Piper, by word of mouth, wherever it 
was hion's lot to lind him, silver and gold to his heart's content 
if lie’ll onlv return tlic w.iy he went, and bring thechildreu all behind 
him. Anri I must not now omit to say that, in Tr.ui.sylvania, there’s 
a tribe of alien people that n^ctil)e the outlandish ways and dress on 
which their neighliours lay such stress, to their fathers and uiolliers 
having risen out of .Some subtcrr;incous prisou, into which they were 
trepanned long time ago, in a mighty band, out of Hamclin Town in 
JJrunswick L;»nd,—but how or why, they don't uuderstitnd, 

Wo, friends, let you and me be wipers of scores out with all men— 
especially Pipersand, whether they pipe ua free from rats or from 
mice, if we’ve promised them aught, let us keep our prom-ise. 


LXXVI.—ASPIRING MISSDE LAINE.—Bret arte. {AltrutpeJ.) 

Cfrta^- f.acUs which serve to explain the physical charms of Miss 
AUUie l)e L illie ; who, as the common reports obtain, surpassed, in 
complexion, the lily and rose ; with a very sweet mouth, and a reirotme 
now ; a hgure like Hebe s, or that which revolves in a milliner's win- 

L r solves that (jucstion which m<ntor and moralist 

panis—If gmec may e.xist, minus feeling or brains I 

beaux by the score—av ! all that she 
wanted-whutgirl could ask more? LSrers that sighed and loverS 

Mnmd that a follow callod wondered and 

a clown, ilUrir<'<ised wifh n and solemn^ m manner 

as her UooilM % y ov ho? ^® 

villanous charm or love phUtre-noT in il "P 

For a fortnight the totrtifolk had all been agog „ith a party, in 
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hononr of Mis., Pillysvog 

duly follo«£-d a mc-..tmg hU tl's ann ~ gUacc^ of Brown :- 
coyly looked down, m ®,7' m^fe-aud the httU> white 

‘‘fam taking the drop.^aud am usintMhc^ 

powders that had a 8«cer ^ e. « h.cb 

the glance of my eye—and tl P •. birthday soirt-e of 

listen; a’be there, and the dress I Khf‘\' 

that Pollywog whaV then. oA.rr ? ” •‘ Well, 

wear m 90 lovclj, biU • nut mv skirt to the proper chm^n* 

I want— I want something rrinolmc or cagrnl in a boop that 

Bion, without being girt in a stiff ^ . ^omethiue light. 

riwajI'i^and^wS ^ the canh i^.^Tcn-T don't stare like a spoon 
well, in fact— something . a doubting nssent with RtiU 

hero Brown, overcome bj surp^e. g the door some- 

wondering eyes, and ^^'Wd*^hapi>^-ncd before in this *nnrtum of 
thing ‘fike just from ius trumniels 

BCicuce—a sibil.»nt sounu, ♦ •* ^ffiuitia^^ found ^ 

unbound, or nro substances tliat tli ir with its fair 

The night of the frattle of ^^heels, and the tinkle of 

ones in gorgeous arra) ; with __e « j wells ? .uid 

Udls, and the “How d ye do.s? ring look you give as yoxx 

the irash in the t i/rush of hot air as the door 

^1- ^ “ i?- 

while that safo topic> vvero vawuuips uiid uoiuhr'Ub 

freshness and bloom: young ^°P* ^ why^lidn't it then? /I 

when the dance would t»inc ^o« the door swung iW 

made of polnt-laM. . feminine eye I Midst «> wherever 

a draught if y°“ or your sweeth&ai t lu tim 

might to !?»«"-'romance, or ^.jdc 

f„"b*c7r 

but #omowbat loo piaui, 
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De L iiiie. “'Twn^ nmaziu;/!”—••T-s-as ccan'laloua ! "—l >?t in Riir- 
priso. POiJ'e opeiiol tlieir inoutij-; and i I'.nv sliut their oyea. But hark! 
at tlu! nu'incut Mi-s AdJie - L.iuie, 0‘ix:liu>; round ut tlie outer e<i;'o 
of an • llip.-j-.-, \\!hch hr»u,'ht h.-r f.nr form to toe window a^aiii, from 
tin- anus of lier j).iitiier ine.iutiously slips. I'heti ... a siinek tills 
the air, and the music is still ; and th-- crowd .jttlier round, where her 
paitiKT forlorn still frenzielly points from the wide window..sill into 
spac - ami the nijcht ; for Miss A'idie w.w 'one! Gone, like the bubble 
tiiat burst.s in the sun I Gone, like Viio jjraiu when the reaper is 
(lone I (lone, like the dew on the fre.sh morning grass ! Gone, without 
parting farewell! and. alas ! Gone—with a llavour of Hydrogen CtasI 
\Vh-n the weather is pleasant, yon frequently meet a white-headed 
tn..n d .w)y pacing thostrcelj his trembling hind .shading his lack¬ 
lustre eye. half-blind with continually sc.iuuing tlio sky. Rumour 
points him as.‘oine astronomical sage r—perusing, by dny.'tlie celestial 
page; blit my hean.Ts. .-(ag.ieious, will rece.guise Brown, trying v.ainly 
to conjure his lost sweetheart down, and learn the stern i[on\L this 
Blory iiinst teach :—Ttl.VT Gexjus may MKT iTd I.OVB OCT OK ITd 
RKAfU. 


LXXVII.-TnE GOBLTN-HAUNTKD GIRL.-J^amm W. Rii.cy 

Litti.i: Orjihant Annie s come to our house to stay, an' wash th'' cups 
an saucers up, in’ brush the crumbs away ; an’ shoo the chickens off 
the porch, an dust the Ir arth. an* sweep, an’ make the lire, an' bako 
the bread, an e.irii her board an’ keep ; an’ all ns other children, when 
the Mipp. r things i.s done, we set .around the kitchen tire—an’ lias the 
mo-teit. fun. a-hst nm‘ to the witcii-talcs ’.it Annie tells about an’ Uio 
g<.«bble-nns at gits you. cf yon —<ion’t—watch—out I 

Onct there w.is a little boy that wouldn't s.ry his pray’rs—.an’ whoa 
he went to bed at night, awav up stairs, his mammy hoevd him holler, 
an his daddy hceru him b.awl, an when they turn’t the kirvors down 

r.ibw'r''? ^ him in the r.aftcr-room, .an’ 

Cl bby hole, an press, an secked him up the chimbly-tlue. an’overv- 

uheres, I guess; but all they ever found w.i.s jist his clothes all lyin’ 
round-a-bont! an’ the gobblc-uns ’ll git you, ef you-don’t-watclil 

An’ one time a little girl ’ml alius laugh an’ grin, an’ make fun 
of every oue, ,an all her blood an’ kin; an’ onct, wiieu there was 
company, an the ole folks was there, she mocked ’em, an’ shocked 

tnn.’l’to'i^mni*M^\’^“»‘i ‘ An’thist as she kicked her heels, an’ 

hy Lr s^dc “w thev^' n Things a-standin’ 

• ’ *1 ^ ^n«tched her through the ceilin’, ’fore she knowed 

watch!!!^r?t ? gobblcuns ’ll git you-ef yovllion' 


wid?’ 8 DlutL^PIn^^^^ ^ys-when the blaze i.s blue, an’ the lamp- 

splutters, an the wind goes woo-oo! au’ you hear the crickeL 

LX.\niI._A PAIR OP PLATONICS—W. B. Terrett. 
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so ,vc loopbcd .t .1,0.0 .,,.0 -“,"^ 1 ; 

hiRh fiiondi-biis such _QU.u all tbtre w.-is lo i-iy ; <»o 

"::=i;;f^iis:i;',,a.s.po., ^ doy..» co„,. . 

Wo dvc^m.-d toso, .or of bo u.,^. oacl. ou or -ci-om. ' A:,. 

o^'luo buu. i .oeb... b„.. ..od 

buttorlli'J, and she. the „( eiknl oa£C, no dcntcl oono 

And many a qmo. r''i“i“.h .‘ oT^o- '...d talkooi u. load er,.da.,on. 
li-'nrom' hdo .bo nos..,.rn skas. and n.y 

s‘t„r„*,''o:- °° 

boinK than we d.d of , j f^r thu time had come 

“ Well, good-by. J ^ u to’inea. wc o.d no: kuow ; 

»o eo —UiV cornu meant our |>arii ^ ...iii, « vt-rv li*avy licuri ; (or 

1 had Unper.d long. ard for lionwt friei.de to part, 

oltlmugl. wc lyrcct yonr fneuda Ix-yond the Hca, 

•‘Uood-by. old fellow ! drop a line or i>'0 to mo. 

and eou.c day, when ^ ^ \ loh, juel behind, welled 

The >vf>rdR cauJC , payl> . kii)d • * • 

upwaid—«ith a story of 'lu*''-- “ ^j-re.at liquid eye? of blue I 

And lh«n, ebu ,^,n„ o'er like violet euj.? of dew ;-—o°^ 

mied to the brm.. wi at I nevc-r did before !— perhaps 

i-i ■ 

Lxxix._Tiir- tb. 

=S?S='^ tS'sS52s;s,2 =;• 

clSiSa “ 5S“s is=f 

“?io. wind nill »■ „p on dock, 0»=h in bik Sun^>';;l;“i 

wSrhl will never taiu how she ev. r B^i^wh. Q 

The I*.dy miu should certainly ^ trbf^j^^,f 3 ’„n.pe.l 

alur her, dm cuitU-^u 
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(jump),—or whether he wouldn’t (swim),—or the Captain said he 
shouhlu’t (try),—the world will never know I 

Once fairly out of the water, she went up to him* and said, Dear 
sir, you are a solid man, and have a level head ; so, withoat further 
parley, or hint of a pretence, I agree to marry you, sir, for you have 
common sense.*' So her Father said he couldn’t,—and her Mother 
said she wouldn't,—and the Captain said he shouldn’t,—refuse to give 
consent ! 


LXXX,—JUD DROWXIN ON RUBINSTEIN’S PIANO 

PLAYING,— Moses Adams. 

they say you heard Rubinstein play when you were in New 
York ? Tell us about it.’* 

‘"What, tue? I might’s well tell you about the creation of the 
world.” 

•• Come, now ; no mock modesty : go ahead.” 

“ Well, sir, he had the blamcdest, biggest, catty•comeredst planner 
you i!vcr laid eyes on ; somethin’ like a distracted billiard table on 
three legs. The lid was hoisted, and mighty well it was r if it hadn’t 
l>cen, he’d a tore the intirc inside clean cut, and scattered it to the four 
winds of heaven.” 

“Played well, did he?” 

“You bet he did. When he 6rst sot down, he ‘peared to keen 
mighty little ’bout plavin*. He twcedlc*!cedled a little on the triblc. 
and twoodlo-oodic*oo<lfed some on the bass,—jist foolin’ and boxin’ 
the thing's jaws for bein’ in his way. And I says to a man setting 
next me, says I, ‘ What sort o* fool-playin’ is that?’ And ho says, 
’ Ueish !' Bui presentij his hands commeuced chasin' one 'nothcr up 
an* down the k'*ys, like a passed o' rats scamperin’ through a garret 
very swift. Parts of it was sweet, though ; and reminded me of a 
sugar-squirrel turnin’ the wheel of a camlv-cagc. 

“‘Now,* 1 srnys to my neighbour, ‘he's a-showin’ oft. He thinks 
he’s a doin’ of it, but he ain’t got no 5dcc~no plan of nolbiii’. If 
he’d play a tunc of .some kind or other, I’d-’ 

“ But iny neighbour says, • Uei*d) I* very impatient. 

“ I was jist about to git up and home, tired of that foolishness, 
when I hcaril ... a little bird wakiu’ up away off in the wood.«, and 
cUUti* sicopy-liko to his mute; and I looked up and see that Rubin 
was beginmn’ to lake some interest in his business, and I set down 
again. The music began to make picters for me, to tell tales like the 
story-books, and to start all sorts of fcclin's; skewin’ mo all kind o* 
things that is, and things that isn’t, and could never be. First, it 
was the pccD o day. The light come faint from the cast,—the breeze 
blowed gentle and fresh—some more birds waked up in the orchard- 
then some more in the trees near the house—and all begun sin gin' 
together* People begun to stir, and the gal oponed the shutters. 
Jist then the first beam o* the sun fell upon the blossoms; a leetle 
more, an’ it tc-cht the roses on the bushes ; an’ the nest thing it was 
bi'oad day : the sun fairly blazed, the birds sang like they’d split their 
littlo throats ; all the leaves were movin', and flashin' diamonds of dew; 
and tile whole wide world was bright and happv as a king. Seemed 
to me like iheio was a good breakfast in every nouso in the land, and 
not a sick child or starvin' woman anywhere* It was a fine moruiD'. 
And I says to my neighbour, ‘ That’s music, that is 1' 

4 * glared at me like he*d like to cut my throat 1 ^ 

‘Pi'escntly tha music cbADgod; a kind of grey mist come owr 
tumgs ; I got low-speritcd d'roctly. Then a silver rain began to falL 
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i CO-.M .ce .he 

l>ea»loar.nngs,«Dclthc ^tjoUccl 

i brook that flowed silcQ^ uS-sou the b^nks moved. ..s the mu=ic 
muajc—'fpecully "J*^" ,j Xhiu I conM smell the flowers in the 
•kveol along down '‘^‘ 7 -'•,. ihou-h was a little wlotc Augd- 
me:ulow. The ^ - Vhat^vin ahu-ld of the musicbrook. and 

boy. like you see m world, where no man ever was — / 

led it on and on. thit boy jist as pla>« ^ ^ec you 

never ''•^'5. without anv sunset, and shone on the 

Then the moonlight trliosts lifted th-ir hands and how.id 

grave-yards, where some pba.l>-lop trix*s. splendid 

over the walls ; rioc ladies m the lit-up windows, and 

marble uouses rose gel auigh cm. and played on 

men that loved ’- m. but 'J That miserable I could a' cried, 

guitars under the trees . and . ^vho, belt-^ Hum 

because / wanted to love t dark ; the wmd moaned and 

the men with guitars Thtn ‘t j ^ould a’ go: ttp then 

liWe 'A lost chJ<l ucau I »i .tx 'iiw 1 ever listt^licd to* 

thar! ^nd preached a better t ^ ^ ,da.nc thing ; 

There wasn’t 1 thing m the ,, ,v:..s h-inpicr ^ 

and yet I didn’t want ? without being miserable. I i>nll^ 

be mificrablc, tlian to be h^l I >, ^y nose loud to keep from cr>m . 

I d^“n■t wJn?ayWyJ^^ “ninc.*‘“Bniome several 

^“S5i“.rf:iSS5t.t:s 

dlercl, - GO ......l ^hLU u. the house nz ou u.c, .m 

-“pt?.- u’Jd 

Then the ;*boul; 

tell you, the j but I’d rather you wo ,nad. ^ 

-4; “;fu ”^uo?fo’{^*o - ■... 

run hie through Uis h..r , 
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bis a little furtlu r, he drug up hift ?tool, he leaned OTcr, and, 

sir, h*i jxLst wcut for that old piaancr. He slapped her face, he boxed 
her jaNvs, ho pulled hor uosc, he pinched her cars, and he scratched 
her cheeks, till she fairly yelled. H * knocked hor dowu, and he stamped 
on her »^hamofuh She bellowed liko a hull—5he bl’^atcd like a c*Uf» 
she howled like a hoiiud—she squealed like a pi^, she shrieked like 
a rat—and then ho wouldn't lot her up ! He ran a quarter-stretch 
down the low f^rouuils of the bass, till ho got clean into tho bowels of 
the earth—and you heard thunder gallopin' after thunder through 
the hollows and cures of porduioo ; and then he fox-chased his ri;/ht 
hand with his left, till he got away out of the triblc into the clouds, 
>vliar the uotes was rtoer than tho pints of cambric ni '-'dlv^s, aud you 
couldn't liear nothiu* but theshadders of them. Aud then he wouldub 
let the old piannoi' go 1 Ho for'ard two'd, he crest over tirst gentleman^ 
ho Croat over first lady, he balanced to pards, he chaj^sey'd right aud 
left, >MCk to your places; be all haude'd aroun\ ladies to tho right, 
proiuiuade all, in and out| here and thar, back and forth, perpetual 
motion, doubled and twisted, and turned and tied and tacked and 
tangled into forty-'leren thousand double-bow knots I 

** It was a mixtery ! And even then he wouldn't let the old planner 
go 1 He fetched up his right wing, he fetched up his left >viug, he 
fetched up his centre, be fetched up his reserves. He tired by file, be 
fired by platoons, by compauies, by regiments, aud by brigades. He 
opened bis cannon,—siege-guns dowu thar ; Napoleons here, twelve 
pounders yonder ;—big gnus, little guns, middle sire guns; round 
bhot, shells, shrapnels, grape, canister, morUirs, miucs aud magazines 
—every livin' battery and bomb n*goiu’ at the same tuuo 1 Tho 
house trembled, the lights danced, the walls shuk, tho door come up. 
the ceilin* conic dowm, the sky split, the ground rocked ; heaven aud 
earth, cre^ition, sweet potatoes, uiue-pins, glory, tenpenny nails, my 
^[iiry Anne, Hallelujah, &imson iiia'situmon tree, Joruosalem, Tump 
Tompson in a tumbler airt—roodlc*oodle*oodle-oodle-oodle I ruddle- 
luldlt^-iiddlc-uddlc-iuhile I rnddlo-addle-addle-adule-addle I riddle-iddle- 
iddle-iddle 1 reette-ecttc-ecite-eette-ectte-ecttc-cette! p-r-r-r-r-r-lang! 
pT.i**v-r-lang! per lang ! per lung \ \ p-r-r-r-r-rT-laug I Bang ! 11 
*'With that bauff! he lifted liinisclf bodily into the air, and ho 
romo down with his knees, his ten fingers, his ten too9, his elbows 
and his nose, striking every single solitary key on thot piauncrut 
the value time. The thing busted, and went off into seventeen 
hundred and fifty-seven thousand five hurulrcd and forty-two heuxi- 
denii-somiquavei s—and I knowed no mo' !*'* 

Day was breakin' by tho timo 1 got to the Hotel, and I pledge you 
my word Idid not know my name. The \y ait or asked luo the uuiuber 
of my room ; and I told him—“ Hoc music und OYStcra on tho half- 
shell for ttvo I" 
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